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Enter Richard Duke of Glo'ſter, ſolus. 


6 — — 


INN And: all the, Clonds that lowr'd upon 


©, 


Now are, our; Brows * with Victorious Wreaths, - 
Our,breſed Arms hung up for Monuments; . . 
Our ſtern Alarums hang d to merry heetings; 

Our dreadful Marches.to.delightful Meaſures. 
and bers Fe ae b be en bat. 


And now inſteadigf managing: Barbed. Si | 
Vol. V. 4 To 


"The Life and Death * 9 1 8 


2 
15 


5 the laſcjvions pleafing of a Late, 

t I. that am not e 

or made to eourt an amorous L 

that am rudely ſt es 

To ſtrut before a wanton ambling Nymph; 

I, that am curtail'd of this fair Proportion, 

Cheated of Feature by diſſembling Nature, 

Deform'd, unfiniſh'd, ſent before my time | 

Into this bresthing Worlg, ſcarce half made E why 7 

And that ſolamely and unfaſhionable, v4 A 

That Dogs bark at me, as I halt by them: 

Why I (in this weak piping time of Peace) 

Have no delight to nl away the time, 

Unleſs to ſee my Shadow in the Sun, 

And deſcant on mine own Defotmity. 

And therefore, ſince I cannot i Wl N 

To entertain theſe fair well-ſpoken Days, 8 

Lam determined to prove a Villain, 

And hate the idle Pleaſures of theſe Days. 

Plots have L laid, InduRtipns dangerous, 5 

By drunken Propheſies, Labels, and- ms, 1. 

To ſet my Brother Clarence and the King | 

In deadly hate, the one againſt the . R 9 K 

And if King Edward be as True and juſt, 

As I am Subtle, Falſe and Treacherous, _ a | 

This Day ſhould Clarente cloſely be mew'd up, 

About a Propheſie; which ae 1 2 

Of Edward's Heirs the Murtherer ſhall 8 ff £4 

Dive Thoughts dotyn to my Soul, here e comes. 
Euer Clarence guarded,” and Brakenbury. | 

Brother, good Day; bat means this armed ard 2) 


\ 
-- - a 0 


That waits upon your 7 dt — 
Clar. His Majeſty, tendring m Perſon's fe 0 
Hath appointed — 8 —— me to , 
Glo. Upon what Cauſe? 03 53 2 5 | apa \ an: N tO 
Clary. Becauſe my Name 10 George... 
Glo Alack, my Lord, that Fault is none of yours" 47) 
mg ſhould for that — your 'Godfathers, 55 
A Bay”. 


) 
} 
) 
J 
L 
2 


of Rxonanm I In. 9 


O belike, his hath ſome intent, 0d ee 
That you ſhould be new Chriſtned in the Tower. | w 21 
But What's the Matter, Clarence, may I know? | 
Clay. Yea Niahard, ben L know but I — Fe 1 55 
As: yet I do not; but as I can lea nn 
He harkens after Propheſies and Dreams, ner ad 
And from the Crailtiey plucks the Letter o N 
And days 2 Wizard told him, that by Ga 14 Fad 
His Iſſue difinberited ſhould be. ue © 
And for my Name of e with 0. e fiat 1 


It follows in his Thought that I am he. gi tory 
Theſe, as I learn, and ſuch like toys as theſe, - Aa 
Hare mov d his Highneſs to commit me nao. 
Gl). Why this it is, vehen Men are rul'd by Women, 
'Tis net the King chat ſends you to the — T 
Lady Gray his Wife, Clarence, tis ſhe, * 
Toa ttemptꝭ him to this harſn Extremitx. 
Was is not ſne, Ia that good Man & Worſhip, =" 
Anthony Woodwvil her Brother there. rofl 
That made him ſend Lord Haſtings to the Tower? N 
From whence this Day he is. dehvered. 1 
We are not ſafe, Clarence wye are not afe, * 1 
Clay. By Heaven, I think there is no Man 3 | 
But the Queen's. Kindred, and Night-walking Heralds- 
That trudge betwixt the King « Miſtreſs Shore. 
Heard you not what an humble Suppliaut 
Lord Haſtings was fox his delivery. 
Glo. Humbly complaining to her Dei, 
Got) my Lord Chamberlain his Liberty: 
I'll tell-you hat, I think it is our way,” | > 
If-we will keep in favour with the King, \ a 1 A 
To be her Men, and wear: her Livery: ier er 
The jealous o erWorn Widow, and her ſelff, 
Since that our Brother dub d them Gontle women, 
Are mighty Goſſi ps: in our Monarchy. 
Brakt: 1beſeech. your Graces both to pardon me, 


His Mgjeſty, hath ſtraightly given in charge. 
That no Man ay have private Conference. 
Of what degree {ocyer; with: yout Brote. 
de. Even fo, and pleaſe your worſh'p, Brakenbary! 
Ag You 


| 


vou ma ke of any thing we ſay : 
we =. . * ee ſa y the "Ts 
Is wiſe and'viriv6ds, and his noble Den ec e 15, 
Well ſtrook in Neude, fatr, and wot jeal - 1 wy 
We ſay; that;Shave' Wife bath a 78 
A cherry Lip, a bonny e pleaſing Tobgue 
That the Queen's are made Goitle-folks. tra | 
How fay you, Sir? can you deny all this? 1 
Brak. With this, my Lord, my ſelf have not to dos 
Glo. Naught to do with Miftieſs'Shore? - 5 * 
I tell thee Fellow, he that dbth naught —— 2 | 
Excepting one, rr 55 n | 
Brak. What one, my Lord? »i bas 2 | 
Glo. Her-Hasbind, Knave——would'ſt choubgtray me? 
Brab. I do beſcech your Grace 


wo We Life and 2 


To pardon me, and withal forbear A 1 4 ; 
Your Conferences with the note Duke. , 
Clar, We know thy charge, Brakenbury, 1 wil obey \ 
Glo. We ale the Queoi's Abjects, and e . a 
Brother farewel, I will unto the King. ; 
And whatſoc'er you will employ me in, . i 26 Ar 
Were it to call King Edward's mas, Ry vs fo" E 
I will perform it to infranchiſe op. Wo 2:5» 27 
Mean time, this deep diſgrace of Brotherhood, | P 
Touehes me deeper than you can imagine. u 
Clar, I know it pleaſeth neither of us Wel. 4 
Glo, Well, your-Impriſonment ſhall not be w C 
Iwill e e. or elſe lye for onunnk * 
Mean time have patien te. A: 


Clar. I muft perforce; anna {Ex Brak. Car Fc 
Glo. Go tread the path that thou Ne ne'er zeturn:” | 
Simple plain Clarence I do love thee ſo, , | 
That I will ſhortly ſend thy Soul to Heav'n, 
If Heav'n will take the Preſent at our Hands. 
But who comes here? the new deliver d r 9 


Enter Lord Haſtings. 
Haſt. Good time of day unto my gracious a. 
Glo. As much unto my Chamberlain: | 


Well are you welcome to this open Air, — 
How won you A brook'd Imprifoament? of 
| | Hat. 


* 
* * CY 
7 - 
* = 
* 


M Reems np IM rt 
Haſt. With patience, noble Lord, as Priſoners muſt : 
But I ſhall live, my Bard, ]togive thom thanks 
That were the cauſe of my Impriſonment. 


Glo. No doubt, no:doubt; and fo - -* 23 waanbante 
For they that Were your: Enemies are his, 


And have preuail d as much on him, as = | 
Haſt. More pity, that che Eagles be wer 
Whiles Kites and Juzzards ri Liberty... fs - 
Glo. What News arc 14 
Haſt. No News ſo abrgad A this at — rn? 
The King is fickly, Werk, and melancholy, | 1 4 
And his Phyficians fear him. migbiily. 
Glo. Now by St.-Fohn, that news en. 
O he hath kepe an evil Diet long, 1 
And over much conſum'd his Royal perſan: 


»Tis very . mas be them te 
Where 1 2 gut — 


Haſi. He E | 
Glo. Gs yo fan, nd will lm you: 


xi Baſking 
He connge ling 3 1 | 
Till George be pack*d with poſt-horſe up to Heay'ns 
Pl! in to urge his hatred more to Clarence. 
Which lyes well ſteel d with weighty n. 
And if 1 fail not in my deep intent, | 
Clarence hath not — day to liye: 4, 
Which done, God take King Edward to his Mercy, 
And leave the World for me to buſtle in. 
For then, Vl marry Warwick's youngeſt Daughter: 
What though | killd her Husbahd, and her Father, 
The readieſt way to make the Wench amends, + 
Is to become her, Husband, and her —_y 
The which will J. not all ſo much for Love 
As for another ſecret cloſe intent, 
By marrying her, which | muſt reach unto. 
Bur yet | run before my Horſe to Market: 
4 ſtill breaths, Edward ſtill lives and reigns, 


Wben they are gone, then muſt | count my Gains. 


Exit. 
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Enter the Cong; of Henry the Sixth, with Halberds to gurl 

it, Lady Anne being the Monrnte. '' | 1 
Anne. Set down, ſet dowyn your honourable load, rats 

If Honduf may be rowded — l | — : 

Whilkt 1 a- while 6bſequiouſly ment "14 © 


Th* untimely fall of virt L ancuffer 6th 

Poor key-cold Figur e of + holy Rit 567 1 AV eder 1 
Pale Ate of the Beute ef Lancer? Jn of proved 
Thou bloodleſs Remnant of that Raya Blood, * 1 
Be it lawful'that Tinyocate thy Ghoſt, | 4 5 8 9 
To hear the Lamentations of poor e, $1 61125 e C 1 
Wife to thy Edward, to thy flaugbtred Son: 


| Stab'd by the {elf ſaene hand that. made. theſe wounds 0 


i in theſe Windows that let forth thy Lite,” 7 915 F 
1 pour th& helpleſs Balm of my poor Eyes. 9; F 
O curſed be the Hand that ma Wee le, 0 F 
Curſed tle Heart, that had the Heart to do it! 0 It 
Curſed the Blood, that let this Blood from hence,” 1 #4 B 
More direful hap betide'that bared Wretch hk © 
That makes us wretched" by the death of thee, © 14. 0 
Than 1 can wiſn to Wolves: to Spiders, Toad, ＋ Bl 
Or any creeping venom d thing that lives.” 2 Fe 
If ever he have Child, orte be it, bed: og Fr 
Prodigious, and antimely brought to nghe, 1009 rg I T. 
Whol ug * 2 and unnatural Aſpect, . Pr 
the hope ful notes ag at the view > ; O 

a0 — be Heir to his unhappineſs. - 7 O 
If ever he have Wife, let her be made Ei 
More miſerable by the Death of him, ky 0¹ 
Than 1 am made by my young Lord, and the. As 
Come now towards Chertſey with your HolfLoad, ' W; 
Taken from Paul's to be interred there. (= 1 
And ſtill as you are weary of this weight, 4 201 00 WI 
Reſt you, whiles I lament King Henry's Coatſe. 
Euter Richard Dake of Gloceſter! @ if Ne 
Glo. Stay you that bear the Coarſe, and ſet it aw « 


Anne. What black Magician conjures up t 


is Fiend, 
To ſtop devoted charit. ble Deeds? | 


Glo. 


3 
1 
4 
7 


e 


3 eb I. #3 


mY ma N 15 655 of bim that diſobey 7 
Gen. M ſtand back, and * 50 cott wh 
Glo. Unminner'd | 

Staad thou when I command: 2 

Advance thy Halbert higher 2 my Brent. 0 


e St. Paul, Vil irike thee to my Foot, 4 
And ſpur upon thee, Fong, ＋ 85 . 
t do you tr 
Alas, 1 N. von no 
And mortal 1 r 
Avant, thou bg A 4. q . 8. Ya! * 
Thou hadſt but power over bis m 11 
His Soul thou canſt not. have; therefore be go 
Glo. Sweet wag "us Charity, be not fo kur. 7 
Ame. Foul De ns ot 
For God's ſak& hence, 2 trouble us not, 
For thou haſt made the happy. Earth thy Hell: 
Filld it wit curſing Cries, and deep Exclzims. 
If thou delight to view thy heinous Deeds, | tib 1 4D 
Behold this pattern of thy Butcheries. ma 55 
Oh Gentlemen! ſee! ſee dead Henry's wounds . Ag 5 
Open their congeal'd. Mouths, and bleed afreth. 
Bluſh, bluſh, thou lamp of foul Deformity; Pa DT", 
For tis ond preſence: that ;exhales this Bt 
From cold 'avd empty Veins, 1 no, Yoo Srl * 
Thy Deeds inhuman, and N wad = 
Provoke this Deluge molt unnat | 
O God"! which this Blood mad ſt, revenge e his Death: | 
O Earth! which this Blood drink'R, — his Death. 
Either Heazn with Lightning ſtrike the Murth rer dead, 
Or Earth, gape open wide, and eat him quick, 41 
As thou doſt ſwallow up his good King's Blood, a5 
Which his Hell-govern'd, Arm hath butchered, | 
Glo. Lady, you know no ws of charity, 
Which ren ers Ae for bad or. Curſes. r 
Anne. Villain, thou doeh ne nor law of God nor Man; 
No Beaſt ſo fierce, but knows ſome touch of pity: .-. > 
Glo. But 1 know none, and therefore am go Beaſt. 


9 
XS 9 


F2 ad 


+ 4 


ITN. 
* 


AED 


v4 | Anne. 


* 0 


_ — — 


"i" „ — . — 


.. 


Slo. Fairer F ThE ue rk * FN 


But that thy Brothers beat afide — Point. 
Tbat laid their Guilt — my guiltleſs Shoulders. 


Me Laie aud 


O wohderful. w ils er t 
G Ce Saen Ken 


Vouchlafe, div ah an Ji 
Of cheſe ves — . 
By circumſtance, but to a If | 


. diffus'd'infe@ian of 
e ee : — 4 


By circumſt; ance, 14 


Some patient Ine to e 757 


_ Ame. Fouler fan 0 5 nk ah; . BE 04 2 

Thou canſt 15 0 BE fits cinta cu currant, Ys 

Unleſs thou ha n IT. 
Glo. By hack cpr 1 ſhould accu 


2 17 r 


For doing . work 
That didſt ke hter . ** 
Glo. 2 d. 57 Arg ner yoo 
Anne. T y, they. 30 not lain: 
But dead oy 43 and, abe 1 7 s 
Glo. I did not kill your Huzband 
Ame. Why then he is meth * 
Glo. Nay; be is Mem oh 115 Tana by. Einar s nen. 


Anne. In thy e 9. - \. 


„ A, wy > .9 


UN %. dt PS. 1 ai ..d 


Queen Margaret 27 | "_— 
Thy murg'rous e FATTY in * 1 M: 
The which thou once didſt bend ag 12 9 


Glo. I was provoked by her {land'rous Tongue, 
Ame. Thou waſt provoked by thy blood Miod, | T 

That never dream'ſt on ought bor Ie: 10 

Didſt thou not kill this King? hy 7 80 3 T 


Gi. 1 r ye. . 3 
Ame. Dol grant me, Helge Hes. | þ 2 25 D 
Then n God g at me too, a 4 8 
Thou may R be damned for that wicked Deed? 
he was gentle, mild and virtuous, | 
Glo, The better for the King of Heay'n that hath him 
Arne, He is iu Heay'n, where thou ſhalt 1 12 ene 
Gio. 


* 0 
X " 
"© . » 


* 
4 
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I. 1 


A 


I” - 


Ben f H Ins 
Glo. Let bi thank me that holp to fend | bim r 

For he was fitter for that place than. Earth. 0 

Anne. And thou unfit for any! place but klell. 


Glo. Yes one 2 elſe, if you will hear me ne 
Anne: 801 


Glo. Your Bed . s 
Anna. Ill Reſt betide the Chamber hab thou } 
Glo. So will it, -Madain, + 4s with you” 
Anne. 1 hopeTo; 2 
Glo, I know! Þ.: hut“ genele Lady D 
To leave this keen encounter of our 
And fall fomething into d flower — OW >» dy 
Is not the Cauſer of the'timelefsDeaths / | 


Of theſe Plantagenets, Henry and Edward, 
As blameful as the *. re. 


Anne. Thou waſt the Cauſe, awd moſt erg ee: 
Glo. Your Beauty was the Cauſe of that ent ts 
Your Beauty that did haunt me i my fte N 
To undertake the Death of all the World,” bot o 
So I might live one Hour in your ſwecet Boſom. Se 

Anne. If I thought that, I 2 thee, Homicide. 
Theſe Nails ſhould rend that Beauty from my Cheeks. 
Glo. Theſe Eyes could not endure that Beauty” $ wack 
You ſhould net blemiſh it, if I ſtood by; 
As all the World is cheered by the Sun, | 
So I by that; * ne 4 | 2942 _ 
Anne. Black nigbto'er-ſhade thy Day, added 
Glo. Curſe 1 thy ſelf, oy Creauture, piſs 
Thou art both. 
Ame. i would 1 were, Ste tenengd on thee 
Glo. It is a quarrel moſt unnatural, 
To be reveng'd'on him that loveth thee. 
Anne. It is a quarrel juſt and reaſonable, 
To be reveng'd on him that kill'd my Husband. 
Glo, He that bereft thee, Lady, of thy Husband, 
Did it to help thee to a better Husband, 
Anne. His better doth not breathe upon the Erk 
Glo. He lives, that loyes thee better than he xr 
Anne. Name him. * 
Glo. Flamagenii. | 


- * 


an 


16 The Life and * Death 


Ame, Why that was be. 91 | 0+ 
n bt one of bene Nature. 


2 
ts 


1 


Glo. The 

nme. Where is he? 9 11 * | 

Glo. Here: ; los- ſin at . 
Why doſt thou ſpit at me? 9 


e Would it were mortal Poiſon for thy fake ve | 
Gb. Never came Poiſon from ſo ſweet a Place. | 
Anm. Never hung Poiſon on a fouler — 4 . : 
Out of my 8 Sight, ht, thou doſt inſect mine Byes. | | .- 10 | 
Glo. Thin eg, ſweet Lady, have infected ** 9 
Anme. Would they were-Baldicks to firilte thee dead. 1 
Glo. I would they were, that I might die at 1. 1 
For now they kill me with a living Deatb. © 
| Thole Eyes of thine from mine have drawn ſalt Tears 10 
Sham'd their Aſpects with ſtore of childiſh Drops: * 
Theſe Eyes, which never ſhed remorſoful Tear, 
No, when my Father Tonband E wept. l 


Jo hear the pitequs, Moan that Ruland made, © jt T T 
When black-fac'd Giiferd ſhook his Sword at him: | 
Nor when thy Wurlike Father, kke a Child, __ 
Told the fad Story of my Father's Death: 4 
ere twenty times made Pauſe to ſob and — 0 
hat all the Standers by had wet their Cheeks. g 
Like Trees be-daſh'd, with Rain: In that fad Time. | 
My manly Eyes did-ſcorn an bumble; Tear 


what, theſe, Sorrows could not thence exhde, . ( 
Beauty hath Gs and made them blind with: . . 
11 


iend, nor Enemy; r 


Thy 


1 22 ſued to 


My To could never learn ſweet ſmoot Wor 
But . Beauty is propos d my Fee, thing oy Eve 
My proud Heart ſues; and prompts my Tongue to denk We 
1 [She looks 2: = ay at lim. And 
Teach not thy Lip ſuch Scorn, tor it Was made oh But 
For kiſſpg,.. Laly, nox-tor ſuch Contempt Tho 
If thy revengefu Heart cannot ſorgiyve. i BT A 
Lo tore. Hend thee. this ſhatp-pointed An 0 3 
Which, if thou pleaſe go hide in this true dl, 9 5 To! 
And ſet the Soul forth that adoreth thce, Pc And 
1 lay it naked to the deadly Strokes, Whe 
N N. i And | At © 


488 ” Ayd 


To him that hath moſt cauſe tg be a 


* wet his Grave with my repeatane Tears, © 


RES HKwn m. 


And humbly beg the Death h i my Knee. 
humbly boy ch6 De 3 Fee 

Nay, do not pauſe; 725 1 70 Kill King Henry;, 

But twas thy Beauty Jha 0p rovoked me. 

Nay, now diſpatch that ſtabb' d young rau 

But twvas thy hear nly ice t ſet me o on. | 
1% e falls the . 

Take up the Sword again, or take up 


Ame. Ariſe, Dies AS | T with thy et 
1 will not be thy Executione 


r 
Cb, Then bid. e Kill thy ME" and I will det. 


n e Rage: * * 


Speak it again, Lak jog with th er 
This Hand, which fi or thy 55. N kill Nh TS 5 
Shall for thy love, kill a far truer Love; 


on 


< 


To both their Deaths ſhalt thou be acceſſary. = 
_ 1 I knew 13 Heart. ) N 
Glo. Tis figur d in m wh 
Anne. J fear me, Wl eG I'S; A, 2 e 
65. Then never Man was true. wr, 104") 
Ann.. * Well, put up your Sword. | are dds oat 


Glo, Say then, my Peace is made. CASO 
Amie, That ſhalt thou know hereafter. "S" 7 ans 
=" But ſhall I live in hope? | | 

Anne. All Men 1 hope live ſo. 

Glo. Vouchſafe to wear this Ring. | | 
Look how my Ring encompaſſeth thy "tl 
Even ſo thy Breaſt incloſeth my poor Heart: 
Wear both of them, for both of them are thine, . 
And if thy 45 devoted Servant maß 
But beg 4 Fayour at thy gracious Hand, 
Thou doſt confirm this Happineſs for ever. 

Anne. What is it? 


Glo. That it may pleaſe you leave theſe fad Deſigns ._ 


. 933 
N Py a 


i 
3». (IT Nw 


And preſently repair to Crosby Houſe : * 
Where, after I have folemaly interrd 
At Chertſey Monaft'ry this noble Kin 


1 


** ů 


86 rs Dow. 


I will with ene DV 185 you. 


2 Ee ans c Fenty 23 16 pom 577 
Glo. apo W me. M| y 13 22003 zt 
n. Tis more than you deſerve: : 1K 
Bur ſince you teach me how to flatter you, 
Imagine have 2 —— N [Exeunts —— Anne 
Gent. Towards Ch Lord?” 
Glo.” Now to Whits- 2 "there attend ry, bade 


. 
Was ever Woman in this ATI wood?” * 


Was ever Womin, in this humour won? 

Pll have Nom F il not keep her "RY | 
What! I that killd her Avsband and his' 8 

To take her in ber Heart's extreameſt hate, 

With Curſes in her Mouth, 80 bo 2 Eyes, 

The bleeding witneſs of my ha 2 
Having God, her Conſcience, 10 Wr. Irs vn. 
And I no Friends to back my fuit wn 11 

But the plain Devil uud difſembling' Locks: f 
Aol yet to win her All the World to Latin 


Bach ſhe forgot already that brave Prince, 
Edward, ber Lord, whom I, ſome thiee Months nue 
Stab d in my angry mood at e , 
A NT ning Gentleman,” 

2 in t ality of Nature, i 

ZING: Valiant, 2 0 500 id nd no doubt, right nap. A 

e ſpacious World cannot again afford, _ 
A abaſe ber Eyes on me, | 17 
That cropt the Golden prime of this ſweet Prince, 4 
And made hęer Widow to a. wolul Bed? _ 


On me, whoſe All not .<qu als aer Wes, $4 


On me, thathalt, add ag ryiſhapen hs? e ee 
My Dukedom to a 1-0 5 
I do miſtake my Pe 55 all this Wbile- Wy of 


Upon wy Life the finds, Abe gd f Fangob 2» by 


arly Denier, , <> 8 


e "> 8 


W 
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To your _ Pra 2 will bai fay, Amen; 


Ren AR, I 


—— —wů— 
——U— — — 


My (to be mne; 
at charges fur a d 
— A ment two . Tailors, / | 5 2 | 
o ſtudy Fa ns to adorn Rut 90 2 | 
Since 1 am — ngde en 20 | | 
] wilkmaintain.it with ſome li Colt. M CATS. | 
| t& Fil turn yon — 5 3 | 
And — | 


Shine out, fair Sun, Till 1 — bs 2 — 0 91A 
Thur l may dee my-Shadow as I pals . Exit. 


8 CE NE III. 


Enter the Quin, Loud Riregs and hand Guy... 
Riv. Have patience, Madam, there is no doubt, Majeſty 
Will ſoon recauer his accuſtom'd Health. 
-Grey-:In that you.broek it ill; it makes him worſe, 
Theretore for God's lake entertain good Comfort, © 
And cheer his Grace with quick and merry Eyes. 
en If he were dead, what would beride on me ? 
ray. No other harm, but: loſs of ſuch a Lord. 
Queen. — loſs of — Lord RO all harms; 
Gray. The Heavens have bleſt ag 
To be your Comforter when hs, Fo 20 1 
. Ab! he is young, and his Minority 
Is put unto the truſt of Richard Glo fer, 
A an that loves.not me, nor-none of you. 
Riv ls it concluded, be ſhall-be Protector ? 
een. It is :determinid, not — Nenn 0. 
But 10 it muſt be, it the King miſcarr 
Enter Buckingham and Derby, 
Stray. Here come the Lords of — wi: Doh. 
Buck. Good time of Day unto your Royal Grace 


Derby. God make your Majeſty joy ful, as 
Queen. Sod make your Mojly good my N 


Yet Derby 1 0. od 
And — hy me, be ES , aſſur'd, 2 | 
omen = TN W- uo 20 


s Hors ife @ 54 e 


ö 
1 
| 
) 
Fl 
1 


. 1 do beſbech you, 33 by 
The envious Slanders'of her falſe —— $1099. bas 
Or if ſhe be accus d on true Report, % 3 
Bear with her weakneſs; bich I ink proceofs | 20012 
From wayward Sickneſs; and: no grounded Malice. 
Queen. Saw you the King to Day, my Lord 1 
But now orgs Duke of- KE I: 
Are come from viſiting bis Maje ran. 
ucen. What likelibodd, of Amendment, Lords? 
ack. Madam, good hope, his Grace ſpeaks chearfully, 
1 --< God grant him ealch ;didyou confer with him? 
Buck. Ay, Madam, he defires to make Atonement, 
Between t e Duke of Gio er and your Brothers, i 
between them and my Lord Chamberlain; 
And ſent to warn them to his Royal Preſence : 
Quien. Would all were well----but that will nerer be. 
I fear our Happineſs i is at the height, 
| Enter Glouceſter. 
a Gu. They do me wrong, and 1 wilt nor'endure *, 
Who is it that complains unto the King, 
That I, forſooth, am ftern; and love them Wit ONE 
By holy Faul, they love bis Grace but lightly, 8 


2 


That fill his Ears with ſuch diſſentious Rumors. 
Becauſe I cannot flatter, and look fair,, 

Smile in Mens Faces, ſ{m-oth, deceive and cog, 4121 
Duck with French nods, and Apiſh Courteſie, A 


I muſt be held a rancoraus Enem 
Cannot a plain Man live and 07 no harms! * 


But thus his ſimple Truth muſt be abus Cl 

With filken, fly, inſt Jacks? © 
Gray. To w in all this Preſence ſpeaks your Grace? 
Slo. To thee, — haſt nor Honeſty nor Grace: 

When have I injur d thee ? vrhen done thee wrong? 

Or thee? 0X thee? or any of your Faction? 

A Plague you all. His Royal Grace, 

: Whom G Goc preſerve, better than you would wiſh; 
Cannot be quiet ſcarce a breathing-while, 'r: © 


But you muſt trouble him with layvd Complaints. 


Brother of Gloſter, you miſtake the Matter : 


The King on his own Royal Diſpoſition, | ah 


of Rang _ abi Fila | 
| | n y Suitor 


Aiming, belike, at your interior S bt 2 vi 

That in your autward' Action ſhews'ft ae” N 
. Againſt my Children] Brothers and my Self, d 
L - Makes him to ſend,.that he may learn the 3 8 6 on [ 
by. Glo. I cannot tell the World is'grown'ſo bad. 
\ That Wrens make prey, where Eagles dare not perch; © 
Since every Jack became a Gentleman, ; 
There's many a gentle Perſon made a ick fle. 


T 


Queen. Come, cume we know your meaning, eaning, Brother - 
* ow my Adeancement and nh Friends 


od grant we never may have of you Fpnzt Ilie F 
Glo, Mean time God grants that hate need are 1 
Our Brother is impriſon d by your — 1 pag 
My ſelf diſgrac'd, and the Nobility oft of 
Held in Contempt, while 1 Fro romotions | WO: . mo. 
Are daily given to enoble t w 007 & | 
That ſcarce, ſome two Days fince, ebe a Noble: 
Queen. By bim that rais dime to this careful height, +6 
From that contented hap which T enjoy'd, . 
never did incenſe his Majeſty | % 20 of A 
Againſt the Duke of Clarence, but ne been R924 B20 
\n earneſt Advocate to plead for him. Sor gage <p 
My Lord, you do me ſhameful Injury, 
alſely to draw me:in theſe vile Suſpects. ; 
Glo. You may deny,'that you were — mean 
Of = Lord Haſtings late Impriſoament. © cet 
She may, my Lord, for- * 3 
Gio. Ge. She may, Lord:Rivers, why ies Wee not fot be: 
he may do more, Sir, than denying that: ah 
he may help you to many fair Preferments, 
And then deny her aiding Hand therein, 
no lay _ * on your high deſert, b 
t ma not ſhe maya m Gr 
Rev. What marry: mayched iris — 
- Glo, What marry may th? marry weth 8 King, 1 w_ 
IIA Batchelor, pre? bandſam — Tn 
II wis your Grandam had a worſer mateh. 


£4 


ee 7 


Queen. My Lord of Glo ſter. 1 ive tho'lb *bota oy 
| Your. blunt wh r your bitter 2 I 
ind | | 7 By 


* 89 


x 105 2 2 2 


My Pains are quite Ll 


Mar. Out cn — * 

I do * [ m too walls. < * N ab 74 
Thon killfd * e 1 
. 0 228 6 dg 5 


A liberal oof of Friends 


Glo. In — which time, — v Husband — 
Were factious for ther Houle of — Any 0 
And Rivers, ſo were you was Der Jer Fita: 


| In ee Patel, ag Shiny neee 


Let me put in your Minds; if 5 
What you have been exe this, and — ba 
Wichal, what I have been; and-what Ira n. 2 

Mar. A murth'rous Villan and: ſo ſtill thou att. 


. Poor Clarence: did. ſorſake his —— 

ay, , and forfwore himſelf, vrhich Jeſi pardon 9538 5 
Glo. To on Edward's for the"Crown, - 

And for his red, poor bed is mewed up! 

1 would r God my Heart were Flint, like Edward's, 


* 1 


of Re wane ns | - 


Or Edward's ſoft" 26d piciful, like 202 + 
I am too childiſh foolitf for this Wo 

9. Mar. Hie thee to, Hell for ſhanhe, aaron; 
ries e there"thy Kin ngdomr is. * 

Lord of e in thoſe buſſe Days, f 

Which der unge, to prove us Enemies, | 
We follow d then our Lord, our Sovereign 8 
So ſhould we you. if you ſhould be our King. = 

Glo. If 1 ſhould be! ——T had rather be 2 51 

Far be it from m my Heart, the t thouphe tlicrevf:” 
= As, litt. J my Lord, 88 yo ſuppoſe 

You Thould enjoy, Were you this Country's King, 

As little Joy you may ſuppoſe in me, 

That I enjoy, being the Queen thereof. 

IM A little Joy enjoys the * . 
For I am ſhe, and altogether Men. | 
I can no longer hold me patient. ö 
Hear me, you wran ng Pyrates, that te 
In ſharing that which you have pill d ffom me; 
Which of you trembles not that obe on me?” * 

If not that I an Queen, you bow like Subjedts; 
K that by you depos'd, you quake like Rebels. 
entle Villain do not turn away? 

72 . Foul wrinkVd Witch, what mak t thou in mySight? 

Aar. But repetition of what thou haſt 'marr'd, 

That will I make, before ] let thee po 

Glo. Wer't thou not baniſhed on pain of Death? - 

Q. Mar. I was; but I do find more pain inBaniftiment 
Than Death cam yield me here by my abode: | 
A Husband and * Son Len 1 t to me, 22 
And thou a Kingdom, all of you A ce; t Queen, 
This Sorrow that 1 haye by Right gent, ah 
And all the Pleaſures you uſurp are mine. 

Gle-. The Curſe my Noble Father laid ou thee; 
When thou didſt el his warlike Brows with Paper, 
And with thy Scorns drewyſt Rivers from his Eyes, 

And then to Ne them, gavit the Duke a Clour, 
Steep'd in the faultleſs Blood of pretty Rutland ; 
His Curſes, then from bitterneſs of Soul 
Denounc'd againſt thee, are now fall'n upon thee; 


24: Thy Lf, ee | 


And God, not we, c d:th lood 
2 e 1 | to righ n irs WEE 70 
* 23 Deed t Nay” 55 be, 4 : 
| I, m cer Was heat of. 1 . 
; 1 085 wept, 7 4 | 8 
_ "N21 Man but propheſied revenge r, 2 
land, then preſent, wept to ſee it. 
pati were you inarljfig all before T cart," 
5 ch : ex. y the roat, wy F 11 o 


2 . ee, 


"on * 


Their King des 8 118, 15 e 41 Sits UO T 


Should all but anſwer for that peeviſh Brat? 
Can Curſes pierce the Clouds, and enter Heav'n? | 
Why then give way, dull Clouds, to my quick Curſes. ; 
Though not by War, by Surfeic die your King. hee 
As ours by Murther to make him a Kin 55 * 
Edward thy Son, that now is Prince of ales, * 
For Edward 853 Son, t was Prine of Ww.. 17 
Die in his Tandy By e untimely Violence. AS - hav 
Thy ſelf a Queen, fo r 2 that was a Queen. a 94 
2 thy Glory, like my wretched {elf: td 
Fe 5 9250 theu hey to wail thy Childrens d | 
And Tee a - W. 


N 


| 
q 
1 
L 
A 


c 


=” . N ” 


22 ſee thee now, Sw 

Deck'd by 1 1 5 5 as. ga. art, ſtalld in wine,” 2, F 
Long die thy I e before thj Death, 1 T7 #4; Th 
Ang Fas many happy Seh "hours, 0 Grief, _ . ag T 
Die, neither Mather, Wife, nor En gland's Queen, J 
and N you \ were deg -by,. 52 Lei 
And ſo v aſt th , Lerd Haſtmgs, when my Son. 3% | 
Was abb wit bloody wh ne God, I pray „. 7 
That none of you may live bis natural Age, s 
But be by ſome uno 'd-for Accident cut off... Tc; 


Glo, Have done thy Charm, thou hateful wither'd Hag. 
Mr. 400 leaye © 175 thee? Stay Dog, for thou ſhalt on 
If Beav'ds have any grievous Plague i in ſtore, [hear me, 
Exceeding thoſe that 1 can with upon thee, \ Sie 
O let them keep it, till thy Sins be ripe, 4 
Aud then burl down their lndignation | ? 83 v 
al. © On 
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of Rrenany III. 25 


On thee, thou troubler of the poor World's peace. 
The Worm of Conſcience ſtill be-gnaw thy Soul, 
Thy Friends ſuſpect for Traitors while thou liv'ſt, 
And take deep Traitors for thy deareſt Friends: , 
No ſleep cloſe up that deadly Eye of thine, 

Unleſs it be while ſome tormenting Dream 
Affright thee with a Hell of ugly Devils. 

Thou elviſh-markr, abortive rooting Hog, 

Thou that waſt ſeal'd in thy Nativity 

The Slave of Nature, and the Son of Hell: 

Thou ſlander of thy heavy Mother's Womb, 

Thou loathed Iſſue of thy Father's Loins, 


Thou Rag of Honour, thou deteſted 


Glo. Margaret. a 
Mar. Richard. 
Glo. Ha! 
. May. | call thee not. | 
Glo. I cry thee mercy then; for I did think 
That thou had'ſt call d me all theſe bitter Names. 
2. Mar. Why fo 1 did, but looPd for no reply. 
Oh let me make the Period to my Curſe. | 
Glo. Tis done by me, and ends in Margaret. 
uren. Thus have you breath'd yourCurſeagainſt your (elf. 
9. May. Poor painted Queen, vain flouriſhof my Fortune, 
Why ſtrew*ſt thou Sugar on that Bottel'd Spider, 
Whoſe deadly web enſnareth thee about? 
Fool, Fool, thou whet'ſt a Knife to kill thy (elf: 
The day will come that thou ſhalt wiſh for me, 
To help thee curſe this poyſc nous Bunch-back'd Toad. 
Haſt. Falſe boading Woman, end thy frantick Curſe, 
Leſt to thy harm thou move our Patience. 
©. Mar. Foul ſhame upon you, you have all moy'd mine. 
Riv. Were you well ſerv d, you would be taught your Duty. 
. Mar. To ſerve me well, you all ſhould do me Duty, 
Teacn me to be your Queen, and you my Subjects: 
O ſerve me well, and teach your ſelves that Duty. 
Dorſ. Diſpute not with her, ſhe is Lunatick, © 
2 Mar. Peace, Maſter Marquiſs, you are malapert, 
Your fire-new- ſtamp of Honour is ſcarce currant. 
O that your young Nobility can judge 
B 


Vol. V. What 
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26. The Life and Death. 


What 'twere to loſe it, and be miſerable, —_ 

They that ſtand high have many blaſts to ſhake them 

And if they fall, they daſn themſelves to pieces. 

Gb. Good Counſel marry, learn it, learn it, Marquis). 
Dorf. It touches you, my Lord, as much as me. 
Glo. ar and much more; but I was born ſo Ps 

u 


Our airy buildeth in the Cedar's top, 
And dallies with the Wind, and ſcorns the Sun. 
Mur. And turns the Sun to ſhade; alas! clas! ] 
Witneſs my Son now in the ſhade of Death, 
"Whoſe bright out-ſhining beams, thy cloudy wah” 
Hath in eternal Darkneſs folded up. 
Your airy buildeth in our airies Neſt; 
O God, that ſeeſt it, do not ſuffer it, 
As it is wen with Blood, loſt be it ſo. 
Buck. Peace, peace for ſhame, if not for Charity. 
2. Mar. Urge neither Charity nor Shame to * 
-Uncharitably with me have you dealt, 
And ſhametully my hopes, by you, are butcher d. 
My Charity is Outrage. Life my Shame, 
And in chat Shame, ſtill live my Sorrow's nge. 
Buck. Have done, have done. 
Ro: O Prince Buckingham, I'll kiſs thy Hand, 
ſign of Lea Amity with thee: : 
—— fair befall wha and oy Noble Houſe; - + 
Thy Garments are not ſpotted with our Blood; 
Nor thou within the compaſs of my Curle. 
Buck. Nor no one here; for Curſes never paſs) 


The Lips of thoſe that breathe them in the Air. 


Mar. Mar. I will not think but they aſcend the Sky. 

And there awake God's gentle ſleeping Peace, + 

O Buckingham, take care of yonder Bog; . STS 

Look when he fawns he bites; and when he bites, ö 

His venom Tooth will rankle to the Death; © 

Have not to do with him, beware of him, 4 

Sin, Death and Hell have ſet their marks on bin 

And all their Miniſters attend on his. | 
Glo. What doth ſh2 ſay, my Lord of Buckingham ? 
Buck. Nothing thut 1 reſpect, my gracious Lord. 


* 


9. Mar. What, doſt thou ſcorn me for * gentle 


And 


* 
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of Rricnand II. 27 
And ſooth the Devil that I warn thee from? 
O but remember this another Day 
When he ſhall ſplit thy very Heart with Sorrow; 
And ſay poor Margaret was a Propheteſs. = 
Live each of you the Subject to his hate, 
And he to yours, and all of you to God's. Exit. 
Buck. My Hair doth ſtand an end to hear her Curſes. 
Riv, And fo doth mine: I muſe why ſhe's at Liberty. 
Glo. I cannot blame her, by God's Holy Mother, 
She hath had too much wrong, and I repent. 


My part thereof, that I have done to her. 


Dorſ. I never did her any, to my knowledge. 

Glo. Yet you have all the vantage of her wrong: 
I was too. hot, to do ſome Body good, | 
That is too cold in thinking of it now: 
Marry, as for Clarence, he is well repay'd; 
He is frank'd up ta fatting for his pains, 
God pardon them that are the cauſe thereof, 

Riv. A virtuous and a Chriſtian- like concluſion, 


To pray for them that have done ſcathe to us. 


Glo. So do lever, being well advis'd. LAiide. 
For had I curſt now, I had curſt my felt: 
| Enter Catesby. | 
Cateſ. Madam, his Majeſty doth call for you, 

And for your Grace, and yours, my gracious Lord. 
Queen. Catesby, I come; Lords, will you go with me? 
Riv. We wait upon your Grace. 

I'sxExeuat all but Glouceſter, 
Glo. I do the wrong, and firſt begin to brawl. 

The ſecret Miſchief that I fer a-broach, © 

I lay unto the grievous Charge of others. 

Clarence, whom I indeed have caſt in Darknefs, 

I do beweep to many fimple Gulls, 

Namely to Derby, Haſtings, Buckingham. 

And tell them, tis the Queen and her Allies 3 N 

That ſtir the King againſt the Duke my Brother, [ 

Now they believe it, and withal whet me 

To be reveng'd on Rivers, Dorſet, Gray. 

But then I ſigh, and with a piece of Scripture, f 

Tell them that God bids us do good for evil? ; 

lis Ba And 


23 The Life and Death. 


And thus I cloath my naked Villan 
With odd old Ends, ſtoln forth of Holy Writ, 
And ſeem a Saint, when moſt 1 play the Devils 
Enter two Villains. 
But ſoft, here come my Executioners: : 
Tow now my hardy ftout reſolved Mates, _. 
Are you now going to = gut this thing? g 
1 Fil. We are, my Lor 
That we may be admitted, where he is. 
Slo. Well thought upon, I have it here about me: 
When you have done, repair to Crosby Place. 4 
But, Sirs, be ſudden in the Execution, 
Witbal obdurate, do not hear him plead; : 
For Clarence is well-ſpoken, and, perhaps, 18 
May move your Hearts to pity, if you mark him. 4 
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Vil. Tut, tut, my Lord, we will not ſtand to ae. FE 


Talkers are no good doers; be aſſur'd, 
We go to uſe our Hands, wid not our Tongues, _. 
Glo. Your Eyes drop Mill. ſtones, when Fools Eyes fall 
Tears. =... 
T like you Lads, about your buſineſs ſtraigh:, 
Go, go; diſpatch. 


"0 We will, my noble Lord. | C Baume. 
SCENE NW. 
Enter Clarence and Keeper. * 


Keep. Why looks your Grace ſo heavily to day? 
EF os O I have paſt a miſerable Night, | f 
So full of fearful reatns of ugly Sights, | 
That, as I am a Chriſtian faithful Man, 
I would not ſpend another ſuch a Night, 
bas: of twere to buy a world of happy Days: 
full of diſmal Terror was the time. | 
Keep. What was your Dream, my Lord, I pray you tel mo. 
Clar. Methoughts that 1 had broken from the * 
And was embark d to croſs to Burgundy, 
And in my Company my Brother Gli ger, 
Who from my Cabin tempted me to walk 
U ws the Hatches, There we look'd toward e 


and come to have the warrant 
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of RICHARD III. 19 
And cited up a thouſand heavy Times, | 
During the Wars of York and Lancaſter, a 
That had befaPn.us. As he pac'd along 
Upon the giddy footing of the Hatches 
Methought that Glo fer ſtumbled, and in falling 
Struck me, that thought to ſtay him, over- board, 
Into the tumbling Billovws of the Main. 
O Lord, methought, what pain it was to drown! 
What dreadful Noiſe of Waters in my Ears! 
What Gghts of ugly Death within mine Eyes! 
Methoughts, I ſaw a thouſand fearful Wracks, 
A thouſand Men that Fiſhes gnaw'd upon: 
Wedges of Gold, great Anchors, heaps of Pearl, 
Ine ſtimable Stones, unyalued Jewels 
All ſcatter d in the bottom of the Sea: | 
Some lay in dead Mens Skulls, and in the holes 
Where Eyes did once inhabit, there were crept» 
As 'twere in ſcorn of Eyes, refle&ing Gems, 
That woo'd the ſlimy. bottom of the Deep. 
And mock'd the dead Bones that lay ſcatter'd by. 
Keep, Had you ſuch leiſure in the time of Death, 
To gaze upon the Secrets of the Deep: On | 
Clar. Methought I had, and often did I ſtrive 
To yield the Ghoſt; but ſtill the envious Flood — © 
Stop d in my Soul, and would not let it forth 11 
To find the empty, vaſt, and wandring Air; 
But ſmother d it within my panting B 
Who almoſt burſt to belch it in the Sea. 
Keep. Awak d you not in this fore ? 5 
Clar. No, no, my Dream was lengthen d after Life. 
O then began the Tempeſt to my Saul: 
1 paſt, methought, the melancholy Flood, 
With that ſour Ferry-man which Poets write of, 
Unto the Kingdom of perpetual Night. 
The firft that there did greet my Stranger: ſoul, 
Was my great Father-in-Law, renowned Warwick. 
Who ſpake aloud —— What Scourge for Perjury 
Can this dark Monarchy afford falſe Clarence? 
And fo he vanifh'd, Then came wand'ring by, 
A Shadow like an Angel, with bright Hair 
194 B 3 Dabbled 
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Dabbled in Blood, and he' ſhriek'd out aloud —— 
Clarexce is come, falſe, fleeting, perjur d Clarence, 
That ſtabb'd me in the Field by Tewks6wry ; 
Seize on him, Furies, take him unto Torment 
With that, methought, a Legion of foul Fiends 
Inviron'd me, and howled in mine Ears 
Such hideous Cries, that with the very Noiſe, 
I, trembling, wak'd; and for a Seaſon after 
Could not believe but that I was in Hell: 
Such terrible Impreſſion made. my Dream. 
Keep. No marvel, Lord, tho? it affrighted you, 
I am afraid, methinks, to hear = tell it. 
Clar. Ah Keeper, Keeper, I have done theſe things, 
That now give evidence againſt my Soul, 
For Edward's ſake; and ſee how he requites me. 
O God! if my deep Prayers cannot appeaſe thee, 
But thou wilt be ayeng'd on my Miſdeeds, 
Yet execute thy Wrath on me alone: 
O ſpare my guiltleſs Wife, 3 Children. 
Keeper, | prithee ſet by me a. while, ? | 
My Sout is heavy, and I fain would ſleep. © © kak 
Keep, I will, my Lord, God give your race good reſt; 
nter Brakenbury the Lieutenait. ; 
Brak. Sorrow breaks Seaſons and repoſing hours, 
Makes the Night Morning, and the Noon-tide Night: 
Princes have but their Titles for their Glories, 
An outward Honour, for an inward Toil; 
And for unfelt Imaginations, ? 
r feel a world of reftleſs Cares: 
So t 


s betvyeen their Titles and low Name; 
There's nothing differs but the outward Fame, 
Enter two Villains. 
1 Vil. Ho, who's here? He. 
Brak. What would'ſt thou, Fellow? And how cam'ſt 
thou hither ? | 2 | 
2 Vil, would ſpeak with Clarence, and I came hither 
on my Legs. | | i e 
Brak. What, ſo brief? 
I il. Tis better, Sir, than to be tedious: 
Let him ſee our Commiſſion, and talk no more. 
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Brack. I am in this commanded, to deliver L Reads. 
The noble Duke of Clarence to your Hands. 
] will not reaſon what is meant hereby, 
Becauſe I will be guiltleſs trom the meaning. 
There lies the Duke aſleep, and there the Keye. 
VI! to the King, and ſignifie to him, 
That thus I have reſign d to you my charge. [ Exit; 
1 Vil. You may, Sir, tis a point of Wiſdons: 
Fare you well. 
2 Vil. What, ſhall we ſtab him as he ſleeps? 
1 Vil, No; he'll ay *twas done cowardly, when he wakes. - 
2 Vil. Why he ſhall never wake, until the great Judg- 
ment Day. . 
1 Vil, Why then he'll ſay we ſtabb'd him ſleeping. - 
2 Vil. The urging of that word Judgment, hath bred a+ 
kind of Remorſe in me. 
1 Vil, What? art thou afraid? 
2 Vil. Not to kill him, having a Warrant. 
But to be damn'd for killing him, from the which 
No warrant can defend me. | 
1 Vl. I thought thou hadſt been reſolute. 
2 Vil. So J am, to let him live. 
1 Vil. I'll back to the Duke of Gloſter, and tell him ſo. 
2 kl, Nay, prithee ſtay a little: 1 54a 
I hope this paſhonate Humour of mine will change; 
It was wont to hold me but while one tells twenty, 
1 FH, How doft thou feel thy ſelf now ? 
2 Vil. Somecertain dregs of Conſcience are yet within me.. 
1 Vil. Remember the Reward, when the Deed's done. - 
2 Vil. Come he dies: I had forgot the Reward. 
1 Vil, Where's thy Conſcience now ? 
2 Vi, O, in the Duke of Glofter's Purſe. 
1 Vil, When he opens his Purſe to give us our Reward, }. 
thy Conſcience flies out. 
2 Vil. Tis no matter, let it go; there's few or none will 
entertain it. | | 
1 Vil, What if it come to thee again? ? 
2 Vil. Ill not meddle with it, it makes a Man a Coward 
A Man cannot ſteal, but it accuſeth him; a Man cannot 
ſwear, but it checks him; a Man cannot lie with his 
|  B4 Neigh- - 
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Neighbour” 5 Wite, but it detects him. Ti oe x bluſhing 
ſhame- fac'd Spirit, that mutinies in a Man's Boſom: It 
fills a Man ful of Obſtacles. It made me once reſtore a 


' Purſe of Gold, that, by chance, I found. ns gud any 


Cities 
for a dangeroùs thing, and every Man that to live 
well, endeavours to truſt himſelf, and live without it. 
1 Vl. *Tis even now at my Elbow, perſuading me not to 
kill the Duke. 
2 Fil. Take the Devil in thy mind, and believe bim not: 
He would inſinuate with thee but to make the ſigh. 
1 Pil. I am ſtrong fram d, he cannot prevail With me. 
2 Vil: Spoke like a tall Man, that he. thy > Si 
Come, ſhall we fall-to work ? | 
1 Vil, Take him on the Coſtard, with the Hit of thy 
Sword, and then throw him into the Malrafie-butt i in the 
next Room. 
2 Vl. O excellent Device, and make a Sop of bim. 


$ 
Man that keeps i it, It 1s turn'd out of Towns 


1 Fil. Soft, he wakes, 5 
2 Fil. Strike. + 
1 Vil, No, we'll reaſon with him. 25 


Clar. Where art thou, Keeper? Give me a C A — 
2 Vil. You ſhall have Wine enough, my 
Clay, In God's Name what art : 
1 Fil, A Mas, as you are. 5 
Glay. But not as I am, Royal. 4 
1 Vil. Nor you ss we are, 
Clar. Thy Voice is thunder, but thy Looksare humble 
1 Vi, My Voice is now the King's, my Looks mine own. 
Clar. How darkly, and how dead Aol ubou 1 
Your Eyes do menace me: Why bool you pale? 
Who ſent you hither? wherefore do you come 
2 Vil. To, to, to—— 35 
Clar. To Murther me? 5 
Both. Ay. ay. 
Clar. You ſcarcely have the Hearts to tell me fol 
'And therefore cannot have the Hearts to do * 4, 
Wherein, my Friends, have I offended you? 7 
1 Vil, Offended us you have not, but r | 
Clar. I ſhall be reconcil'd to 3 | 


men 
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2 pril. Never, my Lord, therefore prepare to die. 
Clar. Are you drawn forth among a World of Men, 

To ſlay the innocent? What's my Offence ? 

Where is the Evidence that doth accuſe me? 

What lawful Queſt have given their Verdict up 

Unto the frowning Judge? Or who pronounc'd 

The bitter Sentence of poor Clarence Death ? 

Before I be convict by courſe of Law, 

To threaten me with Death, is moſt unlawful. 

] charge you, as you hope for any goodneſs, 

That you depart, and lay no Hands on me: 

The deed you undertake is damnable. | 
1 Vil, What we will do, we do upon command. 

2 Vil. And he that hath commanded, is our King. 
Clar. Erroneous Vaſſals, the great King of Kings 

Hath in the Table of his Law commanded, 

That Thou ſhalt do no Murther; Will you then 1 

Spurn at his Edict, and fulfil a Man's? | 

Take heed, for he holds Vengeance in his Hand 

; To hurl upon their Heads that break his Law: | 

3 2 Vil. And that ſame Vengeance doth he hurl on thee 

For falſe forſwearing, and for Murther too: | 
Thou didft receive the Sacrament, to fight 
In quarrel of the Houſe of Lancafter, 
1 Vil. And like a Traitor to the name of God, | 
Didſt break that Vow, arid with thy treacherous blade, 
Unrip'dſt the Bowels of thy Soveraign's Sor. 
2 Vil. Whom thou waſt ſworn to cheriſh and defend. 
1 Vil, How eanſt thou God's dreadful Law te us, 
When thou haſt broke it in ſuch high degree? 
Clar. Alas! for whoſe fake did I that ill deed? ? 
For Edward, for my Brother, for his fake. 
He ſends you not to murther me for this: 
For in that fin he is as deep as 1. ' 
If God will be avenged for the deed, 
O know you yet he doth it publickly, 
Take not the quarrel from his powerful Arm: 
He needs no indirect, or lawleſs courſe, 
To cut off thoſe that have offended him: 
1 Vil, Who made thee then a bloody Miniſter, 
| B 5 ; When 
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When gallant h in brave Plant enet, oF 
That Princely 5 was ſtruck dead by thee ** * 

Clay. My Brother's Love, the Devil, and m 

1 Vil. Thy Brother's Love. our Duty, and thy 
Provoke us. Licker now, to ſlaughter thee.. 

Clar. If. you do love my Brother, hate not me:. 

Fam his Brother, and I love him well. 

If you are hir'd for meed, go back again, * of 
And I will fend you to my Brother Gloſter: . I 
Who ſhall reward you better for my Life, 1 
Then Edward will for tidings of my Dea tg.. 

2 Vil. You are degeiv'd, your Brother Glo ſter hates you: 

Clan, Oh no, he loyes me, and he holds me dl 
Go you to him from me.. 

1 Pil. Ay, ſo we will, 

Clay. Tal him, when that our 8 Father , 
Bleſt his three Sans with his victoricus Arm, p. 
He little thought of this divided Friendſhip: 

Bid Gloſter think on this, and he will weep. 

1 Fil. Ay, Milſtones; as he lefſon'd us to 155 

| Clay. O do not ſlander him, for he is kind. | 

1 Vil. Right, as Snow in Harveſt: PE 
Come, you deceive your ſelf, Dh wal 
Tis he that ſends us co deſtroy you here. 1 

Clar. It cannot be, for he . my Fortune, : 
And hugg'd me in his Arms. and ſwore with ſobs,. 

That he would labour my Delivery. Furl 

1, Vik Why ſe he doth, when he delivers ou 
From this Earth's thraldom, to the Joys of Heav n. 

2 Vil, Make peace with God, for youmult die, row 

Clar. Have. you that holy feeling in 3 5 Sons, . 

To. counſel] me to make my peace wit 
And are you yet to your own. Souls ſo blind, 
That you will War with God, by murd'ring me 
O Sis, conſider, the 7 ſet you on IP 
To do this deed, -will hate you, bee the deed,... 
2 Vil. What ſhall we do 7 
Clar. Relent, and ſave your Souls: | 
Which of you, if you were a Prince's Son, 
99 2 pent from Liberty, as 1 am now, 
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If two ſach Murtherers as your ſelves came to you, 
Would not intreat for Life, as you would beg 
Were you in my di a 

1 vil. Relent? no; tis cowardly and womaniſh. - 

Clar. Not to relent, is beaſtly, ſavage, deviliſn. 


My Friend, I ſpy ſome pity in thy looks : - 


O, if thine Eye be not a Flatterer, 
Come thou on my fide, and intreat for me, 
A begging Prince what Beggar pities not? 
, 2 Vol. Look behind you, my Lerd. | 

1 Vil, Take that, and that; if all this will not do, 

4d 15 .-c8tabs him. 

TIl drown you in the Malmſey- Butt within. Exit. 

2 Vil. A bloody deed, and deſperately diſpatcht: 
How fain, like Pilate, would I waſh my Hands 
Of this moſt grievous Murther. 

| Enter firſt Filla in. 

r Pi. How now? what mean'ſt thou that. thou help'ſt. 
me not? 3 | 
By Heav'n, the Duke ſhall know how flack you've been, 
2 Fil. I would he knew, that I had ſav'd his Brother: 

Take thcu the Fee, and tell him what I Gay, 

For I repent me that the Duke is ſlain, | [Ext#.* - 
1 Vil. So do nat I; go Coward as thou art. 

Well, P11 BO hide the Body in ſome hole, 

Till that the Duke give order for his Burial: 

And when I have my Meed, I will away; 

For this will out, and then I muſt not ſtay, [Exie. 
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ACT l. SCENE I. 


Houriſp. Enter King Edward fich, the 2 Dor- 
ſet, Rivers, Haſtings, Catesby, Buckingham, 
and Woodvil. 


Ew. WV Y ſo; now have I done a good days work. - . 
You Peers continue this united League 

] every Day expect an Embaſſage | 

From my Redeemer, to redeem me hence. 

And more in peace my Soul ſhall part to Heay'n, © = 
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Since I haye made my Friends at peace on Earth; 


Haſtings and Rivers, take each others hand, 
Diſſemble not your Hatred, Twear your Love. 


Riv. By Heav'n, my Soul is purp'd from grudg udging Hare; 


And with my Hand I ſeal my true Heart's 
Haſt. So thrive I, as 1 truly (wear the like. 
E. Edw. Take heed you ay not before the King, 
Leſt he, that is the ſupream King of Kings, 
Confound your hidden falſhood, and award 
Either of you to be the others end. 24 
Haſt. So proſper 1, as I {wear perfect Love. | 
Rv. And I, as I love Haſtings with my Heart, 
K. Ea. Ma am, your ſelf is not exempt from this ; 
Nor you Son Dorſet, Buckingham nor you; 
You have been factious one againit the other. 
Wife, love Lord Haſtings, let him kifs your Hand, 
And what you do, do it W 
Queen. There Haſtings, I will neyer more remember 
Our former hatred, ſo thrive J and mine. 
K. e -Dorſet, embrace him: Haſtings, love Lord Mar- 
iſs. 
Dorf This interchange of Love, I here proteſt, 
Upon my part, -ſhall be-inviolable. 
Haft. And ſo ſwear I. 
R. Edw, Now Princely Buckingham, ſeal thou n 
With thy embracements to my Wife's Allies, 
And make me happy in your unity. 
Buck. When ever Buckingham doth turn his hate 
Upon your Grace, but Wich all duteous Love, [To the Ver. 
Doth cheriſn you and yorttrs, God punim me 
With hate in thoſe where I expect muſt love; 
Wben I have moſt need to imploy 4 Friend, 
And moſt aſſured that he is a Friend, 
Deep, hollow, treacherous, and full of guile, 
Be he unto me; this do 1 beg of Heaven, 
When I am cold in love, to you or yours, 
[Embracing Rivers, cc. 
K. Edw. A pleaſing Cordial, Princely Buekingham, 
Is this thy Vow unto my ſickly Heart. 
There wanteth now our Brother <p here, 4 
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To make the bleſſed Period of this Peace. 
Buck. And in good time, 
Here comes Sir Richard Ratcliff, and the Duke: | 
| Enter Ratcliff and = * 
Glo. Good morrow to my Soyerei d Queen, 
And Princely Peers, a x Pack of 2. . i 
K. Edw. Happy indeed, as we have {bent the day: 
Gloſter, we have done deeds of Charity, | 
Made Peace of Enmity, fair love of hate, 
Between theſe ſwelling wrong-incenſcd Peers, 
Glo. A bleſſed Labour, my moſt Sovereign Lord: 
Among this Princely heap, if any here 
By falſe Intelligence, or wrong Surmiſe 
Hold me a Foe: If I unwillingly, or in my Rage, 
Have ought committed that is hardly born, 
To any in this Preſence, I de | 
To reconcile me to his Friendly Peace: 
'Tis death to me to be at Enmuty | 
I hate it, and deſire all good Mens love, 


37 


: 


Firſt, Madam, I intreat true peace of you, 


Which 1 will purchaſe with my duteous Service. 
Of you my noble Couſin Buckingham, 
If ever any grudge wert lodg d between us. 
Of you, and you, Lord Rivers and of Dorſet, 
That all without deſert have frown'd on me: 
Of you Lord Woodvil, and Lord Scales of you, 
Dukes, Earls, Lords, Gentlemen, indeed of all. 
1 do not know that Engliſhman alive, 
With whom my Soul is any jot at odds, 
More than the Infant that is born to night; 
I thank my God for my Humility. | 
Queen. A Holy-day ſhall this be kept hereafter; 
I would to God all ſtrifes were well compounded. 
My Soveraign Lord, I do beſeech your Highneſs 
To take our Brother Clarence to your Grace. 
Glo. Why, Madam, have I offer'd Love for this, 
To be fo flouted in this Royal Preſence ? 
Who knows not that che gentle Duke is dead? 


[They all fart; 


You do him injury to ſcorn his Coarſe, wrt? 
| K. Ear, 
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k. Edw. Who knows not he is dead! _ 
Who knows. he % ⁊pm 
Queen. All- ſeeing Heav u, what a World is this? 
Back. Look I ſo pale, Lord Dorſet, as the reſt? 
Dorf. Ay, my good, Lord; and no Man in the preſence. 
But his red Colour hath forſook his Cheeks. , _ 
R. Edw. Is Clarence dead? the Order was revers d. 
Glo. But he, poor Man, by your firſt Order died, 
And that a winged Mercury did bear: fg 
Some tardy Cripple bare the Countermand, 
That came'too lag to ce him buried. __ 
God grant, that ſome leſs, Noble, and leſs Loyal, 
Nearer in blopdy Thoughts, and not in Blocd, 
Deſerve no worſe than wretched Clarence did, 
And yet go currant from ſuſpicion. | 
| Ener Earl of . | 
i Derby. A boon, my Sovereign, for my Service done. 
- R. Edw. I prithee peace, my Soul is full of Sorrow., 
Derby. I will not riſe, unleſs your Highneſs hear me. 
R. Edw. Then ſay at once, what is it thou requeſt ft. 
Derby. The forfeit, Soveraign, of my Servant's Life, 
Who flew to day a riotous Gentleman, | 
Lately attendant on the Duke of Norfolk, 
K. Edw. Have Ia Tongue to doom my Brother's Death? 
And ſhall that Tongue give pardon to a Slave? 
My Brother Kilfd no Man, bis Fault was Thought, 
And yet his puniſhment was bitter Death. 
Who ſued to me for him? Who, in my wrath, 
| Kneel'd at my Feet; and bid me be advis d? 
Who ſpoke of Brotherhood? who ſpoke. in love? 
Who told me, how the poor Soul did forſake . 
The mighty Warwick, and did fight for me? _ | 
Who told me, in the Field at Tewkibury, | A 
When Oxford had me down, he reſcued me? 
And faid, dear Brother live and be: a King? | | A 
Who told me, when we both lay. in the Field, 2 It 
Frozen almoſt to death, how he did lap me. 
Exen in his Garments, and did give himſelf, I: 
AA thim and naked, to the numb cold Night? A. 
nme from my Remembrance, brutiſh Wrath Ie 
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Siafully pluckt, and not a Min of you 

Had ſo much Grace to 7 it in my Mind. 

But when your Carters, or your waiting Vell : 

Have done a drunken Nav ter, and defac'd © | 

The precious Image of our dear Redeemer, _ : 

You ſtraight are on your Knees for Pardon, Pardon, 

And I, unjuſtly too, muſt grant it you. 

But for my Brother, not a Man would ſpeak, 

Nor I, ungracious, ſpake unto my felf *_ 

For him, poor Soul. The proudeſt of y ou _ 

Have been beholding to him in his Life: 

Yet none of you, would once beg for his Life. 

O God! I fear thy Juſtice will take hold 

On me, and you; and mine, and yours for this; 

Come Haſtmgs help me to my Cloſer. gh 

Ah poor Clarence! [ Exeunt ſome with the King hg een - 
Glo. This is the fruits of Raſhneſs: Mark d you not, | 

How that the kindred of the Queen 

Look'd pale, when they did hear of Clarence Death? 

O! they did urge it ſtil-unto-the King. 

God will revenge it. Come, Lords, will you go, 

To comfort Edward with our Company? 
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Buck, We wait upon your Grace. | "I 
SCENE H. 
Enter the Dutcheſs of York, RET, 
Clarence, 


gon. Good Grandam tell us, is our Father dead? 
Dutch. No, Bay. * 
Daugb. Wby do you weep ſo oft? and beat your great 7 
And cry, O. Clarence! my unhappy Son! | 
Son. Why do you look on us, and ſhake yout Head, 
And call us Orphans, Wretches, Caltaways,. 
If that our Noble Father were alive? | 
Dutch. My pretty Couſins; you miſtake me both 
do lament the Sickneſs of * King, 
As loth to loſe him, not your Father's Deat; ' 4 
* loft. Sorroes: to. wail. one that's loſt. 1 


4 
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Son. Then you conclude, my Grandam, * e 
THY mite Had is to blame for it. 
revenge it, n 

With earneſt P rags. of all to that eſſect. 

— _ Child HERE the King doth 

Dutch. Peace. ren, ; oye you 
Incapable and ſhallow Innocents, well, 
You cannot — who caus d your Father's Death. 

Son. Gran wy can; Tor apy good Lace Gie/frr. 
Told me, the. King, provok'd to it by the Queen, 
Devis d Impeachments to inapriſon him;s . 
And when my Uncle told me ſo, he wept, A 
And pitied me, and kindly kiſt my Check; 

Bad me rely on him, as on my Father, 

And he would love me dearly as a Child. 

Durch. Ah! that Decrit ſtould ne ſuch a Shape, 
And with a virtuous Vizard hide deep Vice. 0 
He is my Son, ay, and therein my Shame. 

Yet kom ay Dups he drew not this deceit. $04! 
Son. 97 zou my Uncle did diſſemble, Grandam ? 0 
Sen. I'cannot think it. Hark, what.noiſe is this?: 

Buer the Queen with ber Nair about her Bars,Rivers 

and Dorſet after her. 

Vue Ah! who ſhall inder me to wail and weep? 
To chide my Fortune, and torment my felf? 

In join with hlack Deſpair apaivit my Soul, 

Anda to my ſelf become an Eu —— 

Datch. What means this Scene of rude Impatience? 

To make an act of Tragick Violence. 

Edward, my Lord, thy Son, our King is dead. 

Why grow the Branches, when the Root is gone? 

Why wither not the Leaves that want their Sap ? 

If you will live, lament; if die, be brief; 

That our ſwift-winged Souls may catch the Ag pe 

— _ obedient ror ig follow im | 5 
o his now- Kingdom of ne er chan OY ; 
Durch. Ah, fo much intereſt have nging Nig 5 e oh Th 

As 1 had Title to thy Noble Husband | * 

I baye bewept a wefthy Husband's Death, 
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And liv'd with looking on his Images; 
But now two — of his Princely ſemblance 
Are crack d in pieces, by malignant 
And I for comfort have but one falſe Glaſs, 
That grieyes me when I ſee my Shame in him. 
Thou art a Widow, yet thou art a Mother, 
And haft the comfort of thy Children left; | 
But Death hath ſnatch'd my Husband from mine Arms, 
And pluckt two Crutches [So my feeble Hands, 
Clarence and Edward. O, what cauſe have I, 
(Thine being but a moiety of my mean) 
To over-go thy Woes, and drown thy Cries. 

Son. Ah Aunt! you wept not for our Father's Death; 
How can we aid you with our Kindred Tears? 
* Daugh, Our F diftreſs was left unmoan d, 


You Widow dolour likewiſe be unwept. 


Queen. Give me no help in Lamentation, 


1 am not barren to bring forth Complaints: 


All Springs reduce their currents to mine Eyes, 


That I being govern'd by the watry Moon, 


May ſend forth plenteous Tears to drown the World. 


Ah, for my Husband—— for my dear Lord BA r, 


Chil, Ah, for our Father, for our dear Lord Clarence. 
Dutch, Alas, for both, both mine, Edward and Clarence. 


Gren What ſtay had I, but Edward? and he's gone. 


Chil. What ſtay had we, but Clarence? and he's gone. 
Dutch, What ſtays had I but they? and they are gone. 
ueen. Was never Widow had ſo dear a Loſs. 
Cl. Were never Orphans had ſo dear a Loſs. 
Dutch. Was never Mother had fo dear a Loſs. 
Alas! I am the Jane ag theſe Griefs, 
Their Woes are parcell'd, mine is general. 
She for an Edward weeps, and ſo do 1; 
I for a Clarence weep, ſo doth not ſhe; | 
Theſe Babes for Clarence weep, ſo do not they. 
Alas! you three, on me threefold diſtreſt 
Pour all your Tears, I am your Sorrows Nurſe, 
And I will pamper it with Lamentation. bee pf 
Dorſ. Comfort, dear Mother; God is much diſpleas'd, 
That you take with unthankfulneſs his doing. 4 
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In common worldly Things tis call'd ungrateful, | 

With dull unwillingneſs to repay a Debt, 

Which with a bounteous Hand was kindly lent: 

Much more to be thus oppoſite with Heay' n, 

For it requires: the Royal Debt it lent you 

Rivers. Madam, bethink you like a en Mother 

Of the young; Prince your Son; {end ſtraight for him, 

Let him be crown'd, in him your comfort lives. 

Drown deſperate Sorrow in — Edward's Grave, 

And plant your Joys in living Edward's Throne. 
Enter Glouceſter, 8 Derby, Haſtings and 


KRNatcliff. 1 
Glo. Siſter, have comfort, all of us have cauſe 8 
To wail the dimming of our ſhining Star: 4 


But none can help our Harms by wailing them. 
Madam, my Mother, I do cry you Mercy, 1 
I did not ſee your Grace. Humbly on my Knee 
I crave your Bleſſing. 
Dutch, God bleſs thee, and put Meekneſs in thy. Breaſt, 
Love, Charity, Obedience, and true Duty. 
| Glo, Amen, and make me die a good old Man, 
That is the butt end of a Mother's Bleſſing; . 
I marvel that her Grace did leave it out. 
Buck. You cloudy Princes, and beart-forrowing Peers, 
That bear this mutual heavy load of Moan, 5 
Now chear each other in each others Love; 7 
Though we have ſpent our Harveſt of this King. 
We are to feap the Harveſt of his Son. 
The broken rancor of your hbigh-ſwoln hates, 2 | 
But lately ſplin:er d, knit and join'd together, 5 
Muſt — be preſerv d, cheriſht and 2 
Me ſeemeth good, that with ſome little Train, * 
Forthwith from Ludlow the young Prince be . 
Hither to London, to be crown d our. King. we 
Riv. Why with ſome little Train, 4 
My Lord of Buckingham? | 
Buck. Marcy, my Lord, leſt, by a Multitude, - . 
The new. heal d wound of Malice ſhould break out, 
Which would be ſo much the more dangerous, bi 
re 
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Where every Horſe bears his r Rein. 

And may direct his courſe as pleaſe himſelf. TY. 

As well the fear of harm, as harm apparent, 

In my Opinion, ought to be prevented. 5 
3lo.. J hope the King made Peace with all of us, 

And the Compact is firm and true in nme. 


Riv. And ſoſin me, and ſo, I chink, in all, 
Vet ſince it is but green it ſnould be put 
— no = — of breach, be 3 0 * 
Which hap] much Company might 'd; 
Therefore Pay. with Noble — an 255 | 
That it is meet ſo few ſhould fetch the Prince. 
Haſt. And ſo ſay J. | 
Glo. Then be it ſo, and go we to determine 
Who they ſhall be that ſtreight ſhall poſt to London. 
Madam, and you my Siſter, will you go, f 
To give your Cenſures in this Buſineſs? [Exennt; 
| -  [Manent Buckingham and Glouceſter, 
Buck. My Lord, whoever journies to the Prince, 
For God's fake let not us two.ſtay at home; 
For by the way, I'l ſort oceafion, -. 
As Index to the Story we lately talk'd of, 
To part the Queen's proud Kindred from the Prince. 
Glo. My other ſelf, my Counſel's Confiſtory, 
My Oracle, my Prophet, my dear Couſin, 
I, as a Child, will go by thy direction. £ 
Toward London then, for we'll not ſtay behind. ¶ Exeumt. 


SCENE W. 


Enter one Citizen at one Door, and another at the other. 

1 Cit. Good morrow, Neighbour, whither away ſo faſt? 

2 Cis. I promiſe you I hardly know my felt; --  - 
Hear you the News abroad; | 

1 Cit. Yes, the King is dead. 

2 Cit, Ill News by'r Lady, ſeldom comes the better. 
I fear, I fear, twill prove a giddy World. 1 

| Enter another Citixen. 
3 Cit, Neighbours, God ſpeed... 
4 Cit, Give you good morrow, Sir. 
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3 CitDoth the News bold of good King Edward's Death? 


2 Cit. Ay, Sir, it is too true, God help the Wille. 
3 Cit. Then Maſters look to ſee a troublous World. 
1 Cit. No, no, by God's Grace, his Son ſhall 
3 Ciz. Wo to that Land that's govern'd by a Child. 
2 Cit. In him chere is a hope of Government: 
Which in his Non- age, Counſel under him, 
Anqd in his full and ripened Years, himſelf | - 
No doubt ſhall then, and till then govern well. 
1 Cit. So ſtood the State when Henry the Sixth 
Was crown'd in Paris, but at nine Months old. 
3 Cit. Stood the State ſo? No, no, good Friends, God wot 
Fer then this Land was famouſly enrich d 
With politick grave Couofel; then the King 
Had virtuous Uncles to protect his Grace. 
1 Cit. Why ſo hath this, both by his Father and Mother, 
301. Better i it were they all came by his Father; 
Or by his Father there were none at all : 2 
For Emulation, who ſhall now be Beuren, 
Will touch us all too near, if God provent nen. | 
O full of danger i is the Duke of Glo fer, 

And the Queen's Sons, and Brothers, havght . 4 
And were they to be rul'd, and not to rule, © 
This ſickly Land might ſolace as before. 8 

1 Cit, Come, come; ve fear the wort; all wilt be well 

3 Cit. When Clouds are ſoen. wiſe Men put on i an ; 
When great Leaves fall, then Winter is at hand 
When 1 Sun ſets, who doth nat look for Night? 
Untimely Storms make Men expect a 1 

All may be well; but if God ſort it ſo, = 

Tis more than we deſerve, or l expect. 

2-Cis. Truly the Hearts of Men are full of n. a 
You cannot reaſon, almoſt, with a Man . 
That looks not heavily, and full of dread; 

3 Cit. Before the days of Change, ſtill is it ſo . 
By a divine inſtinct Mens Minds miſtruſt 3 
Purſuing Danger; as by proof we ſee 1 
The Water ſwell before a boiſt rous Storm; 
But leave it all to God, Whither away? 
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2 Cit. we were ſent for to the Juſtices. 
3 Cit, And ſo was I, Ill bear you Company, ¶ Exewnts 


> +48, C.E.NE.MNV. 


Enter Archbiſhop of York, the young Duke of York, the 
Arch. Laſt Night I heard they lay at Stony Stratford, 
And at Northampton they do reſt to Night: bw 
To morrow or next day they will be here. * 

Dutch. I long with all my Heart to fee the Price; 
I hope he is much grown laſt I ſaw him: 

Queen. But | hear no, they ſay my Son of Tok 


Has almoſt overtaken him in his th. 


York. Ay, Mother, but I w not have it ſo. 

Dutch. Why, my good Coufin, it is to grow. 

York, Grandam, one Night as we did fit at Supper, 
My Uncle Rivers talk d how I did grow ont”; r 
More than my Brother. Ay; quoth my Uncle Glo er, 
Small Herbs bave Grace, great Weeds do grow apace. - 
And fince, methinks I would not grow ſo faſt, 

Becauſe ſweet Flowers are flow, and Weeds make haft. 
Dutch. Good faith, good faith, the ſaying did not hold 
In him that did object the ſame to thee, | | 

He was the wretched thing when he was young, 


So long a growing, and ſo leiſurely, - 


That if his Rule were true, he ſhould be gracious. 
York. And ſo no doubt he is, my gracious Madam: 
Dutch. 1 boys he is, but yet let Mothers doubt. 
York. Now by my troth, if 1 had been remembred, 

I could have given my Uncle's Grace a flout 


To touch his growth, nearer than he touch'd mine. 


Dutch. How, my young York | ? 
I prithee let me hear it. _ 

York, Marry, they ſay, my Uncle grew: ſo faſt, 
That he could gnaw a Cruſt at two Hours old; 
"Twas full two Years ere I could get a Tooth. 
Grandam, this would have been a biting Jeſt. 

Dutch. I prithee, pretty York, who told thee this? 

Tork. Grandam, his Nurſe, © 
| Dutch, 
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. York. If twert Hot the, J cannot tell who told me. 
Queen. A parlous Boy —— Go to, you are too ſhrewd, 
Durch. Good Madam, be not angry my a Child, 
Queen. Pitchers have Ears. if eee 

- * * Enter a Meſſenger, © TP 
Arch. Here comes'a Meſſenger; What News? 
Meſ..Such News; my Lord, as Prieves me to teporls 
wee. How'doth the Prince?” 5 
Meſ. Well, Madam, and in Health. ' - | 
Dutch. What is thy News? © 5 ao 1 
Meſ. Lord Rivers, and Lord Grey, 

Are ſent᷑ to Pomfret, and with rn 

Sir Thomas Vaughan, Priſon ers. 
Dutch,” Who bath committed them? 

Me. The mighty Dukes, 'Glo)fer and bee. 
 Axch, For what Offence? © 
Meſ. The ſum of all I can, I have diſclosd: 
Why, or for what, 23 Nobles were — 
1s ali unknown to me, my gracious Lord.” 
ueen. Ah me! 1 ſee the ruin of my Houſes ” | 

The Tiger now hath ſeiz d the gentle _ 

Infulting Tyranny begins to jut 5 

Upon the innocent 104 awleſs Throne; 

Welcome Deſtrũction, Blood and Maffacre, 4 

I fee, A Nene _w_ 
_ Dutch, Recurſed and unquiet wran Da * 
How many oa yt f Ey es 227 7 
My Hurband "his Life to get the Crown, 
And often up and down-my Sons were toſt, 
For me to op and weep, "thats gain and los. 
And being ſeated, and Domeftick broils © 
Clean over blown, themſelves, the Conquerors, 
Make War upon themſelves, Brother to Brother, * 
Blood to Blood, (elf againſt felf: O prepoſt rous 
And frantick Outrage! end thy damned Spleen, 
Or let me die, to look on Earth no more. 
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Veen. Come, come, my Boy, we will to Sanctuary. 


Madam, ferewel. £4 
Dutch. Stay, I will go with you. 
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Queen. 
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Dutch. His Nurſe! why ſhewas dead ere then vaſt born, 
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. You have no cauſe, _ 
2 My gracious Lady, 90, n 28 40 

And thither bear your Treaſure ind: your Goods, 
For my Part, III reſign unto your Grace 
The Seal I keep, and fo betide it me, 

As well I tender you, and all of yours. 


Go, e | ' [Exenmtb, 
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ACT IL. SCENE I. 


The Trumpets ſound. Enter Prince of Wales, the Dukes of 


Glouc-fter and Buckingham, Archbiſhop, with auhc. 


Buck, Elcome ſweet Prince to London, 
To your Chamber, 
Glo. Welcome dear Couſin, my thoughts Sovereign, 
The weary way hath made you Melancholy. 
Prince. No, Uncle, but our croſſes on the Way 
Have made it tedious, weariſom and heavy. 
I want more Uncles here to welcome me. 


Glo. Sweet Prince, the untainted Virtue of your Years 


Hath not yet div'd into the World's deceit: 

No more cn you diſtinguiſh of a Man, 

Than of his outward ſhew, which, God he knows, 

Seldom or never jumpeth with the Heart. 

Thoſe Uncles which you want were d 

Your Grace attended to their ſuger d Words, 

Bur look'd not on the poiſon of their Hearts: 

God keep you from them, and from ſuch in Friends, 
Privice, God keep me from falſe Friends, 

But they were none: 


Glo, My Lord, the Mayor of Lenncomextogree you, 


Enter Lord 


Mayor. God bleſs Ts with Health and Happy 


Days. 


Prince. 1 thank you, good my Lord, and thank you alle 
l TR my e my Brother York, 7 


-- 
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Would long ere this have met us on the w-. 6 
Fie, what à ſlug is Haſtings, that he comes not Say 
To tell us, whether they will come or flo. 
Buck. And in good time, here comes the ſweating Lord. It 
Prince, Welcome, my Lord; what, will our Mother come? 


Haft. On what Occaſion God he knows, not I, — 
The Queen your Mother, and your Brother York, Y 
Have taken Sanctuary; the tender Prince  - | Dic 
Would fain have come with me to meet —— * = 
But by bis Mother was perforce with-helg. Wh 
Buck. Fie, what an indirect and a courſe | © * 
Is this of hers? Lord Cardinal, will your Grace Suc 
Perſuade the Queen to ſend the Duke of Dork F 
Uato his princely Brother preſently? © | = 
If ſhe deny, Lord Haſtings, you go with him . 
And from her jealous: Arms/pluck him /petforee, _ As? 
Arch. My Lord of Buckinghain, if my weak Oratory Eve 
Can from his Mother wrin the Duke of ll, — 
Anon expect him here; but if ſhe be obdurate ; Pp 
To _ 18 8 —— * 7 
We d infrin y Privilege | 
Of bleſſed Pager not for all this 4 ] Ts 
Would I be guilty of ſo great Sin. N P, 
Buck. You are too ſen obſtinate, my Lord, | With 
Too ceremonious and: traditional, * His \ 
Weigh it but with the groſsneſs of this Age, | Do 
You break not Sanctuary, in ſeizing him 3 
The benefit: thereof is always grantqdoeg IIIb te 
To thoſe whoſe dealings have deſerv'd the Place, By 
And thoſe who have the wit to claim the Place: "Pe 
Therefore, in mine Opinion, cannot have it. | Or di 
Then taking him from thence that is not there, | 'Gh 
Yau break no Privilege nor Charter there: | 
Oft have I heard of Sanctuary Men | Bu 
But Sanctuary Children, ne er till na p. Pri 
Arch. My Lord, you ſhall o er- rule my Mind for once. Yori 
Come on, Lord Haſtings, will you go with me? 3 
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Princo, Good Lords, make all the ſpeedy haſte wy may- 
Say, Uncle Glo fer, if our Brother come, 
Where ſhall we ſojourn till our Coronation ? _ 
Glo, Where it ſeems beſt unto your Royal ſelf. 
If I may counſel you, ſome day or two 
Your Highneſs ſhall repoſe you at the Tower: 
Then where you pleaſe, and ſhall, be thought moſt hi 
For your beſt Health ind Recreation. . 
Prince. I do not like the Tower of any Place; 

Did Falius Ceſar build that Place, my Lord? 
Buck. He did, my gracious Lord, begin that Place, 
Which ſince, e Ages have re-edify'd. | 

Prince. Is it upon Record? or elſe reported 
Succeſſively from Age to Age be built it ? 
Buck. Upon Record, my gracious Lord. | 
Prince. But ſay, my Lord, it were not Regiſtred, 
Methinks the Truth ſhould live from Age to # 
As 'twere retail*d to all Poſterity, 
Even to the general ending Day. 
Glo. So wile, ſo young, they ſay do never five long. 
Prince, What fa you, Uncle ? 
Glo. 1 fay, . Characters Fame lives long. 
Thus, like the formal Vice, Iniquity, | [Afde, 
I moralize two meanings in one Word. | 
_  Proice. That Julius Ceſar was a famous Man; 
With what bis Valour did enrich his Wit, 
His Wit ſet down to make his Valour live: 
Death makes no Conqueſt of his Conqueror; 
For now he lives in Fame, though not in 
PII tell you what, my Confin Backing bam. 
Buck What, my gracious Lord? Vt ee 
' Prince. And if 1 live until I be a Mann. : 
I win our ancient Right in France again, 
Or die a Soldier, as 1 lid a King. 
Glo. Short Summers lightly have a forward Spring 
Enter York, Haſtings, and Archbiſho 
Buck. Now in good time, here comes the Duke of York. 
Prince. Richard of York, how fares our Noble Brother ? 
York, Well, my dear Lord, ſo mult I call you now. 
Prince. Ay, Brother, to our Grief, as it is yours; 
Vol, V. CT 00 
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Too lite he dy'd that might have kept that Title, i 
Which by his Death hath Toft much Majeſty, - © 
Glo. How fares our Couſin, Noble Lord of York? - 
York. I thank you, gentle Uncle. O my Lord, 
You ſaid, that idle Weeds are faft in growth: 
The Prince my Brother hath outgrown me far. 
| Glo. He hath, my Lord. . 
 Vork. And cee e is he idle? 1 
Glo. Oh my fair Coutfia 1 muſt not ſay ſo. | 
York. Then he is more beholden to you than J. a ' 
| Glo, He. may command me a3 my Sover : 
But you have power in me, as in a Kinmen ; 


> York. | pray you Uncle, give me this Dagger. But 
Glo. My 8 little > uſin ? with all my Heart. Th 
Prince. A Beggar, Brother? 
York. Of m ind Uncle, 1 I know will give, © 
And being a y it is no grief to e. E 
S1 A greater Gift than that 1 ive my Cbufth: - | 1 0 
York, A greater Gift? O, that's the Sword to it. 3 
Glo. Ay, gentle Couſin, were it light enougb. 5 
rt. © then I ſee. you will part bur with light Gift, Bol 
q 10 weightier things you'll fay a a Begg gar Nay. He | 
Glo. It is too weight For y race to Wear. By 
York. I weigh it lightly dirs it heavier.” Thot 


Gl, What, would you have my Weapon, little Lord: 45 
York. 1 would, that 1 | might thavk you, at you call we. Thok 
Glo. How? _ : | 
York. Little. text ie 
Princb. My Lord of York vil mill be ack in ak: 
Vncle, vous Grace knows how to bear with bim. 
York. You mean to bear me, not to bear with me: 
Uncle, my Brother mocks both you and | ine, . 
Becauſe that! zm little, like an Ape, a 
He thinks that you'fhogld bear me on you ur Soilldets 
Buck. With w hat ſharp, provided ie he * 
To mifipate the Scorn he gives his vac, 
le pretklly and aptly BONE himſelf; 
s Guiiting, and Jo > young g. is Wonder fal. þ 
Glo. My Lord, le pleaſe you paſs why 
Ny ſelf, and my goed Couſly Huli. 
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Will to your Mother, to entreat of ber | | 
To meet you at the Tower, and welcome you... - 
York. What, Will yeu go unto the Tower, my Lord? | 
Prince. My Lord Prot will have it ſo. 
York. I ſhall not ſleep in quiet at the Tower. 
Glo. Why, what ſhould you fear? 
York, Marry, my Uncle Clarence angry Ghoſt: 
My Grandam told me, be was murther'd there. 
Prince. I fear no Uacles dead. | 
Glo. 2 that live, I 
Prince. And if they lire, I hope 1 nead not Las 
But come, my Lord, and with a heavy Heart, 
Thinking on them, go L unto the Tower. | 
| Exennt Prince, York, Haſtings aud Dorſet. 
Manent Glouceſter, Buckingham and tesby. 12 
Back, Think you, my Lord, this little prating Tork 
Was not incenſed by his ſubtle Mother, 
To taunt and ſcorn you thus opprobriouſl 
Glo. No doubt, no doubt: oh tis a rus 
Bold, quick, ingenious, forward, capable; 

He is all the Mother's, from the top to toe. 
Buck. Well, let them reſt; Come hither, 
Thou art ſworn as deeply to _ what we 1 

As cloſely to conceal hat we 


Boy, 


Thou know'ſt our Reaſons: . upon the Way, 5 


What think'ſt thou? is it not an eaſie Matter 
To Make William Lord Haſtings of our Mind, 
For the Inſtalment of this Noble Duke, 5 ; 
In the Seat Royal of this famous Iſle? | 
Cateſ. He for his Father's ſake fo loves the Prince, 
That he will not be won to ought againſt him. 
Buck. What think*ft thou then of Stanly? Will not he 
Cateſ. He will do all in all as H N a 
Buck. Well then, no more than t N 
Go, gentle Catesby, and as it were — b 
Sound thou Lord Haſtings, © Id WW” et 
How he doth ſtand affected to our Purpoſe, 0 
And ſummon him to Morrow to the Tower, 
To fit about the Coronation. 


vi! chou doſt find him tractable to us, 
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Encourage him, and tell him all our Reaſons: 
If be be. leaden, icy, cold, unwilling, | 


Be thou ſo too, afidfo break off the Talk, — ; 
And give us notice of his Inclination: | A 
— we to Morrow hold divided Councils u 
Wherein thy ſelf ſhalt highly be employ d. T 

Glo. Commend me to Lord Witham; tell him, 155 If 
His ancient Knot of dangerous Adverſaries Ar 
To morrow are let Blood at Pomfret Caſtle, | Te 


And bid my Lord, for joy of this good — 115 
Give Miftreſs Shore one gentle Kiſs the more. 
Buck. Good Catesby, go, effect this Buſineſs ſound! * 
9 My good Lords both, with all the heed can. 
lo. Shall we hear from — 4 Catesby, ere we ſlcep? 
Ca You ſhall, - 
Glo. At Crosby Houle there you ſhall find us et 
Buck. Now, my Lord. 1 [xi Carecby; 
What ſhall we do, if we. ive 
Lord Haſtings will not yield to our | Complete? 
Glo. Chop off his Head: 
Something we will determine: 
And look when I am King, claim ed of me 13 
The Earldom of Hereford, and all the Moveables 
Wbereof the King, my Brother, was poſſeſt. 
Buck. Pil claim that promiſe at your Grace's Hand. 
Glo. And look to have it yielded with all kindneis. 


Come, let us ſup betĩimes, that afterwards 
We * digeſt our Complots i in fome form. Exeum. 
SCE NE Ii. 


©» -» Enter a Meſſenger #0 the Door of Haſtings, » 1 


Aeſ. My Lord, my Lord. 

Haſt. Who knocks? 5 l 

Meſ. One from che Lord Stanly. _ aN 
-Haft. What is t a Clock! 
Meſ. Upon the ſtreak, of four. 

Euter Lord Haſtings. 

Haſt. Cannot m y Lord Stanly ſleep WE tedious Nights? 
Aeſ. 'Sovit appears by What I have to ay: 
-Farſt,zhe-commends him to your noble Self. 


* 
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Haſt. What then ? 5 
Mef. Then certifies your Lodſhip, that this Night 
He dreamt the Boar had raſed off his Helm: 
Beſides, he ſays there are two Councils kept; 
And that may be determin'd at the one, | 
Which may make you and him to rue at tl? other. 
Therefore he ſends to know your Lordſhip's pleaſure,” 
If you will preſently. take, Horſe with him, * 
And with all ſpeed poſt with him towards the North, 
To ſhun the danger that his Soul divines. 
Haſt. Go Fellow, go, return unto thy Lord, . 
Bid him not fear the ſeparated Council: | 
His Honour and my ſelf are at the one, 
And at the other is my good Friend Catesby; _ 
Where nothing can proceed that toucheth ue, 
Whereof 1 not have Intelligence: | 
Tell him his Fears are ſhallow without inſtance; 
And for his Dreame, I wonder he's ſo fimple. 
To truſt the mock'ry of unquiet Slumbers. 
To fly the Boar, before the Boar purſues, 
Were to incenſe the Boar to follow. us, 
And make purſuit where he did mean no chaſe, - 
Go, bid thy Maſter riſe and come to me, fy 
And we will both together to the Tower, 
Where he. ſhall ſee the Boar will uſe us kindly, ; 
Me.. I'll go, my Lord, and tell him what you ſay. [Exiz.-- 
| ; Enter Catesby. | 
Cateſ. Many good morrows to my Noble Lord, 
Haſs. morrow, Cate:by, you are early ſtirring = | 
What News, what News in this our tottcing State? 
Cateſ. It is a reeling World indeed, my Lord; 
And I believe will neyer ſtand upright, 
Till Richard wear the Garland of the Realm. 
Haſt. How! wear the Garland? 
Doſt thou mean the Crown ? 
Cateſ. Ay, my good Lord... a 
Haff. I'll have this Crown of. mine cut from my Shoulders, 
Before Ill ſee the Crown ſo foul miſplac'd ; 
But canſt thou gueſs that. he doth aim. at it? 
Cateſ. Ay, an my Life, and hopes to find you forward 
* | Vpon 
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Upon his Party, for the gain thereof; | 

And thereupon he ſends you this good News, 

That this ſame very Day our Enemies, 

The Kindred of the Queen, muſt die at Pomfret. 
Haſt. Indeed I am no mourner for that News, | | 

Becauſe they have been ſtil] my Adverſaries; 

But that II give my Voice on Richard's Side, 

To bar my Maſter's Heirs in true Deſcent, + 

God knows I will not do it to the Death. | 

Cateſ. God 2 your Lordſhip in that gracious Mind, 

= Bur I ſhall laugh at this a Twelve-month hence, 
, That they which brought me in my Maſter's Hate, 

I live to book upon their Tragedy. | 
Well Catesby, ere a Fortnight make me older, 
III ſend ſome packing that yet think not ont. 

Caref. *Tis a vile thing to die, my gracious Lord, 
wa Men are unprepar'd and look not for it. 

Haſt. O monſtrous, monſtrous! and fo falls it out 
With Rivers, Vaughan, Gray; and ſo *twill do 
With ſome Men elſe, that think themſelves as ſafe 
As thou and J. who as thou know'ſ, are dear | 
To Princely Richard and to Buckingham. 

Cateſ. The Princes both make — 7 account of you 2775 
For they account bis Head upon e 
| Hoſt I know they do, ad | kobe err dio 
5 Der Lord Stanley. 
come on, come on, where is your * ſpear, Man? 
Fear you the mes and go ſo unprovided? 

Kan. My Lo morrow, * Cat 
You may 25 on, br by the holy Nod. | . 
I do not e _ 1 Councils, I. 

Haſt. My Lor my Life as dear as n 
11 my Days, I do protedt, 7 
Was it ſo precious to me as tis now; 

Think you, but that I know our State fecure, 
1 would be ſo triumphant as I am? 
Stan. The Lords at P 


omfret, when Ae den London, 
Were jocund, and ſuppos d their States were ſure, 
And they indeed had no cauſe to miſtruſt; 


'But yet you ſeo how ſoon the Day cer ct. 
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This ſudden ſtab of Rancor 1 miſdoubt. 
Pray God, I ſay, I prove a needleſs Coward. 
What, ſball we toward the Tower? the Day is ſpent, 
Haſi.. Come, come, have with jou: 
Wort he what, my Lord, 
To day, the Lords you talk of are bebeaded. 
Stan, They, for their Truth, might better wear their Heads, 
Than ſome that have accus d hem wear their Hats. 
But come, my Lord, let's away. 
Enter 4 Pur faut. 
Hat. Go on before, U talk with this good Fellow. 
[ Exexnt Lord Stanley and Catesby- 
[ſow now, Sirrah? how. goes the World with thee? 
Purſe The better, that your Lordihj up pleaſe to ask. 
Haft. | tell thee Man, tis better with me now, 
Than-whenthoy met't me laſt where pow we meet; 
Then was I going Priſoner to the Tier, 
By the Suggeſtion of the Queen's Allics, 
But now 1 tell thee, keep it to thy (elf, 
This Day thoſe Enemies are put to Death, 
And I in better State than e er I Was. 
Purſ. God hold it to your Honour's good Content. 
Haſt. Gramercy Fellow; there dne that for mme. 
(ee him bis Pwoſe. 
ruf I thank; your Honour. 5 [Exit Puxſai uant. 
Enter 4 Priefi. 
Prieſt. Well met, my Lord, Iam glad to ſee your Honour. 
Haft. 1 thank thee, good Sir Fs, with all my * 
I am in your gebt jar your laſt Exerciſe 
Come the next Sabbath, and I will content p02: 
Prieſt, I'll wait upon n 


Euer Buckingham 
Buck. What, talking with a Prieſt, Lord Chamberlain! 
Your Friends at Famfret, they do need the Prieſt, 
Vour Honour hach no ſhrivipg work in hand. 
Nas. Good faith, and wo I met his poly May, 
The Men you talk of came into my mind 
What, go you toward the Tower ? | 
Buck, 1 do, my Lord, but long I cannot ſtay there: 
1 ſhall return before * * thence. 


Haft. 
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Haſt, Nay, like enough, for I'll ſtay Dinner there. 
Buch. And Supper too, altho' thou know'ſt it not. [ Aſide. 


Come, will you go? 
Haſt. Vil wait upon your Lordſhip. Exeunt. 


SCENE III. 


Enter Sir Richard Ratcliff with Halberds, carrying the. 
Nobles to Death at Pomfret. | 


Riv, Sir Richard Ratcliff, let me tell thee this, 

To day ſhalt thou behold a Subject die 

For Truth, for Duty, and for Loyalty. A 
Gray. God bleſs the Prince from all the pack of you, 

A Knot you are of damned Blood - ſuckers. a 
Vaugh.” You live that fnall cry wo for this hereafter, 
Raz. Diſpatch, the limit of your Lives is out. 
Riv. O Pomfret, Pomfret ! O thou bloody Priſont. 

Fatal and ominous to Noble Peers. 

Within the guilty cloſure of thy Walls 

Richard the Second here was hackt to Death: 

And for more flander to thy diſmal Seat, 

We give to thee our guiltleſs Blood to drink. | 
Gray. Now Margaret's Curſe is faln upon our Heads, 
When ſhe exclaim'd on Haſtmgs, you and I. 

For ſtanding by, when Richard ſtab'd her Son. 
*Riv, Then curs'd ſhe Richard, 

Then curs'd ſhe Buckingham, | 

Then curs'd ſhe Haſtings, O remember God 

To hear her Prayer for them, as now for us: 

As for my Sifter and her Princely Sons, i 

Be ſatisfy d, dear God, with our true Blood, 

Which, as thou know'ſt, unjuſtly muſt be ſpilt. 
Rat. Make haſte, the hour of Deach is now expir'd. 
Riv. Come Gray, come Vaughan, let us here embrace; 


Farcwel, until we meet again in Heayen. [ Exeunt. 


- SCENE 


„„ hs 4 


. 


5 
* 


of RrefaR D III. 57 
SCENE IV. 
Enter Buckingham, Derby, Haſtirigs, Biſhop of Ely, wer 
folk, Ratcliff, Loyel, wickebebers, at a T, 
Haſt. Now Noble Peers, the cauſe why we are met: 
Is to determine of the Coronation: 
In God's Name ſpeak, when is the Royal Day? 
Buck. Are all things ready for the Royal time ? 
Derby. They are, and want but Nomination. 
Eh. To Morrow then I judge a happy Day. 
- Buck, Who knows the Lord Protector's Mind herein? 
Who is moſt inward with the Noble Duke? 
Ey. Vour Grace, we tink, ſhould ſooneſt know his Mind. 
Buck. We know each others Faces; for our Hearts, 


He knows no more of mine than Þ of yours, 
Or 1 of his, my Lord, than you of mine: 


Lord Haſtings, you and he are near in Love. 


Haſs. | thank his Grace, I know he loves me well: 
But for his purpoſe in the Coronation, | 
I have not founded him, nor he deliver'd 
His gracious pleaſure any way therein: 
But you, my Honourable Lord, may name the time, 
And in the Duke's behalf I'll give my Voice, : 
Which I preſume hel! take in gentle part. 
Enter Glouceſter. | | 
Zh. In happ time here comes the Duke himfelf* 
Glo. Ny Noble Lords and Coufins all, i morrow 
J have been a long ſleeper; but I traſt \ 
My abſence doth. negle& no great deſign, 
Which by my preſence might have been concluded. 
Buck. Had you not come upon your Cue, my Lord, 
William Lord Haſtings had pronounc d your part, 
I mean your Voice tor crowning of the King: 
Glo; Than my Lord Haſimzsno Man might be bolder, 
His Lordſhip knows me well, and loves me well. 
My Lord of Ely, when I was laſt in Holbourn, 


1 ſaw good Strawberries in your Garden there, 


I do beicech you ſend for ſome of them, | 
8 By. 


2 ö 5h, 14.27" 
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Ely. Marry and will” my Lord, with all my Heart. 
[Exit Ely. 
Ge Couſin of Buckingham, 2 | 
Curbyhe hath ſounded Haſtings in our 
s the teſty Gentleman ſo hot, 
That he will Joſe his Head =. ive conſent _ 
His Maſter's Child xn wor folly be terms it, 
Shall loſe the Roys ly of England's Throne. 
Buck. Walid your ſelf a while, III go with you you. 


- Derby. We have ot yet {et down, this Day of Thumph: 
To-Morrow, in my Judgment, is too ſu 
' Fer I my ſelf am not fo well proyided,. | 
As elſe I wonld be were the Day proloug d. 
27. Wüste i n n Re lake "Ry 
Where is my Lord, the Duke o 7 
I have ſeat for theſe Strawberries. 

Haft. His Grace looks chearfully and ſmooth this naue 
There's ſome Conceit or other likes him well 
When that he bids Good - morrom with fuch Spirit. 

I think there's never a Man in Chriſtendom 
Can leſſer hide his Love ar Hate than he, 
For by his Face ſtraight ſhall you know his Heart. w 

Derby. What of his Heart 2 you in his Face, 
By any livelihood he ſhew'd to | 

Hat Marry that with no Man 4 be is offendes: | 
For were he, he had ſhewyn it in his Looks. 

Enier Glouceſter and Buckingham. 

Gb. 1 pray you all, tell me what the * 
That do conſpire my Death with deviliſh Plots 
Of damned Wachen and that have Kg 

Upon my Body, with their belliſh Charms. 1 

Haff. The tender love I bear your Grace, m * | 
Makes.me moſt forward in this Princely pr 
To doom th' Offenders, whoſoe'er they 22 wi : 
1 2. my Lord, they have deſerved Death. 13 

Glo. Then be your Eyes the witneſs of their Exil, 
Look how I am bewitch'd; behold mine Arm | 
Is like a blaſted Sapling wither'd up: | 

And this is Edward's Wife, that monſtrous Witch 4 


W eee 
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And ſtarted when he look d upon 
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Conſarted with that Harlot, Strum pet Shore, | 
7 by their Witcherait thus have j me. 


Haft. If they have done this Deed, my Noble Lord 
Glo. If? thou — this damned Strumpet, 


Talk'ft thou to me of I? thou art a Traitor 


Off with bis Head now by Saint Pant I ſwear, 
Iwill not dine until ] ſee the ſame. 
Lovel and Ratdiff look that it be done: 


- The reſt that love me, riſe and follow me, ¶ Exeunt. 


Manent Lovel aud Raiclif, with the Lord Haſtings, 
Haſt. Wo, wo far | Euglaud, not a whit for me, 
For I, too fond, might have prevented this: 


| Stanly did dream the. Boar did — our Helms, 


And I did ſcorn it, and diſdain to fly; 
Three times to day my Foot- cloth Horſe did fumble, 
the Tower, «<« 
As loth to bear-me to the glaughter. houſe. 
5 now I need the Prieſt that ſpake to me: 
I now repent I tald the Purſuant, 
As too triumphing, how mine Enemies. 
To day at Fomfret bloadily were buteher d, 
And 1 my ſelf ſecure in Grace and Favour. 
Oh Margaret, Margaret, Bow: thy heavy Curſe + 
Is lighted on paor Haſtings wretched Head, 
Rat. Come, come. diſpatch the Duke would be at dinner. 
Make a ſhart Sbriſt, be longs to ſee your Head. 
Haſt. © momentary Grace of mortal Men. 
Which we more hunt for, than the Grace of God! 
Who builds his hope in Air of your. good Locks, 


Lives like a drunken Sailor on a Maſt, 


Ready with every nod to tumble down + 

Into the fatal Bowels of the Deep. 
Lov. Come, come, diſpatch, lis bootleſe to exclaim. 
Haft, Qh bloady Richard, miſerable Englaud, 

I prophetic the fearful'ft time to thee, 

That ever wretched Age hath look d 

Come, lead me to the Block, bear him my —— 


—— aro ooke five * eau, a 
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Enter Glouceſter and Buckingham in ruſiy Armour, mar- 
vellous ill. fa vour d. V. 
Glo.) Comme Couſin, 
Cuan'ſt thou quake and change thy colour, 
Murther thy Breath in the middle of a Word, 
And then again begin, and ſtop again, 
As if thou wert diſtraught and mad with Terror? 
Buck. Tut, I can counterfeit the deep Tragedian, 
Speak, and look back, and pry on every fide, | 
Tremble and ſtart at wagging of a Stra: 
Int ending deep Suſpicion, ghaſtly Looks 
Are at my Service; like enforced Smiles; 
And both are ready in their Offices, 
At any time, to grace my Stratagems. 
But. What, is Catesby gone? 
Glo. He is, and ice he brings the Mayor cor 
| Enter the Lord Mayor and AY 
Buck, Lord Mayor —— _ | 
Glo, Look to the Draw-bridge there. 
Buck. Hark, a Drum. 
Glo. Catesby, oerlook the Walls. 
Buck. Lord Mayor, the reaſon we have "*" py 
Glo. Look back,” defend there, here are Enemies. 
Buck, God and our Innocency defend and guard vs; 
Enter Lovel and Ratcliff with Haſtirgs's Head. 
Glo. Be patient, they are Friends; Raccliff and Lovel! 
Lov, Here is the Head of that ignoble Traitor, | 
The dangerous and · unſuſpeded Haſtings. 851 
Glo. So dear | lovd the Man that I muſt 
] took him for the plaineſt harmleſs Creature 
That breath'd upon the Earth, a Chriſtian: © 
Made him my Book, herein my Soul recorded 
The Hiſtory of all her ſecret Thoughts 
So ſmooth- he daub d his Vice with ſhew of Vue, 
That his apparent open Guilt omitted, | 
I mean his Converſation with: Shore's Wife, 
He liv'd from all attainder of ſuſpects. 7 
Buck. Well, well, he was the covert'lt deere Traitor 
That ever liv d. | 
Would you imagine, or almoſt believe, 
Wer't 


wand. act ctDntnoo—=c. 


d Nesse 


— 


With all your juſt Proceedings in this Caſe. 
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Wer't not, that by great preſervation”. 


We live to tell it, that the ſubtle Traitor 

This Day had plotted, in the Council- houſe, 

To murther me and my good Lord of Gloſter. 
Mayor. Had he done ſo? g 
Glo. What! think you we are Twrk: or Infidels? 

Or that we would, againſt the form of Law, 

Proceed thus raſhly in the Villain's Death, 

But that the extream peril of the Caſe, 

The Peace of England, and our Perſons Safety 

Enforc*d us to this Execution. 

Mayor. Now fair befall you, he deſery'd his death, 


And your good Graces both have well proceeded, 


To warn falſe Traitors from the like Attempts. 
Buck. I never look'd for better at his Hands, 
After he once fell in with Miſtreſs Shore: ; 
Yet had we not determin'd he ſhould die 
Until your Lordſhip came to ſee his end, N 
Which now the loving haſte of theſe our Friends, 
Something againſt our meanings hath prevented; 
Becauſe, my Lord, I would haye had you heard 
The Traitor ſreak, and timorouſly confeſs 
The manner and the purpoſe of his Treaſons: 
That you might well have fignify'd the ſame 
Unto the Citizens, who baply may 
Miſconftrue us in him, and wail his Death. on 
Mayor. But, my good Lord, your Grace's Words fhatl 
As well as I had ſeen and heard him ſpeak: [ſerve, 
And do not doubt, right Noble Princes both, . 
But Ill acquaint our duteous Citizens, 


Glo. And to that end we wiſh'd your Lordſhip here, 
T'avoid the Cenſures ef the carping World. n 
Buck. Whieh ſinee you come too late of our intent, 
Yet witneſs what you hear we did intend: _ + © 
And ſo, my good Lord Mayor, we bid fare wel. [Ex. Mayor. 
Glo. Go after, after, Couſin Buckingham. | 4 
The Mayor towards Guild Hall hies him in all poſt: 
There, at your meereſt vantage of the time, | 
later the Paſtardy of Edward's Children, 8 1 
— = - 0 


— — 


* 


62> The Life end Death 
Tell them, how Edward put 10 death a Citizen, „ 


Only for ſaying he would make his Son 5 
Heir to the Crown, meaning indeed his Houſe, 


Which by the 6 ther [ termed ſo. 

+ Moreover, urge his hateful Luxury, | 
And beſtial 255 aig io — of Luſt, = 
Which mY 1 d unto 1 rte Da 5 wire, 
Even where Je; or * 
Without control, Auel to make a Prey. 


Nay, for a need, thus far come near my Perſon: 
Tell them, when that my Mother went with Child 
Of chat inſatiate Edmerd, "Noble York, | 
My Princely Father then had Wars in Frauce, 
And by true. ation of the Time, 
Found "thar the Iſſue was not his begot : 
Which well appeared in his Lineaments, .. 
Being nothing like the Noble Duke, my Father; 
Yet touch this ſparingly as twece far o 
Becauſe, : my Lord, you know my Mother lives. 
Buck, Doubt not, my Lord, 1 play the r 
As if the Golden Fee, + which 1 plead, 
Were for my ſelf; and ſo, my Lord, adieu. 
So. If you thrive well, bring them to . 
Where you ſhall find me, well accompanied 
With bans Fathers, and well-learned Biſhops. 
Buck. 1 go, and towands three or four a Clock 


Look for the News, that the . 
LExii IM 
Glo. Go, 2 with all 2 2 Sham, | 
Go thou to Friar Bewuker, bid t [To Ratcliff. 


Meet me within this hour at —. Gade. ¶Ereum 
Now will 1 go to take ſome privy Order 
To draw the Brats of Clarence out of fight, 
And to give order, that no manner of Perſon | 
Have any time recourſe unto the Princes, 

| Exter 4 Scrivenar. 


Lu 


'  Soriv. meg is the wren tbe good Lord Hafing: | 


Which in a ſet Hand fairly is engroſs d. 
That it may be to Day read O er in Paws. 


And mark how well the ſequel hangs together : 
i Eleven 
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Eleven hours 1 have ſpent to write it over, | 

For yeſternight by Catezby was it ſent me, 

The Precedent was full as long a doing, 

And yet within theſe five hours Haſtings liv 4, 

Untainted, unexamin'd, free, at liberty. 

Here's a good World the while; who is fo groſs _ 

That cannot fee this palpable Device? 4/2141 ra 

Yet who ſo bold, but ſays, he ſees it not? [ESI 

Bad is the World, and all will come to nought, 

When ſuch ill dealing wol be ſeen in thought. Lexi. 

Enter Glouceſter and Buckingham at ſroeral Doors. 

Glo. How now, how now, what fay A: Citizens? 
Buck. Now by the 70 Mother 975 dur Lord, 

The Citizens are mum, wy nol not a word. 
Glo. Touch'd you the Baſtardy of Edward's Children? 
Buck. 1 did, Sith his Cobra with Lady Lucy, 

And his Contract by Deputy in France, | 

Th' unſatiate greedineſs of his Defire, 

And his enforcement of the City Wives, 

His Tyranny for Trifles, his own Baſtardy, © 

As being got, your Father then in France, 

And his bed lance, being not like the Duke. 

Withal, I did infer your 8 * 

Being the right Idea of your Father, | 

Both in your Form and Nobleneſs of 11 4. 


Laid open all your Victories in Scotland, 


Your Diſcipline in War, Wiſdom in Peace, 
Your Bounty, Virtue, fair Humility: 

Indeed left nothing fitting for your Purpoſe = 
Uatoucht, or li girly handled in Diſcourſe. 

ratory grew toward end, 
I bid them — did Woe their Country's god, 
Cry, God fave Richard, England's Rojal King. 
Glo. And did they ſo? 


Buck. No, ſo God ,help me, they ſpake not a Word, 


But like dumb Statues or unbreathing Stones, 

Star d each on other, and look d deadly pale: 

Which when 1 ſaw, 1 reprehended them, 

And ask d the Ma oy , what meant this wilful ſence? | 
His anſwer Was, * were not uſed 


To 
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To be ſpoke to, but by the Recorder. 

Then he was urg d to tell my Tale again: I 

Thus ſaith the Duke, thus hath the Duke inferr'd,. 

* But nothing ſpoke in warrant from himſelf, _ 

When he had done, ſome Followers of mine own, 

At lowes end of the Hall, hurl'd u their Caps, 

And ſome ten Voices cry d, God fave King Richard: 

And thus I took the vantage of thoſe few. ir 

Thanks, gentle Citizens and Friends, quoth I, 

This general Applauſe, and chearful Shout, 

Argues your Wiſdom, and your love to Richard: 

And eyen here brake off and came away. 1 

Glo. What Tongue-leſs Blocks were they, 

Would they not ſpeak? 

Will not the Mayor then and his Brethren come? 
Buck. The Mayor is here at band; intend ſome fear, 

Be not you ſpoke with, but by mighty ſuit; 

And look you get a Prayer-Book in your Hand. 

And ſtand between two Churchmen, good my Lord, 

For on that ground I'll make a holy Deſcants 

And be not eaſily won to our Requeſts, . p 

Play the Maid's part, till anſwer nay, and take it. 

Glo. I go: And if you. plead. as well for them, 

As I can ſay nay for thee to my ſelf, _ 

No doubt we bring it to a happy Iflue. - Exit Glo. 
Buck. Go, go up to the Leads, the Lord May# knocks 

Enter Lord Mayor and Citizens. 

Welcome my Lord, I dance attendance here, 

I think the Duke will not be ſpoke withal. 

; er Catesbye &% 
-Buck, Now Catesby, what ſays your Lord tomy Requeſt? 
Cateſ. He doth intreat your Grace, my noble Lol 

To viſit him to Morrow, or next Day; 

He is within,” with two right Reyerend Fathers, 
Divinely bent to Meditation, 6 | 
And in no worldly Suits would he be mov d. 

To draw him from his holy Exerciſe. _ * 
Buck. Return, good Catesby, to the gracious Duke, 
Tell him, my felt, the Mayor and Aldermen, 


In deep Defigns, in matter of great Moment, 


1 
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No leſs importing than our general Good, 

Are come to have ſome conference with his Grace. 
Cateſ I'll Ggnifie ſo much unto him ſtraight. [ Exit. 
Burk. Ah ha, my Lord, this Prince is not an Edward, 

He is not lulling on a led Love-Bed, 

But on his Knees at Meditation : 

Not dallying with a Brace of Curtizans, 

Put meditating with two deep Divines: 

Not ſleeping, to engroſs his idle Body, + 

But praying, to enrich his watchful Soul. 

Happy were England, wculd this virtuous Prince 

Take on his Grace the Soveraignty thereof, 

But ſure I fear we ſhall not win him to it. 

Mayor. Marry, God defend, his Grace ſhould ſay us nay. 
Buck, I fear he will; here Catesby comes again. 
Euter Catesby. 

Now Catesby, what ſays his Grace? cf 

Cateſ. He wonders to what end you have aſſembled 


Such Troops of Citizens to come to him, 


His Grace not being warn'd thereof before : 
He fears, my Lord, you mean no good to him. 
Buck. Sorry 1 am, my noble Couſin ſhould - 
Suſpect me, that I mean no good to him: 
By Heay'n, we come to him in perfect Love, | 
And ſo once more return, and tell his Grace. [Exit Catef. 
When holy and deyout Religious Men 
Are at their Beads, tis much to draw them thence, 
So {ſweet is zealous Contemplation. 
Enter Glouceſter above, between two Biſhops. 
Mayor. See where his Grace ſtands*'tween twoClergymen.. 
Buck. Two Props of Virtue, for-a Chriſtian Prince, 
To ſtay him from the fall of Vanity: 
And ſee a Book of Prayer in his Hand, 
True Ornaments to know a holy Man, 
Famous Plantagenet, moſt gracious Prince, 
Lend favourable Ear to our requeſts, 
And pardon us the interruption 
Of thy Devotion and right Chriſtian Zeal, _ 
Glo. My Lord, there needs no ſuch Apology; 


7 
1 do beſeech your Grace to pardon me, 


8 
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Who earneſt in the Service of God, bh | Ton 
Deferr'd the Viſitation of my Friends. : | To | 
But leaving this, —_ is your Grace's leaſure? * Whi 
Bart. Even that, 1 | bye which pleaſeth God above, If te 
And all good Men, of ungovern'd Ifle. - 80 1 
Glo. 1 to ſuſpect I have her. ſome offence, The 
That ſeems diſgracious in the City's Eye, + FN The 
And chat you come to reprehend my De 6h And 
Buck. You have, my Lord. Def 
Would it might pleaſe your Grace, 5 You 
On our entreaties to amend your Fault. Unr 
Glo. Elſe wherefore breath I in a Chriſtian Land. Firf 
Buck. Know then, it is Fault that you et And 
The ee Seat, the Throne Majeſtical, {. | As t 
The Sceptred Office of your Anceſtors, ©» | - Yet 
Your State of Fortune, aud your due of Birth, i So 1 
The Lineal Glory of your Royal Houſe, | 1 J The 
By . . — = a blemiſh'd — = 
iles in the mildneſs of 4. Thoughts, 0 
Which here we walken — Country's good, And 
The noble Iſle doth want his Limbs: -- | But 
His Face defac'd with skars of Infamy, 4 | Anc 
His Royal Stock with ignoble Plants, 15 | The 
„Aud almoſt ed in the wallowing Gulf "we Whi 
Gf dark — and deep Qblivion, © Will 
Which to re- cure, we heartily ſallicit 1 And 
Vour gracious ſeli to he on you the + On 
And kingly Government of this your % The 
Not as Fratector, Steward, Substitute. Whi 
lowly Factor, for another's gain?! F, B 

But. as ſucceſſively, from Blood to Blot... But 
our right of Birth, your E uy, Fe your on.. All 
For this, conſorted wirb the 13 You 
Your very Worſhipful and loving ende, et 
And by their vehement laſtigatim For 
N In this juſt Cauſe come l to move your Graces You 
Glo. I cannot tell, if to depart in fence, | And 

Or bitterly to ſpeak in your repraof, "a | To 
Beſt fitteth Degree, or your Condition. The 
2 not to anſwer, you might hapiy think AC 


Tongue- 


5 
* 
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Tongue. tyd Ambition, not replying, yielded 

To bear the Golden Yoak of Soyeraignty, 

Which fondly you would here impoſe on me. 

If to reprove you for this ſuit of yours, 

So ſeaſon'd with your faithful Love to me, 

Then on the ether fide I check'd my Friends. 
Therefore to fpeak, and to avoid the firſ, 

And then in ſpeaking, not to incur the lat, 

Definitively thus I anſwer you. 

Your Love deſeryes my thanks, but my deſert 

Unmeritsble, ſhuns your high requeſt. 

Firſt, if all Obſtacles were cut away, 

And that my Path were even to the Gewa, 

4s the ripe Revenue, and due of Birth; 

Yet ſo much is my poverty of Spirit, 

So mighty, and ſo many my Defeats, 

That I would rather hide me from my Greatnels, 

Being a Bark to brook no mighty Sea; 

Than in my Greatneſs covet to be hid, 

And in the Vapour of my Glory ſmother'd. 

But God be thank'd, there is no need of me, 

And much I need to help you, were there need: 

The Royal Tree hath left us Royal Fruit, : 

Which mellow by the 3 hours of time, 

Will well beeome the Seat of M * 

And make us; no doubt, h appy by b Reign, 

On him 1 lay that, you would l y on me, 

The Right and Fortune of his happy Stars, 

Which God defend that F ſhould wring from bim. 
Buck. M 2 this argues Conſcience in your 8 

But the reſpe Qs thereof ue are nice, and trivial, 

All Circumftacey well confidered. 

You ſay, that Edward is your Brother's Son, 

So ſay we too, but not by Edward's Wife: 

For was he contract to Lad | 

Your Mother lives a Witneſs to 2. ve Vow, 

And afterward by Subſtitute betroth'd 

To Bona, Sifter to the King of France. 

Theſe both put off, a poor Petitioner, 

A Care-craz'd Mother to a many Sons, 


[4 * 
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Your Brother's Son ſhall neyer reign our King, + 


o 
- * 


A Beauty- waining, and diſtreſſed Widow, 
Even in the Afternoon of her beſt Days, 
Made prize and purchaſe of his wanton Eye, 
Seduc'd the pitch, and height of his Degree, 
To baſe Declenſion, and loath'd Bigamy. 
By her, in bis.unlawful_Bed; he got „ 
This Edward, whom our Manners call the Prince. 
More bitterly could I expoſtulate, 
Save that for reverence of ſome alive, 
I give a ſparing limit to my Tongue. 
Then, good my Lord, take to your Royal Self 
This proffer'd benefit of Dignity :... | 
If not to bleſs us, and the Land withal, | 
Yet to draw forth your noble Anceſtry. þ | 
From the corruption of abuſing times, \ 
Unto a Lineal true derived Courſe. 1 
Mayor. Do, good my Lord, your Citizens intreat you. 
Buck. Refule not, mighty Lord, this proffer d Love. 
Cateſ. O make them joy ful grant their lawful: Suit. 
Glo. Alas, why would you heap this Care on me? 
J am unfit for State, and Majeſty: | 4 
I do beſeech you take it not amiſs, 1 
I] cannot, nor I will not yield to you. 
Buck. If you refuſe it, as in love and zeal, 
Loath to depoſe the Child your Brother's Son. 
As well we know your Tenderneſs of Heart, . 
And gentle, kind, effeminate remorſe, f 
Mm 


Which we have noted in you to your Kindred, 


And equally indeed to all Eſtates : :\ 
Vet know, where you accept our Suit, or no, 


But we will plant ſome other in the Throne, 
To the diſgrace. and-down-fall of yaur Houſe: 
And in this reſolution here we leave you. 
Come CO we will . — no mord. * 
Cateſ. im again, ſweet Prince, a ir Suit: 
If wy Hon them, all the Land will — T 
Glo. Will you inforce me to a World of Cares? 
Call them again, I am not made of Stones, + 


F. 
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But penetrable to your kind Entreaties, 
Albeit againſt my Conſcience and my Soul. 
Enter Buckingham and the reſt. 
Couſin of-Buckingham, and ſage, grave Men, 
Since you will buckle Fortune on my Back, 
To bear her Burthen, whether I will or no, 
1 muſt have patience to endure the Load: 
But if black Scandal, or foul-fac'd Reproach, 
Attend the ſequel of your Impofition, | 
Your meer enforcement ſhall acquittance nme 
From all the impure blots and ſtains thereof, 
For God doth knew, and you may partly ſee, 
How far I am from the deſire of this. 
Mayor. God bleſs your Grace, we ſee it, and will ſay it. 
Glo. In ſaying ſo, you ſhall but ſay the truth. 
Buck. Then I ſalute you with this Royal Title, 
„ live King Richard, Englands worthy King. 
. Amen. 27 | 
Buck. To-Morrow may it pleaſe you to be Crown'd. 
Glo. Even when you pleaſe, for you will have it fo. 
Buck, To- Morrow then we will attend your Grace, 
And fo moſt joyfully we take our leave. 
Glo. Come, let us to our holy Work again. 
Farewel my Couſins, farewel gentle Friends. [ Exeunt. 


- 
A — 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 


Enter the Queen, Anne Dutcheſs of Glouceſter, the Dutcheſs 
of York, and Marqueſs of Dorſet, 


Dutch. XL F HO meets us here? 

My Neice Plantagenet, 
Led in the Hand of ber kind Aunt of Gloſter ? 
Now, for my Life, ſhe's wandring to the Tower, 3 
On pure Heart's Love, to greet the tender Prince. 
Daughter, well met. 


« 
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If thou wilt out-ſtrip Death, go croſs the Seas, 


Anne. God give Feen 47 
And a joyful” 4 of Day. 

Queen. As much to =o good Sift hicker away? 

Anne. No farther — the Tower, Lu I guclss 
Upon the like devotion as your ſelves, _ - 
To gratulate the gentle Princes there. 

een. Kind Siſter thanks, we'll enter all ropether, 
©. Enter the Lieutenant. . 

And in good time, here the Lieutenant comes. 1 
Maſter Lieutenant, pray you, by your leave, «Is, 


How doth the Prince, and my-young Son of York?. 


Lieu. Right well, dear Madam; by, your e 
1 may not ſuffer you to viſn them; 


The King hath ſtrictly charg d the contrary. 


Queen. The King? he's that? 1 

Lieu. I mean the Lord Protector. 

Due The Lord protect him from that Kiagly Title, 
Hath he ſet bounds between their love, and me? 


lam their Mother, who ſhall bar me from them: 


Durch. I am their Father's Mother, [ will ſee them. 
Anne. Their Aunt l am in Law, in love their Mother: 


© Then bring me to their Sights, Pt bear thy blame, 


And take thy Office from thee, on my Peril. 
Lien. No, Madam, no, I may not leave it ſo: 


"Iam bound by Oath, and therefore pardon me. [Exit Lien, 


Enter Stanley. 

dun Let me but meer you Ladies one hour hence, 
And I'll ſalute your Grace of York as Mother, | 
And reverend looker on of two fair Queens. . 
Come Madam, you muſt ſtraight to Weſtminſter, 
There to be Crowned Richard's Royal Queen. = 

Queen. Ah, cut my Lace aſunder, 2 
That my — Heart may have ſome ſcope to beat, 
Or elle I n with this dead-killing News. 

Anne. Deſpightful tidings, O unpleaſing News ! 

Dor ſ Beet good Chear: Mother, how fares your Grace 

ueen, O Ddrſet, ſpeak not to me, get 1 

Death and Deſtruction dogs thee at thy Heels, 
Thy Mother's Name is ominous to Children. 


- 
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Be not ta'en tardy by unwiſe 1 


Of Golden Metal, that muſt round my Brow, 


Came to me, as I follow'd Henry's Coarſe: 
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And live with Richmond, from the reach of Hell, 
Go hye thee. hye thee from this Slaughter - houſe, 
Leſt thou increaſe the number of the dead, iv 
And make me die the thrall of Margarer's Curſe, 
Nor Mother, Wife, nor Englazd's counted Queen. 

Stan. Fall of wiſe Care is this your Counſel, Madam; 
Take all the ſwift advantage of the Hours; ; 
You ſhall have Letters from me ro my Son, 3 
In your behalf, to meet you on the way: 


— 


Dwtch. O ill diſperſing Wind o Oy: 
O my accurſed Womb, the Bed of Death: 
A Cockatrice haſt thou hatch'd to the World. 
Whoſe unavoided Eye is Murtheroue. 
Stan. Come, Madam, come, I in all haſte was (ent, 
Anne. And I with all unwiltingneſs will go. 
O would to God, that the incluſive Verge _ 


Were red hot Steel, to ſear me to the Brains | 
Anointed let me be with deadly Venom, 8 
And die e er Men can fay, God fave the Queen. | 
een. Go, go, poor Soul, I envy not thy Glory, 
To fced my Humour with thy felf no harm. | 
Ame. No! why? When he that is my Husband now, 


When ſcarce the Blood wis well waſk'd from his Hands, 

Which iſſued from my other Angel Husband, 

And that dear Saint, which then I weeping follow'd: 

O when, I fay, I look'd on Richard's Face, . 

This was my Wiſh; Be thou, quoth I, accurſt, 

For making me, ſo young; fo old a Widow: =- 

And when thou wed'ft, let Sorrow haunt thy Bed; 

And be thy Wife, if any be fo mad. ban 

More miſerable, by the Life of thee, - F ilad 

Than thou haſt' made me, by my dear Lord's Death. 

Loe, Ser 1 can repeat this Curſe again, © 

Within ſo ſmall a time, my Woman's Heart 

Groſsly grew captive to his Honey words, 1 

And prov'd the ſubject of mine own Soul's Curſe; 

Which hitherto bath held mine Eyes from reſt : | 
1 | For 
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| For neyer yet'one hour in- his Bed 
Did I enjoy the golden dew of sleep, ea e 
But with his timorous Dreams was ſtill awwak'd. 8 
Beſides, he hates me for my Father Warwick, 
And will, no doubt, On be rid of me. N 
een, Poor Heart, adieu, 1 pity thy complaini | 
2 No more than with my Soul 1 — -— 
Dorſ. Fare wel, thou woful welcomer of Glory. 
Anme. Adieu, poor Soul, that tak ſt thy leave of it. 
Durch. Go thou to Riahmond, and good Fortune guide 
thee, [To Dorſet. 
Go thou to Richard, and good Ange ls tend thee, [To Anne, 
So thou to Sanctuary, and good Thoughts poſſeſs thee, 
[To the Queen. 8 
Ito my Grave, where Peace and Reſt! ye with me, 
Eighty odd Years:of Sorrow: have Iſeen,  , 
And each Hours joy wrack'd with 4 Week of teen 
Queen. Stay, yet look back, with me, unto the Tower. 
Pity. you ancient —— thoſe tender Babes, = 
Whom Envy hath immur'd within your Walls, 
Rough Cradle for ſuch little pretty ones, | 
Rude ragged Nurſe, old ſullen Play- fellow, H 
For tender Princes; uſe my Babies well; 
So * Sorrow bids your Stones fare wel Exe 


SCENE u.. v 


TR” EY ALAN: © 2 


? 

Flouri Trumpets. Enter Glouceſter As "Buckin WIE 
oh 75 ham, Catesby, Ratcliff and King, | * Gol 

K. Rich. Stand all apart Couſin of Buckingham Ane 
Buck. My gracious Soveraign, - | K 

EK. Riab. Give me thy Hand. Thus bigh by thy advice, P 

And thy aſliſtance, is Kin Richard ſeated : K 

But ſhall we wear theſe G ories for a Day? | Boy. 
Or Hall they laſt, and we rejoice in them? _ The 

Buck. Still live they, and for ever let them laſt. No 1 

K. Rich,” Ah Buckingham now do | play the Touch, Hat! 
To try if thou be current Gold indeed: And 

Young Edward lives — think now what I would ſpeak. - | 
| ow 


q 2 on, my loying Lord. 
7 q X. Rich St 


„ — — — 
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R. Rich, Why, Buckingham, I ſay 1 would be Ki 
Buck. Why ſo you are, my thrice renowned Lo 
K. Rich, Hatam l King? 'dof0——but Edwardlives — 
Buck. True, noble Prince. 
K.Rich. O bitter Conſequence! 
a That Edward ſlill ſhould live True noble Prince. 

* Couſin, thou waſt not wont to be ſo dull. 

Shall 1. be plain? I wiſh the Baſtards dead, 

And I would have it ſuddenly perform'd. 


= What ſay'ſt thou now? ſpeak. ſuddenly, be brief. 

ſet Buck. Your Grace may do your Pleaſure. | 

* K, Rich. Tut, tut, thou art all Ice, thy kindneſs freezes: 
8 Say, have I thy conſent, that the . ſhall die? 

* Buck, Give nA ſome little breath, ſome pauſe, dear Lord, 


Before I poſitively ſpeak in this: 
I will reſolve you herein preſently, [Exit Buckingham. 
Cateſ. The King is angry, fee he gnaws his Lip. 
* K. Rich. I will converſe with Iron-witted Fools, 
And unreſpective Boys; none are for me, 
That look into me with conſiderate Eyes, 


High· reaching Buckingham grows ä 
Bo | 


J. 
Page. My Lord. 
K. Rich, Know'ſt thou not any, whom corrupting Gold 
Will tempt unto a cloſe exploit of Death? | 
Page. I know a diſcontented Gentleman, 
ing: Whoſe humble means match not his haughty Spirit: 
Gold were as um as twenty Orators, 4 
And will, no tempt him to any thing, 
K. Rich. What is his Name ? 
ice Page. His Name, my Lord, is Tirrel. 
: R. Rich. | pat know the Man gn call bs hither; 
Bo [ Exit, 


1 


The deep revolving witty Buckingham, 
No more ſhall be the Neighbour to my Counſels. 
Hath he ſo long held out with me untir'd, 
And ſtops he now for Breath? Well, be it fo. 
ik. Enter Stanley. 
| How now, Lord Stanley, what's the News ?| 


Rich, Stan. Know, my loving Lord, the Marquis Dore, 
Vor. V. D. 
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As I hear, is fled to Richmond, 
In the Parts where he abides. 

K Rich. Come hither, -Carezby, Rumor it abroad, 
That Ame, my Wife, is very grievous Sick; 
I will take order for her keeping cloſe, 
Inquire [will marry firaght to Clirmce Da | 
Whom I will marry t to Clarence Daughter: 
The Boy is fooliſh, and I fear not him. 
Look how thou dream'ft—1 fa again, give out, 
That Ame my Queen is fick, and like to die. 
— it; 1 — it — much upon = 

o w wth may me. 
I — — to wy Brother's B Dau — | 
Or elſe my Kingdom ftands on brittle G 
Murther her Brothers, and then marry her! 
Duacertain way of gain. But I am in 

So far in Blood, that Sin will plack on Sin, | 
v  Tear-falling Pity dwells not in this Eye, 
Enter Tirrel. 


Is thy Name Tirrel? 

Tir. Fames Tirrel, and your moſt obedient Subject. 

X. Rich, Art thou indeed? 

Nr. Prove me, my gracious Lord. 

K. Rich. Darit thou reſolve to dil Friend of mine? 
But I had rathor kill toro Enemies | 
EK. Rich. Why thn thou halt ic; rv deep Enemies 
Foes to my Reſt, and my feet 
Are they that I would have thee 
Tirrel, mean thoſe Baſtards in the Be: 
ir. r i 
And ſoon Ell rid the fear of them. 

. Rich. Thou ſing'ſt ſweet Muſick: 
Hark, come hither Tirrel, | In 
Go by this token; riſe, 8 DUhiſpert. 
There is no more but ſo; ſay it is done, 1 | 
And 1 will love thee, and prefer thee for it. | 

Tir, I will diſpatch it ſtraight. a [Exit. 


Bart. My Lord, Thur clirs amy min, . 
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That late Requeſt that you did found me in. | 
K. Rich. Well, let that reſt; Dorſet is fled to Richmond. 
Buck, 1 hear the News, my Lord. 
K. Rich. Stanly, „ trays well, look untoit. 
Buck. My Lord, I claim the Gift, my due by Promiſe, 
For which your Honour and your Faith is pawn'd. | 
Th' Earldom of Hereford, and the 
Which you have promiſed I ſhall poſſeſs. 
K. Rich. Stanly, look to your Wife; if ſhe convey , 
Letters to Richmond, you ſhall anſwer it. 
Buck. What ſays your Highneſs to my juſt requeſt? 
K. Rich, 1 do remember me, Henry the Sixth 
Did Propheſie, that Richmond ſhould be King, 
When Richmond was a little peeviſh Boy. 
A King perhaps. | 
Buck. May it pleaſe you to reſolve me in my Suit. 
K. Rich. Thou troubleſt me, Iam not in the Vein, [ Exit. 
Buck, And is it thus? repays he my Service | 
With ſuch contempt? made I him King for this? 
DO let me think on Haſtings, and be gone | 
To Brecnock, while my fearful Head is on. [Exit 
8 Enter Tirrel. 
Tir. The tyrannous and bloody Act is done, 
The moſt Arch-deed of piteous Maſſacre 
That ever yet this Land was gull of: 
Dighton and Forreſt, whom I di flibern 
To do this piece of ruthful , 
Albeit they were fleſht Villains, bloody p 
Melted with Tenderneſs, and mild Compaſſion, 
Wept like to Children, in their deaths fad St 
O . quoth —— lay ied gentle Babes, 
Thus, thus, quoth Forreſt, girdling one another 
Within their Alablaſter innocent : | 
Their Lips were four red Roſes on a Stall, 74 
And in their Summer Beauty kif#'d each other. 
wn n 
6 Which once, qu Forreſt, almoſt chang'd mind 
+ But oh the — the Villain n 
* When Dighton thus told on, we ſmothered 
The moſt repleniſhed ſweet Work of Nature, 
5 22 „ 
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That from the prime Creation e er ſhe framed, 
Hence both are gone with Conſcience and Remorſe, 
They could not ſpeak, and fo I left them both, 
To bear theſe Tydings to the bloody King 
Dnter King Richard. 
And here he comes. All health, my Sovereign Lord. 

K. Rich. Kind Tirrel — am I happy in thy News? 
Air. If to have done the 2 you gave in charge 
Beget your bappineſs, be happy then, 

For it is done. 

K. Rich. But did'ſt thou ſee them dead? 

Tir. I did, my Lord. | * 

K. Rich. And buried, gentle Tirrel? 5 

Tir. The Chaplain of the Tower hath buried them, 
But-where, to fay the Truth, I do not know. ' 
EX. Rich. Come to me Tirrel ſoon, ſoon after Supper, 
When thou ſhalt tell the proceſs of their Death. 
Mean time—— but think how 1 oy do thee good, 
And be Inheritor of-thy deſire. | 15 
Farewel till then. W 22 

Tir. I humbly take my leave. 

K Rich. The Son of Clarence have I pent up eloſe, 
His Daughter meanly have I match'd in Marriage, 
The Sons of Edward ſleep in Abraham's Boſom, 15 
And Ame my Wite hath | bid this World good * 
Now, for I know the Briton Richmond aims = 
At young Elizabeth my Brother's Daughter, 

And by that knot looks proudly on the Crown, 
To her gol, a Jolly _—_— Wooer. - 


Enter Ratcliff. 

Kat. My Lord. 

K Rich. Good or bad News, that thou Cdn oblun ntly? 

Rat. Bad News, my Lord, Morton is fled to ; 
And Buckingham, backt with the hardy Welſmmen, . 

Is in the Field, and ſtill his Power encreaſeth. 

R. Rich. ty with Richmond troubles me mere near, 
Than Buckingham and his raſh levied Strength. = 
Come, I have learn d that fearful commenting 
Is leaden Servitor to dull delay, 
Delay leads impotent and Snail'd- pac'd * 


Then 
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Then fiery Expedition be my Wing, 

Fove's Mercury, and Herald for a King: 

Go muſter Men; my Council is my Shield, 

We muſt be brief, when Traitors brave the Field, [Ex#" 


SCENE IL 


Eurer Queen Margaret. 
©. May. So now Proſperity begins to mellow, . 
And drop into the rotten mouth of Deatid; 
Here in theſe Confines lily have I lurkt, 
To watch the waining of mine Enemies. 
A dire InduQtion am I witneſs to, | 
And will to France, hoping the 8 
Will prove as bitter, black and tragical. 
Wichdraw thee wretched Margaret, who comes here ? 
Enter Dutcheſs and Queen. 


| Queen. Ah my poor Princes! ah my tender Babes! 


My unblown Flowers, new appearing Sweets: 
It yet your gentle Souls fly in the Air, 
And be not fixt in doom perpetual, 
Hover about me with your airy Wings, 
And hear your Mother's Lamentation. | ; 
_ ©. Mar. Hover about her, fay, that right for right 
Hath'dimm'd your infant Morn' to aged Night. 
Dutch. So many miſeries have craz d my Voice, 
That my woe · wearied Tongue is ftill and mute. 
Edward Plantagenet, why art thou dead? 
2. Mar. Plantagenet doth quit Plantagenet, 
Edward for Edward pays a dying Debt. 1 
un Wilt thou, O God, fly from ſuch gentle Lambs; 
And throw them in the Intrails of the Wolf? | | 
Why didſt thou fleep when ſuch a Deed was done? 
2. Mar, When Holy Henry dy'd, and my ſweet Son. 
Dutch, Dead Life, blind Sight, poor mortal living Ghoff, 
Woes Scene, Worlds ſhame, Graves due, by Life uſurpt, 
Brief abſtra& and record of tedious Days, 
Reſt thy unreſt on England's lawful Earth, 
Unlawfully made drunk with innocent Blood. 
Queen. — | orapdehrait | 
3 : 
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As thou canſt yield a melancholly Seat; 
Then would 1 hide my Bones, not reſt them here. 
Ab.who hath any cauſe to mourn but we? 
©. May. If — — Sorrow be moſt reverent, 
Give mine the benefit of Signeury; 
And let my Griefs frown on the upper hand, 
Tf Sorrew can admit Society. 
I had an Edward till a Richard kill'd him: 
I had a Husband till a Richard kill'd him: h 
Thou had'ſt an Edward, till a Richard kill'd him: 
Thou had'ſt a Richard till a Richard kill'd him. . 
Dutch. 1 had a Richard too, and thou didſt kill him : 
J had a Rutland too, thou holp'ſt to kill him. 
 _ ©. Mar. Thou hadſt a Clarence too, and Richard ki him. 
From forth the kennel of thy Womb hath _— 
A Hell- hound, that doth hunt us all to Death: 
That Dog, that had his Teeth before his Eyes, 3 
To worry Lambs, and lap their gentle Blood; _ 
That foul defacer of God's handy-work, 
That reigns in gauled Eyes of weeping Souls: 
That excellent grand Tyrant of the Earth, * 
Thy Womb let looſe to 2 us to our Graves. 
O upright, juſt, and true fing God, 85 
How i * carnal Cur + * 
Preys on the Iſſue of his Mother's Body, | # 
And makes Her, Pue-fellow with others moan. 
Dutch, Oh Harry's Wife, triumph not in my woes: 
God witneſs with me, I have a, 6 for thine. 
. Mar. Bear with me: I am hungry for revenge, 
And now cloy me with beholding it. 1 
Thy Edward, he is dead that killd n my Edward. _ 
The other Edward dead, to my Edward: & 
.* Young Jork, he is but rc h both they __ 
ou d not the bi h perfection of my Loſe. 
Thy Clarence he is that ſtab d my "Edward; 
= __ bebolders of this frantick 4 ' 
"adulterate Haſtings, Rivers, V Gray, 
Uatimely ſmother'd in their — Fs, 4 
Richard Ye t lives, Hell's black Intelli 
Only 0 their Factor to "e Souls, 
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Where be thy two Sons? wherein doſt thou joy ? 
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And ſend them thither: But at hand, at hand 
Inſues his piteous and unpitied End. 


Earth gapes, Hell burns, Fiends roar, Saints pray, | 


o have him ſuddenly convey'd from hence: 
cel his Bond of Life, dear God, I pray, 


That 1 may live and fay, the Dog is dead. 


Queen, O thou didſt Propbefie the time would come, | 
That 1 ſhould wiſh for thee to help me Curſe . 
That bottel'd Spider, that foul bunch - back d Toad. 
. May. Icall'd thee” then, vain flouriſh of my Fortune: | 
I call'd thee then, poor ſhadow, painted Queen, 


The Repreſentation of but what I was; 
One bear des high to be hurl'd down below: 


The flattering lodex of a direful Pageant, © 7 | 
| 
| 


A Mother only mock d with two fair Babes; 


A dream of what thou waſt, a gariſh Flag 
To be the aim of ev'ry dang'rous Shot; 


A fign of Dignity, a Breath, a Bubble; 


A Queea in Jeſt; only to fill the Scene. 
Where is thy Husband now ? where be thy Brothers? 


Who ſues and kneels, and ſays, God ſave the Queen? 
Where be the bending Peers that flatter'd thee : 


| Where be the thronging Troops that follow'd thee ? 


Decline all this, and ſee now what thou art. 

For happy Wife, a moſt diſtreſſed Widow; 

For joytul Mother, one that wails the Name; 
For one being ſu'd to, one that humbly (ues ; 
For Queen, a very Caytiff crowa d with Care; 
For ſhe that ſcoru d at me, now ſcarn d of me; 
For ſhe being fear d of all, now fearing one; 
For ſhe co ing all, abey d of none. 

Thus hath the courſe of Juſtice whizFd about, 
And left thee but a very prey to Time, | 
Having no more but thought of what thou waſt, 
To torture thee the more, being what thou art. 
Thou didft uſurp my Place, and doſt thou not 
Uſurp the juſt-praportian of my Sorrow? 

Now thy proud Neck bears half my burthen'd Yaak, 
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And leave the Burthen of it all on thee. +8 
Farewel York's Wife, and Queen of fad Miſchance, 
Theſe Engliſh Woes ſhall make me ſmile in France. 

Queen. O thou well skill'd in Curſes, ftay a while, 
And reach me how to curſe mine Enemies. 


2. Mar. Forbear to fleep the Night, and faſt the Day: 


dead Happineſs with living Woe ; 
Thin that thy Babes were ſweeter than they were, P 
And he that tore them fouler than he is: 
Bett'ring * loſs makes the bad Cauſer worſe, 
Revolving this, will teach thee how to curſe. 
ueen. 2 Words are dull, O quicken them with thine. 
F Mar. Thy Woes will make them ſharp, - 
And Pierce like mine, [Exit M 
Datch. Why ſhould Calamity be full of Words? 
en. Windy Attorneys to their Client $ weuy: 
Airy ſucceeders of inteſtine Joys, 
Poor breathing Orators of Miſeries, 
Let them have ſcope, tho' what they will impart 
Help nothing elſe, yet they do eaſe the Heart. 
Dutch. If ſo, then be not Tongue- ty d; go with me, 
And in the breath of bitter Words, let's ſmother | 
My damned Son, that thy two ſweet Sons ſmother d. 
The Trampet ſounds, be copious in Exclaims. | 
* Enter King Richard and his Train. 
K. Rich. Who intercepts me in my Expedition? 
Dutch. O ſhe. that might have intercepted thee, 
By ſtrangling thee in her accurſed Womb, 
From all the flaughters, Wretch; that thou haſt done. 
ueen. Hideſt hou that Forehead with a Golden Crown, 
Where ſhould be branded, if that right were right, 
The laughter of the Prince that ow'd that Crown, 
And the dire death of my poor Sons and Brothers. 
Tell me, thou Villain-ſlave, where are my Children? 
Dutch. Thou Toad, thou Toad, 
Where is thy Brother Clarence? 
And little Ned Plantagenet his Son? 
Queen, Where is the gentle Rivers, Vaughan, Gray? 
Dutch. Where is kind Haſtings ! 
K. Rich. A flouriſh, W frike Alarum, Drums: 
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„ RIc HARD III. 
Let not the Heay'nis hear theſe Tall ale Women 
Rail on the Lord's Anointed. Strike, I ſay. | 
[ Flowriſh Maru. - 


Either be tient, and intreat me fair, 
Or with the clamorous report of War 
Thus will I drown your Exclamations. 
Dutch. Art thou my Son? 
K. Rich. Ay, I thank God, my Father, and your ſelf. 
Dutch. Then patiently hear my Impatience. _ 
K. Rich, Madam, I have a touch of your „ 
That cannot brook the accent of 2 | 
Dutch. O let me ſpeak.” 
K. Rich. Do then, but I'll not hear. 
Dutch. I will be mild and gentle in my Words. | 
K. Rich. And brief, good Mother, for I am in haſte. 
Dureh. Art thou ſo haſty? I have ſtaid for thee, 
God knows, in Torment and in Agony. - 
R. Rich. And came I not at laſt to comfort you? 
Dutch. No, by the holy Rood, thou know'ſt it * 
Thou cam'ſt on Earth to make the Earth my Hell. 
A grievous burthen was thy Birth to me, 7 
Tetchy and way ward was jel Infancy; 
Thy School-days Ee deſperate, wild and furious. 
Thy prime of Manhood, dari vgs bold and venturous: 
Thy Age confirm'd, proud, ſubtle, {ly and bloody, . | 
More mild, but yet more harmfal, kind in hatred: 
What comfortable hour can't thou name, 
That ever grac'd me with thy Company? / 
K. Rich, Faith none but Humphry Hower, 
That call'd your Grace 
To breakfaſt once, forth of m Company... 
If I be ſo diſgracious in your Eye, * 
Let me march on and not offend PR, . 


strike the Drum | © 
Dutch. I prithee hear me ſpeak. (9817 = 
X. Rich. You ſpeak too * | 15 Was i 


- Dutcb. wr me a Word, ' 
or 1 men ain; 
K. Rich. So. 5 
Duck Ter un wi ef by God's jut Ones, 
Ere 


— 
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Ere from this War thou turn a Conqueror; 
Or 1 with Grief and extream Age ſhall periſh, 
And never more behold thy Face again. 
Therefore take with thee my moſt grievous Curſe, 
Which, in the Day of Battel, tire thee more, 
Than all the compleat Armor that thou wear'ſt. 
My Prayers on the adverſe Party fight, 
And there the little Souls of Edward's Children 
5 Whiſper the Spirits of thine Enemies, 
And promiſe them Sueceſe and Victory. - 
Bloody thou art, bloody will be thy end: | 
Shame ſerves thy Life, and doth thy Death Attend. Exit. 
Queen. Tho far more Cauſe yet much leſs ppirit to curſe 
Abides in me, I ſay Amen to ber. | 
. Rich. Stay, Madam, I muſt talk a Word with you, 
] have no more Sons of the Royal Blood 
Lang l _y 8 2 — for my Daughters, Richard, 
| be praying Nuns, not weepi ueens; 
* denier to hit 3 * 
K. Rich. Nou have a Daughter call d Elizabeth, 
Virtuous and Fair, Royal and Gracious. | 
Hom: And muſt ſhe die for this? O let her live, 
And — her Manners, ſtain her Beauty, 
Slander my ſelf as falſe to Edward's Bed: 
Throw over her the Vail of Intamy, | 
So ſhe may live unſcarr'd of bleeding Slaughter, 
I will confeſs ſne was not Edward's Daught@. 
. Rich. Wrong not ber Birth, ſhe is a | Princeſs. 
ween, To ſave her Liſe II lay ſhe is m ſo. 
K. Rich. Her Life is ſafeſt only in her Bu h. 
Vac And only in that ſafety dy'd her Brothers. 
K. Rich. Lo, at their Birth good Stars wefe oppoſite, 
Queen. No, to their Lives ill Friends weke contrary. 
X. Rich. All unavoided is the doom of Deſtiny. 
Queen True; when avoided Grace makes Deſtiny, 
My Babes were deſtin d to a fairer Dearh, 7 
If Grace had bleſt thee with a fairer Life. 
K. Rich. You ſpeak as if chat 1 had ſlain my Couſins? 
ev. Couſins indeed, and by their Und cozen'd, 
Ot Comfort, Kingdom, Kindred, „ 
15 up * oſe 
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Whoſe Hands ſoever lanced their tender Hearts, 
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Thy Head, all IndireQly, gave DireQian. 


No doubt the murd'rous Knife was dull and blunt, 


Till it was whetted on thy Stone-hard Heart, 
To revel in the Intrails of my Lambs. 
But that ſtill uſe of Grief makes wild Grief tame, 
My Tongue ſhould to thy Ears not name my Boys, 
Till that my Nails were anchor d in thine Eyes; 
And I in ſuch a deſp rate Bay of Death, 
Like a Bark of Sails and Tackling reft, 
Ruſh all to Pieces an thy Rocky Boſom. 

K. Rich. Madam, fo thriye I in my Eaterprize, 


And dangerous ſucceſs of bloody Wars, 


As I intend more good to you and yours, 

Than ever you or yours by me were harm'd. | 
Queen. What good is cover'd with the Face of Heay'n, 

To be diſcaver'd, that can do me good? . 
K. Nich. Th' Advancement of your Children, gentle Lady. 
Queen. Up to ſome Scaffold, there to loſe their Heads, 
. Rich. Unto the dignity and heighth of Fortune, 

The high Imperial Type of this 's Glory. 
Queen. Flatter my Sorrow with. report of it; 

Tell me, what State, what Dignity, what Honour 

Canſt thou deviſe to any Child of mine? | 
K. Rich. Evin all I have; ay, and my ſelf and all, 


Will 1 withal eadow a Child of thine: 


So in the Lethe of thy angry Soul 

Thou drown the fad remembrance of thoſe Wrongs, 

Which thou ſuppoſeſt I have done to the. 
ween. Be brief, leſt that the proceſs of thy kindneſs 

Laſt anger teling, than thy kindneſs 

K. Rich. Then know, 

That from my Soul I love thy 


My Daughter's Mother thinks it with her Soul, 


FT Rich, What do you think f 


ueen. That thou doſt love my Daughter from thy Soul. 
= thy Soul's love didit thou loye her Brothers, 
And from my Heart's love, I do thank thee for it. 
K. Rich, Be not ſo haſty to,confound my meaning; 
1 mean, that with my Soul I love thy Daughter had 


& 


, 
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And do intend to make her Queen of England. 


Queen. Well then, who doſt thou mean ſhall be her = 


K. Nich. Eyen he that makes her Queen ; 
Who elſe ſhould be? 

Queen. What, thou! 

K. Richi Even ſo; how think you of it? 

Queen. How can't thou woo her? 

K. Rich. That I would learn of you, 
As one being beſt acquainted with her Humour, 

ueen. And wilt thowlearn of me? 4 
. Rich, Madam, with all my Heart. 


N 3 
Wan e 


ueen. Send to her, by the Man that flew berrothers 


A pair of bleeding Hearts; thereon ingrave 
Edward and York, then haply will ſhe weep; * 
Therefore preſent to her, as ſometime Margaret 
Did to thy Father, t in Ratland's Blood, ' 
A Handkerchief; which, ſay to her, did drain - - 
The purple ſap from her ſweet Brothers Nec ; 2 
And bid her wipe her weeping Eyes withal. 
If this Inducement move her not to Love, 
Send her a Letter of thy Noble Deeds; | 46308 
Tell her, thou madeſt away her Uncle Clarence, 
Her Uncle Rivers; ay, and for her ſake, ' 
Madeſt quick Conveyance with her good Aunt Amme 
X. Rich. You mock me, un ry 2 is not 7 "ny 
To win your Daughter. 
een. There is no other way, if 
Unleis thou could'ft put on ſome other Shape, 
And not be Richard, that hath done all this. 7 5 
K. Rich. Say, that I did all this for love of „ 
Leen. Nay then indeed ſhe cannot chuſe but hate thee, 
Having bought love with ſuch a bloody Spoil. ' 
KX. Rich. Look; what is done, cannot be now r 
Men ſhall deal unadviſedly ſometimes, | 
Which after-hours give leiſure to repent of. * 
If I did take the Kingdom from your Sons, 0 


To make amends, TH give it to your Daughter: 10 


If I have kill'd the Iſſue of your Womb, | 5 
75 quicken your encreaſe I will beget f 
Minc Lide of your blood, upon your Daughter: 


p? 
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A Grandam's name is little leſs in lore, f 
Than is the doting Title of a Mother; 

They are as Children but one ſtep below, ety 
Even of your Metal, of your very Blood: Mo 


Of all one pain, fave for a Night of Groans 
Endur'd of her, for whom you bid like Sorrow, 


| Your Children were Vexation to your Youth, 


But mine ſhall be a Comfort to your Age. 

The loſs you have is but a Son being King, 

And by that loſs your. Daughter is made Queen. 
I cannot make you what amends I would, 
Therefore accept ſuch kindneſs as I can. 
Dorſet, your Son, that with a fearful Soul 

Leads diſcontented Steps in Foreign Soil, 

This fair Alliance quickly ſhall call home 

To high Promotions and great Dignity. 


The King that calls Jour eauteous Daughter Wife, , 
t 4 A 


Familiarly ſhall call thy Dorſet Brother: 

Again ſhall you be Mother to a King; 

And all the ruins of diſtreſsful Times, 

Repair'd with double Riches of Content. 

What? we have many goodly Days to ſce: 

The liquid drops of Tears that you have ſhed 

Shall come again, .transform'd to. Orient Pearl, 

Advantaging their Love with Intereſt | 

Oftentimes double gain of Happineſs. = 

Go then, my Mother, to thy Daughter, go, | 

Make bold her baſhful Years with your Experience, 

Prepare her Ears to hear a Wooer's Tale,  * 

Put in her tender Heart th' aſpiring flame 

Of golden Sovereignty ; acquaint the Princeſs 

With the ſweet filent hours of Marriage Joys; 

And when this Arm of mine hath chaſtiſed 

The petty Rebel, dull-brain'd Buckingham, 

Bound with triumphant Garlands will I come, 

And lead thy Daughter to a Conqueror's. Bed; 

To whom I will retail my Conquelt won, 

And ſhe ſhall be ſole Victreſs, Cæſar's Cæſar. | 
en. What were I beſt to ſay, her Father's Brother 


Or 


Would be her Lord? or ſhall I fay, her Uncle? 
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Or he that ew her Brothers? and her Uncles? | 
Under what Title ſhall I woo for thee, 

That God, the Law, my Honour, and her Love, 
Can make ſeem pleaſing to her tender Years? 


X. Rich, Iufer fair England's Peace by this Alliance. 
Queen. Which ſhe ſhall purchaſe with ftill laſting War. 
E. Rich, Tell her, the King, that may command, intreate, 

| Sn That, at her Hands, which theKing's King forbidw 
K. Rich, Say, ſhe ſalt be x high and mighty Queen. 

e 


Queen. To yail the Title, as her Mother doth. 
K. Rich. Say, I will love her eyerlaſtingly. 
Queen. But how Jong ſhall that Title ever laft? 
K. Rich, Sweetly in force, unto her fair life's end. 


K. Rich, As long as eay'n and Nature lengthens it, 


But how long, fairly, ſhall her ſweet Life laft? 


een: As long as Hell and Richard likes of it. 5 
ich. Say, I, her Sovereign, am her Subject low. 
unn. But ſhe, your Subject, loarhs ſuch In 

Be eloquent in my behalf to her. 
An honeſt Tale Goods beſt, being plainly told. 


XK: Rich. Then, plainly, to her tell my loving Tale. 


. Plain and not honeſt, is too harſh a Stile. 


E Rich. . Your Reaſons are too ſhallow, and too quick; 


| en. O no, my Reaſons are too deep and dead; 
To deep and dead, poor Infants in their Graves, | 
* on it ſtill I, till Heart-ftrings break. | 
by my Cop not on that String, Madam, that is vaſt, : 
Now . 9 , my Garter, and my Crown—— 
F difhonour'd, and the third uſurp'd. . 
K. Rich. I Prof 


een. By nothing, for this is no Oath: 
Thy George _— bath loft his lordly Honour, 
Thy Garter b pawn'd his king} 'Virtue, 
Crown ufurp' 0. alfarac' his Ki oth ory 
4— 3 would . be a 
— then by ſomething that * "Tp 
K. Rich; Then by m a 1 6 | 
ueen. ,Thy fe is ſelf. miſus cc. | 
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ween. "Tis full of th Wrongs. 
on. My Father's For flats 
een, Th, Life hath it diſhonour'd. 
ch. W y then, by Heavin—— 
Queen Heav'n's Wrong is moſt of all: + 
If thou didſt fear to break an Oath with him, 
The Unity the King my Husband made 
Thou hadſt nat — Fai nor my Brothers dy d. 
= thou hadſt fear d to break an Oath by bim, 
Imperial Metal, circling now thy Head, _ 
Had gra the tender Temples of my Child, 
th the Princes bad been breathing here, 
Which now two tender Bed-fellows for duſt, 
Thy broken Faith hath made the prey for Worms: 
What canſt thou ſwear by now? 
K. Rich. The Time to come. 
Je en. That thou haſt wronged in the time der. paſt: 
For 1 my ſelf have many Tears to waſh 


Hereafter Time, for time · paſt, wrong'd by thee, 


The Children live, whoſe Fathers thou bal 3 
Ungovern d Youth, to wail it with their A 
The Parents live, whoſe Children thou haſt itcher'd, 
Old barren Plants, to wail it with their Age. 
Swear not by Time to come, for that thou haſt 
Miſus'd ere us'd, by times ill us d ofer-paſt. 

K. Rich. As I intend to proſper, and repent; 
So thrive I in my dangerous Affairs 
Of hoſtile Arms; My ſelf, my ſelf confound, 
Heaven and Fortune bar.me happy Hours, | 
Day yield me not thy Ay nor Night thy Reſt, 
Be mb all Planets o 
To my proceeding, if wi our 7 E Love, 
Immaculate Devotion, holy Thoughts, 
I tender not thy beauteous Princely Daughter. 
In her conſiſts. my Happineſs and thine; 
Without her, follows to my ſelf and thee, 
Her ſelf, the Land, and many a Chriſtian Soul, 
Death, Deſolation, Ruin, and 
It cannot be avoided, but by this; 
It will 28 M 
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Therefore, dear Mother, I muſt call you fo, 
Be the Attorney of my Love to her | 
Plead what I will be, not what I have been; 
Not my Delires, but what I will deſerve: 

oy the neceſſity and ſtate of Times; 
And be not peeviſfh found in great Deſigns. 
ween. Shall I be tempted of the Devil thus? 

K. Rich, Ay, if the Devil tempt you to do Food: 

Queen. Shall I forget my ſelf to be my ſelf? 

K. Rich. Ay, if your ſelf's remembrance wrong your ſelf. 

en. Yet thou didſt kill my Children. 

K.Rich, But in your Daughter's Womb I bury them; 
Where in that Neſt of Spicery they will breed | 
Selyes of themſelyes, to your recomforture. 

Queen. Shall I go win my Daughter to thy Will? 

K. Rich. And be a happy Mother by the Deed, - 
Queen. I go, write to me very ſhortly, | 
And you ſhall underſtand from me her mind, [Exit Queen. 

K. Rich. Bear her my true Loye's kiſs, and ſo fare wel 
Relenting Fool, and ſhallow-changing Woman. 
How now, what News? 

Enter Ratcliff, 

Rat. Moſt mighty Sovereign, on the Weſtern Coaſt 
Rides a puiſſant Navy: To our Shores YN 
Throng many doubtful hollow-hearted Friends, 
Unarm'd, and unreſoly'd to beat them back. © 
*Tis thought, that Richmond is their Admiral: 

And there they hull, expecting but the aid 
Of Buckingham, to welcome them aſhore. 
K. Rich. Some light-foot Friend poſt to the Duke of Nor- 
Raccliff, thy ſelf, or Catesby; where is he? [ folk. 
Cateſ. Here, my good Lord. 
K. Rich, Catesby, fly to the Duke. | 
Cateſ 1 will, my Lord, with all convenient hafte. 
EK. Rich. Ratchff, come hither, poft to Salisbury, 
When thou comeſt thither — Dull unmindful Villain, 
| | | Io Catesby. 
Why ſtay'ſt thou here, and go'ſt not to the Duke ? 
Cateſ. Firſt, mighty Lis tell me your Highneſs pleaſure, 
What from your Graoe I ſhall deliver to him, = 
k. R 


2 


of Rt CHAR D III. 89 


k. Rich. O true, good Catezby—bid him levy firaight 
The greateſt — Power that he can make, ; 
And meet me ſuddenly at Salisbury. N 

Cateſ. 1 80. | | | 1 LEExis. 

Rat. What, may it pleaſe you, ſhall I do at Salisbury? 

K. Rich. Why, what would'ſt thou do there before I go? 

Rat. Your Highneſs told me I ſhould poſt before. 

K. Rich. My Mind is chang'd —— | 

| Enter Lord Stanley. 
Stanley, what News with you? ; . 

Stan. None, good my Liege, to pleaſe you with the hear- 
Nor none ſo bad, but well may be reported. ſing, 

X. Rich. Hoyday, a Riddle, neither good nor bad: 
What need'ſt thou run ſo many Miles about, 

When thou may'ſt tell thy Tale the neareſt way? 
Once more, what News? 

Stan. Richmond is on the Seas. | 4 » 

K Rich. There let him fink, and be the Seas an him, 
White-liver'd Run-a-gate, what doth he there? ü 

Stan. I know not, mighty Sovereign, but by gueſs. 

K. Rick, Well, as you guels. A | 

Stan. Stirr'd up by Dorſet, Buckingham, and Morton, 

He makes for England, here to claim the Crown. 

K. Rich. Is the Chair empty? is the Sword unſway'd? 

Is the King dead? the Empire unpoſleſs'd ? 

What Heir of York is there alive, but we? 

And who is England's King, but great York's Heir? 
Then tell me, what makes he upon the Seas? 

Stan. Unleſs for that, my Liege, I cannot gueſs. _ 

K. Rich. Unleſs for that he comes to be your Liege, 
You cannot gueſs wherefore the Welch-man comes. 
Thou wilt revolt, and fly to him, I fear. | 

Stan. No, my good Lord, therefore miſtruſt me not. 

K. Rich. Where is thy Power then to beat him back? 
Where be thy Tenants, and thy Followers? 

Are they not now upon the Weſtern Shore, | 
Safe conducting the Rebels from their Ships? 

Stan. No, my good Lord, my Friends are in the North. 

K. Rich. Cold Friends to me: what do they in the North, 
When they ſhould ſerve their Sovereign in the Weſt? 

% Stan. 
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Sean. They have not been commanded, mighty King; 
Pleaſerh your Majeſty to give me leave, , 
ml walter up my Friends, and meet 1 
Where, and what time your Majeſty ſhall pleaſe. 
K. Rich. Ay, thou would'ſt be gone, e with Nich. 
Dut n nor truſt thee. end: 
Stan. Moſt mi Sovereign, 
You have no ca 2 70 hold my Friendſhip doubtful, 
I never was, nor never will be falſe. 
K. Rich. Go then, and muſter Men; but leave behind 
Four Son George Stanley: Look your Heart be firm, 
Or elſe his Head's affurance is but frail. 
Stan. So deal with him, as I prove true to you. 


WI” Stanley. 


- Enter 4 Meſſenger. Ye 
M/ My gracious Sovereign, now in Devonſhire, 
As I * e am bree er 
Sir Edward Conrtney, and the haughty Prelate, 
Biſhop of Exeter, his elder Brother, F 
With uy more Confederates are in Arms. 
Enter another Meſſenger. 
Aeſ. In ewe, my Liege, the Guildford are in Arm, 
And every hour Competitors 
Flock to the Rebels, and their Power ." was ſtrong. 
Ver another Meſjen 
1 the Army of 2 inghanm —— 
K. Out on ye, Owls, — Soap of Death, 
[Ho ts frike him. 
There take thou that, till thou bring better News, 
Meſ. The News I have to tell our Majefty, 
Is, that by ſudden Floods, and fall of Waters, 
Buckingham's Army is diſpers d and ſcatter'd, 
And he himſelf wandred away alone, 
No Man knows whither. 
K. Rich, I cry thee Mercy; 
There is my Purſe, to cure that Blow of thine, 
Hath any well adviſed Friend proclaim'd 
Reward to him that brings the Traitor in? 


%% Such Proclamation hath been made, my Lord. 


0g; 


ath, 


Het 


Sir Gilbert Talbot, Sir William Stanley, 
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Me. Sir Thomas Lovel, and Lerd Marqueſs Dorſer, 

'Tis ſaid, my Liege, in Torkſhire are in Arms; | 
But this good comfort bring I to your Hi 

The Britain Navy is diſpers'd by Tempeſt, 

Richmond in Dorſetſhire Ent out a Boat 

Unto the Shore, to ask thoſe on the Banks, 

If they were his Aſſiſtants, yea, or no? | 
Who anſwer'd him,-they came from Buckingham 
Upon his Party; he miſtruſting them, 

Hois'd Sail, and made his Courſe again for Britain, 

K. Rich. March on, march on, fince we are up in Arms, 
If not to fight with Foreign Enemies, h 
Yet to beat down theſe Rebels here at Home. 

Cateſ. My Liege, the Duke of Buckingham is taken, 
That is the beſt News; that the Earl of Richmond 
Is with a mighty Power landed at Mitford, 

Is colder News, but yet it muſt be told. 

K. Rich. Away towards Salisbury; while we reaſon here, 
A Royal Battel might be won and loft: 
Some one take order that Buckingham be brought + 
To Salisbury, the reſt march on with me, [Exenm. 


SCENE w. 


Enter Derby, and Sir Chriftopher. 
Derby. Sir Chriſtopher, tell Richmond this from me, 


. 
. 


That in the Sty of the moſt deadly Boar, 


My Son George Stanley is frankt up in hold: 

If I revolt, off goes young George's Head, 

The fear of that holds off my preſent Aid. 

So get thee gone; commend me to thy Lord. 

Withal ſay, that the Queen hath heartily conſented 

He ſhould eſpouſe Elizabeth her Daughter. 

But tell me, where is Princely Richmond now ? 
Chriſ At Pembrook, or at Hertford Weſt in Wales. 

What Men of Name reſort to him? 

Ohriſ. Sir Walter Herbert, a renowned Soldier, 


Oxford, 
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Oxford, redoubted Pembrook, Sir Fames Blunt, 

And Rice ap Thomas, with a valiant Crew, 

And many other of great Name and Worth: 

And towards Londen do they bend their Power, 

If by the way they be not fought withal. _ | 
Derby. Well, hye thee to by Lord: I kiſs his Hand, 

My Letter will reſolve him of my Mind. 

Farewell. . [ Exeunt. 


— 


N — 


ACT v. SCENE IL. 


Enter the Sheriff, and Buckingham with Halbards led to 


Execution. 


But. WI not King Richard let me ſpeak with bim 
Sher. No, good my Lord, therefore be patient. 


Duck. Haſtings, and Edward's Children, Gray and Rivers, 


Holy King Henry, and thy fair Son Edward, 
Vaughan, and all that have miſcarried 
By under-hand coriupted foul Injuſtice, 
if that your moody diſcontented Souls, | 
Do through the Clouds behold this preſent hour, 
Even for revenge mock my Deſtruction. 
This is AlL Souls Day, Fellow, is it not? 
Sher. It is. . k 
Buck. Why then All-Souls Day is my Body's Doomſday. 
This is the Day, which in King Edward's time 
I wiſht might fall on me, when I was found 
Falſe te his Children, and his Wife's Allies. 
This is the Day wherein I wiſht to fall 
By the falſe Faith of him whom meſt I truſted, 
This, this All- Souls Day to my fearful Soul, 
Is the determin'd reſpite of my Wrongs : 
That high All-ſeer, which I dallied with, 
Hath turn d my feigned Prayer on my Head. 
And given in earneſt, what I begg'd in jeſt. 1 
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hüte doth be force the Swords of wicked Men 

Jo turn their own points in their Maſters Boſoms. 

Thus Margaret's Curſe falls heavy on my Neck: | 

* When he, quoth ſhe, will ſplit thy Heart with Sorrow, 

* Remember Margaret was a Propheteſs: 
Come lead me, Officers, to the Block of Shame, 
Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of blame. 

| | [Exeunt Buckingham with Officers, 


SCENE II. 


Enter Richmond, Oxford, Blunt, Herbert, and others, 
with Drum and Colours. 


Richm. Fellows in Arms, and my moſt loving Friends, 
Bruis'd underneath the Yoak of Tyranny, | 
Thus far into the Bowels of the Land, 

Have we marcht on without Impediment; 

And here receive we from our Father Stanley, 
Lines of fair Comfort and Encouragement: 

The wretched, bloody and uſurping Boar, . 

That ſpoil'd our Summer-Fields, and fruitful Vines, 
Swills your warm Blood like Waſh, and makes his Trough 
In your embowell'd Boſoms ; This foul Swine 

Is now even in the Center of this Iſle, | 

Near to the Town of Leiceſter, as we learn: 

From Tamworth thither, is but one Day's march. 
In God's Name cheerly on, couragious Friends, 
To reap the Harveſt of perpetual Peace, 

By this one bloody trial of ſharp War. 

Oxf. Every Man's Conſcience is a thouſand Men, 
To fight againſt this guilty Homicide. 

Herb. 1 doubt not but his Friends will turn to us. 

Blunt. He hath no Friends, but what are Friends for fear, 
Which in his deareſt need will fly from him. 

Richm. All for our vantage, then in God's Name march, 
True hope is ſwift, and flies with Swallow's Wings, 
Kings it makes Gods, and meaner Creatures Kings. 

| LExeunt. 


% | Enter 


* 
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Enter King Richard in Arms, with Norfolk, Ratcliff, and | 
the Earl of Surrey. 5 4 
R. Rich. Here pitch our Tent, even here in Bofworth-field, (W 


My Lord of Surrey, why look you ſo ſad? Hi 
Sur. My Heart is ten times lighter than my Looks. 80¹ 
E. Rich. My Lord of Norfolk. 4 . 
Nor. Here, moſt gracious Liege. SW 
E. Rich, Norfolk, we muſt have knock: Aue 


Ha, muſt we not? N 
Nor. We muſt both give and take, my loving Lord. Anc 
E. Rich. Up with my Tent, here will I lye to Night, a 


But where to Morrow ?-----well all's one for that. Cor 
Who hath deſcry'd the number of the Traitors ? * Let 
Nor. Six ar {even thouſand is their utmoſt Power. Inte 
K. Rich. Why our Battalia trebles that account: | 
Befides, the King's Name is a Tower of Strength, * 4 
Which they upon the adverſe Faction want. X 
Up with the Tent: Come, Noble Gentlemen, +. 
Let us ſurvey the yantage/of the Ground, 8 K 
Call for ſome Men of ſound Direction: | Give 
Let's lack no Diſcipline, make no delly, Wha 
For, Lords, to Morrow is a buſie Day, [. And 
Emer Richmond, Sir 1 — Brandon, Oxford, and C. 
Dorſet. 


Richm. The weary Sun hath made a Golden ſet, 
And by the bright Tract of his Car, | 
Gives token of a goodly Day to Morrow. | 
Sir William Brandon, you ſhall bear my Standard: 
Give me ſome Ink and Paper in my Tent; 

I'll draw the Form and Model of our Battel, 
Limit each Leader to his ſeveral , 
And part in juſt rtion our ſmall Power, 
My Lord of Oxford. 1 you Sir William Brandon, 
And you Sir William Herbert ſtay with me; 

The Earl of Pembrook keeps his Regiment; 
Good Captain Blunt, bear my good Night to him, 

And by the ſecond hour in the Morning, | 

Deſire the Earl to fee me in my Tent. } 
Yet one thing more, good 9 do for me: 
Where is Lord Staniey quarter d, do you know? 


un 


* 


\ Rat. My Lord. 
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| 
Blunt. Unleſs I have miſta en his Colours much, 

(Which well I am aſſur d I have not done) , 

His 4 1 232 22 

South from t ighty Power of the King. 
Richm. If —— eril it be poſſible, 4 

Sweet Blunt, make ſome good means to ſpeak with him, 

And give him from me this moſt needful Note. | 
Blunt. Upon my ſelf, my Lord, Vll undertake it! 1 

And ſo God give you quiet reft to Night. 1 
Richm. Good Night, good Captain Blunt. N 

Come, Gentlemen, i 1 

Let us conſult upon to- Morrow's Buſineſs; 

Into my Teat, the Dew is raw and cold. be | 

[They withdraw into the Tens, 1 

Enter King Richard, Ratcliff, Norfolk and Catesby. | 
. Rich. What is t a Clock? 

Catesby. It's Supper time, my Lord, it's nine a Clock. 
K. Rich. I will not Sup to Night, 

Give me ſome Ink and Paper: | 

What, is my Beaver eaſier than it was? 

And all my Armour laid into my Tent? | 
Catesby, It is, my Liege; and all things are in readineſs, 
K. Rich, Good Norfolk hye thee to thy Charge, 

Pſe careful Watch, chuſe truſty Centinels. 

Nor. I go, my Lord. | 
R. Rich. Stir with the Lark to-Morrow, gentle Norfolk. 

Nor. I warrant you, my Lord. 8 [Exit» 

K. Rich. Rateliff. 


K. Rich. Send out a Purſuivant at Arms 
To Stanley's Regement; bid him bring his Power 
Before Sun- riſing, leſt his Son George fall 
Into the blind Cave of eternal Night. 
Fill me a Bowl of Wine; give me a Watch: 
Saddle white Surrey for the Field to-Morrow: 
Look that my Staves be ſound, and not too heavy. 
Ratcliff------ | 
Rat. My Lord? | 


R. Rich. Saw ſt thou the melancholy Lord Northumberland? 


W 


2 


| Who prays continually tor Richmond's 
So much for thar. 
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Rat. Thomas the Earl of Surrey, and himſelf, 
Much about Cock-ſhut time, from Troop to Troop | 
Went through the Army, cheering up the Soldiers. 

K. Rich. So I am fatisfy'd; give me k Bow of Wine, 
I have not that alacrity of Spirit, 

Nor cheer of Mind that I was wont to have. 
Set it down. Is Ink and Paper ready? : "0 
Rat. It is, my Lord. [> 
K. Rich. Bid my Guard watch. Leave me.. 
Razcliff, about the mid of Night come to my rent, 
And help to Arm me. Leave me, I ay, [Exit Ratcliff 
| Enter Derby 9 Richmond in his Tent. 
Derby. Fortune and Victory fit on thy Helm. 
* Rich, All cotnfort that the dark Night can afford, 
Be to thy Perſon, noble Father-in-Law, 
Tell me, how fares our noble Mother? 
Derby. 1, by Attorney, blefs thee from 57 wude, 


The ſilent Hours lon” Se ,* 
And flaky Darkneſs breaks within the Eaſt.” nb ©1 3 
In brief, oy ſo the Seaſon bids us be, a 
es ode Battel early in the Morning. el 4 | 
An pur-th Fortune to th Arbitrement : 
Of bloody Stroaks, and mortal ſtaring War: . . 
I, as I «fy (that which 1 would, 1 cannot) * 
With beſt advantage will deceive the tine. 
And aid thee in this doubtful ſhock of Arms.” 
But on thy fide I may not be too forward. 
Leſt being ſeen thy Brother, tender George © 
Be executed in his Father's Sight. 


Farewel; the leiſure, and the fearful time 


Cuts off the ceremonious Vows of Love, 

And ample enterchange of ſweet Diſcourſe, | 

Which 115 o long ſundred Friends ſhould dwe!! e 

God give us leiſure for theſe rites of Love. 

Once more Adieu, be valiant, aud ſpeed well. 

Richm. Good Lords, conduct him to his n 

T1! ſtrive, with troubled Noiſe, to take a Nap, 

Left leaden lumber poize me down to-Morrow, 
oo” I ſhould mount with Wings of VIEW 7: 8 
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Once more, good Night, kind Lords and Gentlemen. 
. good p Exeunt. Manet Richmond: 

O thou, whoſe Captain I account my felt, 
Look on my Forces with a gracious bye: Etre 
Put in their Hands thy bruiſing Irons of wrath, 
That they may cruſh down, with a heavy fall, * 
Th' uſurping Helmets of our Adverſaries. 
Make us thy Miniſters of Chaſtiſement, 
That we may praiſe thee in thy Victory: 
To thee I do commend my watchful Soul, 
Ere I let fall the Windows of mine Eyes: 25 
Sleeping, and walking, oh defend me ſtill, [Sleeps. 

Enter the Ghoſt of Prince Edward, Son to Henry the Sixth. 

Ghoſt. Let me fit heavy on thy Soul to morrow: 

| | bt 90 ID K. Rich. 
Think how thou ſtabb'dſt me in the prime of Youth 
At Tewksbury; deſpair therefore, and die. 
Be cheerful, Richmond for the wronged Souls [ToRichm, 
Of butcher'd Princes fight in thy behalf: 
King Henry's iſſue, Richmond, comforts thee. 
| Enter the Ghoſt of Henry the Sixth, 

Ghoſt, When 1 was mortal, my anointed Body 


| | | [To K. Rich. 
By thee was punched full of holes; 4 
Think on the Tower, and me; deſpair, and die. 
Henry the Sixth bids thee deſpair, and die. 
Virtuous and holy, be thou Conqueror.  [ToRichm, 
Harry, that propheſied thou ſhould'ſt be King, 
Doth comfort thee in ſleep; live thou and flouriſh. 
Enter the Ghoſt of Clarence. 

Ghoſt. Let me fit heavy on thy Soul to morrow; 
| | [Iv K. Ricky 
J that was waſh'd to death in Fulſom Wine, 
Poor Clarence, by thy guile betray'd to death: | 
To morrow in the Battel think on me, 
And fall they edgleſs Sword; deſpair and die. 
Thou Off. ſpring of the Houſe of Lancaſter, [To Richm! 
The wronged Heirs of Tork do pray tor thee, 
Good Angels guard thy Battel, live and flou iſh. 
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Sleep Richmond, ſleep in Peace, and wake in 7 
Good Angels guard thee from the Boar's annoy, 
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Enter the Ghoſts of Rivers, Gray, and Vaughan: * 
Riv. Let me fit heavy on thy Sou! to morrow, 
[To K. Rich; 
Rivers, that dy'd at Pomfret: Deſpair, and die. | 
Gray. Think upon Gray, and let thy Soul deſpair. 
| [TD K. Rich. 
Vaugh. Think upon Vaughan, and with guilty fear 


. [To X. Rich. 
Let fall thy Launce, deſpair and die. 
All. Awake, | I Richm. 
And think our wrongs in Richard's Boſom | 
Will conquer. Awake, and win the Day. 
Enter the Ghoſt of Lord Haſtings. | 
Ghoſt, Bloody and guilty ; guilty, awake; [To K. Rich. 
And in a bloody Battel end thy Days, 
Think on Lord Haſtings; deſpair and die. 
Quiet untroubled Soul, awake, awake. [To Richm. 
Arm, fight, and er, for fair England's ſake. 
Enter the Ghoſts of the two young Princes. 
Ghoſts. Dream on thy Couſins ſmother d in the Tower: 
. [To K. Rich, 
Eet us be laid within thy Boſom, Richard, A 
And weigh thee down to ruin, ſhame, and death. 
Thy Nephews Souls bid thee deſpair and die. 


To Richm, 


Live, and beget a happy race of Kings. 
Edward's unhappy Sons do bid thee flouriſh. 
Enter the Ghoſt of Anne his Wife. 
Ghoſt. Richard, thy Wife, that wretched Anne, thy Wife, 
„That never ſlept a quiet Hour with thee, [Ie X. Rich, 
Now fills thy Sleep with perturbations, 


To morrow in the Battel think on me, 


And fall thy edgleſs Sword, deſpair and die. 
Thou quiet Soul, ſleep thou a quiet Sleep: [ Io Richm. 
Dream of Succeſe, and nappy Victory, 
Thy Adverſaries Wife do pray for thee. 
; Enter the Ghoſt of Buckingham. 
_ Ghoſt, The firſt was I, that help'd thee to the Crown: 
3 : (ok Rich. 
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The laſt was I, that felt thy Tyranny. 
O, in the Battel think on Buckingham, 
And die in terror of thy Guiltineſs. | 
Dream on, dream on, of bloody Deeds and Death, 


Fainting deſpair ; 2 pic d thy breath. 


I dy'd for hope, ere I could lend thee aid [To Richm: 
But cheer thy Heart, and be thou not diſmay'd : 
God and good Angels fight on Richmond's ide, | 
And Richard fall in height of all his Pride. [The Ghoſts vaniſh. 
[X. Richard ſtarts out of his Dream. 
R. Rich. Give me another Horſe, bind up my Wounds: 
Have mercy, Jeſu Soft, I did but dream. | 
O coward Conſcience! how doſt thou afflict me? 
The Lights burn blue ls it not dead 7 5 61 a— 
Cold fearful Drops ſtand on my trembling Fleſh: * 
What ? do I fear my ſelf? There's none elſe by, 
Richard loves Richard, that is, I am I. | 
Is there a Murtherer here? No; Yes, I am: SY 
Then fly hat from my ſelf? Great reaſon; why ? 
Leſt I revenge, What? my {lf upon my ſelf ? 
Alack, I love my ſelf. Wherefore? For any good 
That I my ſelf have done unto my ſelf? | 
O no. Alas, I rather hate my lelf . 
For hateful Deeds committed by my ſelf. 
I am a Villain; yet I lie, I am not. | 
Fool, of thy fag ſpeak well Fool, do not flatter: 
My Conſcience hath-a thouſand ſeveral Tongues, 
And every Tongue brings in a ſeveral Tale, 
— every _ 8 me for a Villain; 
erj ry, in the high*& degree, it 
Morkor- ſtern Murther, in the dir'ſt degree, 
All ſeveral Sins, all us d in each degree, 
Throng all to the Bar, crying all, Guilty, guilty; 
I ſhall deſpair, ber ut Creature loves me, 
And if I die, ng Soul ſhall pity. me. 7 
Nay, wherefore ſhould they? ſince that I my ſelf ' 
Find in my {elf no pity to my (elf, - _ .. | 
Methought, the Souls of all that 1 had murther'd 
Came to my; Tent, and every, one did threat 


To morrows Vengeance 9p ihe bend of e 
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Euter Ratcliff. 51 * | 8-4" it 
Rat. My Lord. © * . 2 
K. Rich. Who's there? * 
Rat. Ratcliff my Lord, tis I; che early Village Cock 
Hath twice done Salutation to the Morn; T4 
Your Friends are up. and buckle on their Armour. 
K. Rich. O Ratcliff, I fear, I fear — 
Rat. Nay, good my Lord, by not afraid of ſhadows. 
K. Rieh. By the Apoſtle Paul, Shadows td nignt 
Mine ſtruck more terrour to che Soul of „ 
Than can the ſubſtance of ten thouſand Soldiers | 
Armed in proof, and led by ſhallow mich. 
*Tis not yet near Come, go with me, 
Under our Tents; l play the Wera flier, 
To hear if any Mean to ſhrink fromme. 
[Exennt K. Richard and: Rateliff, 
Enter the Lords to Richmond ſitting in hi Tens. 
Tords. Good morrow, Richmond. 
Richm, Cry you mercy, Lords, and Ha Gente 
men, 197.4 1 
That you have ta*en a tardy Shuggard heres” 
Lordi. How have you ſlept, my Lord? PIN 
Richm. The ſweeteſt Sleep, and faireſt wg Dream, 
That ever entred in a drowſie Head, me 
Have I fince your departure had, my [ Lotdsl IgHtY & 71's 
Methought their Souls, whoſe Bodies Richabd: een 
Came to my Tent, and eried on Victory. © 
I promiſe you my Heart is very Jocund,” > —_ 
In the remembrance of ſo fair a Dream. gr 
How far into the Morning is it; Lords? ek or 1 ; 
Lords. Upon the ſtroak o . Nö * N „ade 
Richm, Why then tis küche to Alt, fo) Be direction. 
More than 1 have ſaid, loving Country I e «+ 
The leiſure arid pun of ale r W413; 72 | 
Forbids to dwell u Da be 0 11 
God, and our go Gia e, fight upon Gur te dul vr Yd 
The Prayers ot holy Saints, zud wronged Souls;” 
Like high rear'd'Bulwarks, ſtand befo vie Facts. 9 1 
Richard except, thoſe whom wir fight again; 


| Had rather have us win, n ** not © 
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For, what is he they follow? Truly Gentlemen, 

A bloody Tyrant, and a Homicide: | 

One rais'd in Blood, and one in Blood eftabliſh'd; 

One that made means to come by what he hath, _ 
And ſlaughter d thoſe that were the means to help him; 
A baſe foul Stone, made precious by the foil 


Of England's Chair, where he is falſely ſet. 


One that hath ever been God's Enemy; 

Then if you fight againſt God's Enemy, 

God will in juſtice ward you as his Soldiers. 

If you do ſwear to put a Tyrant down, 

You ſleep in Peace, the Tyrant being lain: 

If you do fight againſt your Countries Foes, | 
Your Countries Fat ſhall pay your pains the hire. 
If you do fight in ſateguard.of your Wives, 

Your Wives ſhall welcome home the Conquerors. 

If you do free your Children from the Sword, 


Four Childrens Children quits it in your Age. 


Then in the Name of God and all theſe rights, 
Advance your Standards, draw your willing Swords. 
For me, the ranſam of my bold attempt, | 
Shall be this cold Corps on the Earth's: cold face. 
But if T'thrive, the gain of my attempt, 
The leaſt of you ſhall ſhare his part thereof. 
Sound Drums and Trumpets boldly, and chearfully, 
God, and Saint George, Richmond, and Victory! 
Enter King Richard, Ratcliff, and Catesby. 

= Rich. What ſaid Northumberland, as touching Rich- 
mond? nc 55 ih | | "a 

Rat. That he was neyer trained up in Arms. 1 

K. Rich. He ſaid the truth; and what ſaid Surrey then? 

Kat. He ſmil'd and ſaid, the better for our purpoſe. 

K. Rich. He was in the right, aud fo indeed it is. 
Tell the Clock there. | [Clock ſtrikes, 
Give me a Kalender who {aw the gun to Day ? 

Rat. Not I, my Lord, | | 7 

K. Rich. Then he diſdains to ſhine; for, by the Book, 
He ſhould have brav'd the Eaſt an Hour ago | 
A black Day it will be to ſome body, Ratcliff. 

Rat. My Lord. | | 

K. Rich. The Sun will not be ſeen to day; 

E 3 The 
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The Sky doth frown and lowre upon our Army — 
I would theſe dewy Tears were from the Ground —— 
Not ſhine to day? why what is that to me 
More than to Richmond? for the ſelf-ſame Heav'a 
That frowns on me, looks ſadly upon him. 
Enter Norfolk. - 
Nerf Arm, arm, my Lord, the Foe vaunts in the Field! 
K. Rich, Come, buſtle, buſtle—— Capariſon my Horſe, 
Call up Lord Stani, bid him bring his —_— 
1 will lead forth my Soldiers to the Plain, 
And thus my Battel ſhall be ordered, N 
My Fore ward ſhall be drawn in len geb, 4 
Conſiſting equally of Horſe and Foot $40 
Our Ard That be placed in the Ns. 1 
Fohn Duke of Norfolk, "Thomas Earl of Swrrey, ? | 
— — bave the leading of the Foot and Horſe: ' 
TT thus directed, we will follow 97: Y 
e main Battel, whoſe puifſance on either fide 
Shall be well winged with our chiefeſt Horſe: 
2 St. George to boot. What think thou, Norfolk? 
ood Direction, warlike Sovereign 
This Gun I on my Tent this Mourning. Lee a Scrowl. 


E. of Norfolk, be nor fo bold, esd, 
| ickon thy Maſter i; or and fla.” © 


. Rich. A thing deviſed by the Enem 
Go Gentlemen, every Man to his ww 

Let not our babling Dreams affright our * 
For Conſcience is a Word that Cowards uſe, 
Devis'd at firſt to keep the ſtrong in awe, 1 

Our ſtrong Arms be our Conſcience, Swords our un 
March on, Join bravely, let us to't mel, 
If not to Heay'n, then hand in hand to Hell. 
What ſhall 1 ſay more than J haye inferr d? 
Remember whom you are to cope withal, 

A fort of Vagabonds, Raſcals, Runaways, N 
A ſcum of Britains, and baſe Lackey-Peaſants, 
Whom their o er · cloyed W vomits forth. 
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To deſperate Adventures, and afſur'd Deſtruction. 

You ſleeping ſafe, they bring you to unreſt: | 
You having Lands, and bleſt with beauteous Wives, 
They would reſtrain the one, diſtain the other. 

And who doth lead them, but a paltry Fellow ? 

Long kept in Britain at our Mother's Coſt, 

A milk-ſop, one that never in his Life 

Felt ſo much Cold, as over Shooes in Snow 

Let's whip theſe Stragglers o'er the Seas again, 

Laſh hence theſe over-weening Rags of France, 

Theſe famiſh'd Beggars, weary of their Lives, 

Who, but for dreaming on this fond Exploit, 

For want of means, poor Rats, had hang'd themſelves. 
If we be conquer'd, let Men conquer us, | 
And not thoſe Baſtard- Britams, w our Fathers 
Have in their own Land beaten, bbb d and thump'd, 
And on Record, left them the Heirs of Shame. 

Shall theſe enjoy eur Lands? lye with our Wives? 
Raviſh our Daughters ? [Drum afar off. 
Hark, I hear their Drum, 

Right Gentlemen of England, fight 2 Yeomen, 
Draw, Archers, draw your Arrows to the Head. 


Spur your proud Horſes hard, and ride in Blood, 


Amaze the Welkin with your broken Staves. 
PET. Enter a Meſſenger. 

What ſays Lord Stanley, will he bring his Power? 

Meſ. My Lord, he doth deny to come. 

XK. Rich. Off with his Son George's Head. 
Nor. My Lord, the Enemy is paſt the Marſh; 
After the Battel let George Stanley dye. 

K. Rich. A thouſand Hearts are great within my Boſomi 
Advance our Standards, ſet upon our Foes, 
Our ancient word of Courage. fair St. George, 
Inſpire us with the Spleen of fiery Dragons: 
Upon them, Victory fits on our Helms.  [Exeon. 

Alarum, Excurſions. Enter Catesby. 

Cateſ. Reſcue, my Lord of Norfolk, Reſcue, Reſcue: 

The King enacts more Wonders than a Man, 


\ Daring an Oppoſite to every Danger: 


His Horſe is {lain, and all on foot he fights, 
ER K 4 Secking 
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Seeking for Richmond in the throat of Death: p 
Reſcue, fair Lord, or elſe the Day is loſt. 5 
Alarum. Enter King Richard. 

R. Rich, A Horſe, a Horſe, my Kingdom for a Horſe. 

Cateſ. Withdraw, my Lord, [1 help you to a Horſe. 

R. Rich. Slaye, I have ſet my Life upon a lb! 10 
And I will ſtand the hazard of the Die 
I think there be fix Richmonds in the Field, 3 
Five have L lain to Day, inftead of him. x 
A Horſe, a Horſe, my Kingdom for a Horſe, ” 


Alarums, Enter King Richard and Richmond, they 22 
Richard is ſſain. 


Retreat, and Flowriſh. Enter Richmond, Derby bearing 
the Crown, with divers other Lords. 


en Gcdand your Arms be prais d, VieteriousFriend ; 
IS Day is ours, the bloody Dog is dead. 
Derby. Couragious Richmond, well haſt thou rcquitthee: 
Lo, here theſe long uſurped Royalties, 5 
From the dead Temples of this bloody Wretch, 
Have 1 pluckt off, to grace thy Brows withal, 
Wear it, and make uſe of it. 

Richm. Great God of Heaven, ſay Amen to all. | 
But tell me, is young George Stanley living ? v1 
Derby. He is, m y Lord, and fafe in Leiceſter Wen 
Whither, it you pleaſe, we may withdraw us. | 
5 What Men of Note are ſlain on either Side? 

br. Je ohn Duke of Norfolk, Walter Lord Ferris, 

Sir 2 rakenbury, and Sir William Brandon. 
Rich. Inter their Bodies as becomes their * 

Proclaim a Pardon to the Soldiers fled, | 

That in Submiſſion will return to us: 

And then, as we have ta en the Sacrament, 

We will unite the White Roſe, and the Red. _ 

Smile Heay'n upon this fair Conjunction, 

That long hath frown'd upon their Enmity : 

What Traitor hears me, and ſays not Amen? 

England hath long been mad, and ſcar d her ſelf; 

The Brother blindly ſhed the Brothers Blood; 

Is 3 raſhly — his own Son; 


- 
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The Sons, compell'd, been Butchers to the Sire: 


All this divided York and Lancaſter, 

Divided, in their dire Diviſion. 

O now let Richmond and Elizabeth, 

The true Succeeders of cach Royal Houſe, 

By God's fair Ordinance, conjoin together: 

And let their Heirs, God, if thy Will be fo, 

Enrich the time to come, with ſmooth-fac'd Peace, 
With ſmiling Plenty, and fair proſperous Days. 

Abate the os of Traitors, Gracious Lord, 

That would reduce theſe bloody Days again, 

And make poor England weep in ſtreams of Blood. 

Let them not liye to tafte this Land's encreaſe, 

That would with Treaſon wound this fair Land's Peace. 
Now Civil Wounds are ftopp'd, Peace lives again; 

That ſhe may long live here, God ſay, Amen, ¶ Exeunt. 
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_ Dramatic 5 Perſone | 


KING Henry . Eighth, 1 


Cardinal A his firf N a Fa: 
vourite. 1 5 | 
Cranmer, Archbiſhop f Canterbury 
Dake of Norfolk. 5 oY 
Date of Buckingham. 
Dake of Suffolk. | 

Earl of Surrey. 

Lord Chamberlain, 

Cardinal Campeius, the Pope's a 22 
.Capucins, Ambaſſador from the Emperor Charles 

the Fifth. | 

Gardiner, Biſhop of Wincheſter. f, 
Lord Abergavenny. © ” 77 
Lord Sands. | 
Sir Henry Guildford. Are Fo 
Sir Thomas Lovell. { >, 90 \ 

Sir Anthony Denny. by 
Sir Nicolas Vaux. fe 95 

Cromwell, firft apa to Welk nue, te 
_ the King. 

Griffith, Gentleman Lager to Queen Katherine? | 
Three Gentlemen. 
Dr. Butts, Phyfcian to the King. 
Surveyor to the Duke of 1 ci 
eee eee ee 


= 
wards. Divorc d. 


Anne Bullen, belov'd by the King, and afterwards 


married to him. | 
' And old Lady, Friend to Ae Bullen. | 
Patience, ws Cf the R to 'o Queen Ka- 
therine. 


Several * Heer in the d 
Shews. Women attending upon the Queen. Spi. 
rits which. appear to her. Scribes, ane, Guards, a 


And other Attendants. 
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PROLOGUE 


Come wo more to make you laugh ; Things now, 
That bear # Weighty, . Serious Brow, 
Sad, high, e For agate 
Such Scenes, 4s _— the Eye to you, 
e now preſent. Thoſe that can Pity, here 
May, if they think it well, let fall a Tear, 
2 will deferve it. Such — give 
ont 0 
Moy ber Ju Tk 6. eee, | 
Only a ſhow or two, and fo agy 
The Play may paſs: If they be fill, and willing, 
TI undertake may ſee away their Shilling 
Richly in two ſhort Hours. Only they 5 
om e bawdy Play, 
NA Or to ſee a Fellow 
Motley Coat, guarded with Yellow, 
— U 8 2 2 For, gentle Hearers, know 
To rank our choſen Truth with ſuch a ſhow - 
A. Fool, and Fight is, beſide forfeiting 8 
Our own Brains, and the Opinion that we bring 
To make that only true we now intend, 
„ Friend. 
Ther goodneſs ſake, and as you are known 
The firſt "a Kaner Hearers of the Town, - 
Be ſad, as we would make ye. Think ye ſet 
The very Perſons of * _ Story 
As they were Living: Thin ono chem Gly, 
2 lbw'd with the Fara Throng, and ſweat J 
ſand Friends ; then, in a moment, ſie 
9 this Mightinefs meets Miſery, -  \ 
And if you can be merry then, I'll ſay, 5 
e e 


1H 


A CT . SCENE I. 
1 ode Dake erben den Die As the other, the 
Duke of Buckingham, and the Lord Abergavenny.. | 


BUCKINGH AM. 


000 morrow,and well met. How have 
since laſt we ſaw y in France? ¶ ye done 
Nor. | thank your Grace: 
Res Healthful, and ever lincea fed adam 
[of what I ſaw there. 
—X Buck. An untimely Ague 
— Staid me a Priſoner in my Chamber, 

Thoſe Sons of Glory, thoſe two Lights of Men [when 
Met in the vale of Ardres. 

Ner. Twixt Gwynes and Ardres, ' 
I was then preſent, ſaw them lalute on Horſe-back, 
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Bebeld them when they lighted, how they lung 

In their Embracement, a8 they grew together 

Which had they, what four Thron d ones could have weigh d 

Such a compounded nee 231.20 

Buck. All the whole time >: 

11 6925 my Chamber's Priſoner. 

Nor. Then you loſt : 
The view of carthly Glory: Men might ſay > 
"Till this time Pomp was fingle, but now married 

To one above it ſelf. Each following da 
Became the next Day's Maſter, *cil-the aſt = 
Made former Wonders, its. To day the French, 

All Clinquant, all in Gold, like Heathen Gods © 4 
Shone down the Engliſh; and to morrow, they . 

Made Britain, India: Every Man that ſtood,  . 

Shew'd like a Mine. Their Dwarfiſn Pages were 
As Cherubins, all gilt; the Madams too, 

Not us d to toil,” did almoſt ſweat to ber 
The Pride upon them, that their very labou. 
Was to them as a Painting. Now this Mask | 
Was cry'd incomparable; and th enſuing night 

Made it a Fool, and Beggar. The two — 
Equal in luſtre, were now beſt, now worſt, 

As preſence did gene them; him in Eye, 
Still him in praiſe; and being preſent both; _ 
*T'was faid they ſaw but one, and no Diſcerner 

Purſt wag his Tongue in cenſure. When theſe Suns, 
For ſo they phraſe em, by their Heralds, challeng'd 
The noble Spirits to Arms, they did perform 
Beyond thought's compaſs, that former fabulous Story 
Being now ſeen poſſible enough, got credit 

That Bevis was beliey c. oe 8 

- "Buck, Oh, you go far. . 1 

Nor, As I belong to worſhip, and aſſect, 
In Honour, Honeſty, the tract of ey'ry thing 
Would by a good Diſcourſer loſe ſome life, 

Which Actions ſelf was Tongue to. 
Buck. All was Royal, | | 

To the diſpoſing of it nought rebell'd, 

Order gave each thing view. The Office did 
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Diſtinctly his full Function; who did guide, 
1 mean who ſet the Body and the Limbs 
Of this great ſport. together, as you gueſs? 
Nor. One certes, that promiſes no Element 
In ſuch a Buſineſs. | 
Buck. I pray you, who, my Lord? - i del! 
Ner. All this was order d by the good Diſcretion 
Of the right Reverend Cardinal of York. f 14 
Buct. The Devil ſpeed him: No Man's Pye is freed 
From his ambitious Finger. What had he 
To do in theſe fierce Vanities? I wonder | 
That ſuch a Ketch can with his very Bulk \P 
Take up the Rays o'th' Beneficial Sun, L 
And keep it from the Earth. 
Nor. Surely, Sir. | | 
There's in him ſtuff that puts him to theſe Ends: 
For being not propt by Anceſtry, whoſe Grace 
Chalks Succeſſors their way; nor call'd upon 
For high Feats done to th' Crown ; neither Allied- 
To eminent Aſſiſtants; but Spider like | 
Out of his ſelf- drawn Web; O! gives us note, | 
The force of his own merit makes his way, _ 
A Gift that Heav'n gives for him, which buys 
A place next to the King. re 
Aber, 1 cannot tell * I. 
What Hcav'n hath given him; let ſome graver Eye 
Pierce into that: but I can ſee his Pride r 
Peep through each part of him; whence has he that, 
If not from Hell; the Devil is a Niggard, | 
Or has given him all before, and he begins 
A new Hell in himſelf. _ 6” 67 
Buck. Why the Devil, n yo" F 
Upon this French going out, took he upon. him, 
Without the privity o'th' King, rappoint 
Who ſhould attend on him? he makes up the File 
Of all the Gentry; for the moſt part ſuch 
To whom as great a Charge as little Honour. 
He meant to lay upon; and his own Letter. 
The Honorable Board of Council out 
Muſt fetch him in,fhe Papers. 
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Aber. I do know | | 

238 of mine, three at the leaſt, that Eu en 
this ſo ficken'd their Eſtates, that never \ 

They ſhall abound, as formerly, 

Buck. O many 2 : 
Have broke their Backs with la Manors on em 
For this Journey. What did this great Vanity 
But miniſter Communication of f 


A moſt poor Iſſue. 08 | 7 
Nor. Grievingly, I think, Whe 
The Peace between the French and us no values 9 Se 
The Coſt that did conclude it. W 
Buck. Every Man, Se 
After the hideous Storm that follow'd, | You 
A thing inſpir'd, and not conſulting, broi — 8 | I 
Into a general Propheſie; that this Tempeſt, And 

Daſhing the Garment of this Peace, ed 
The ſudden breach ont. ms B. 
Nor. Which is budded out: 5 | Have 
For France hath flaw'd the League, and ath — Not 
Our Merchants Goods at Bourdeau nx. Out- 
Aber. Is it therefore 1 N 
Th' Ambaſſador is ſilenc d? i Ack 
Nor. Marry is't. | Whi 
Aber. A oper Te of Peace, an unnd B. 
At a ſuperfſuous rate. Matt 
Buck. Why all this buſineſs 1 Me : 
Our Reverend Cardinal carricd. j | He b 
Nor. Like it your Grace, If 
| The State takes notice of the private Difference N 
I Betwixt you and the Cardinal. I adviſe you | And 
1 (And take it from *. Heart that wiſhes towards you Wha 
I Honour, and J that you r L 
| The Cardinals Malice, and his. Potency A ful 
| Together: To canſider further, that Self- 
What his high Hatred would aſſect, war not Can 
A Miniſter in his Power. You — his de. | As e 

That he's revengeful; and I know, his Sword 

Hath * edge : It's long, and t may be ſaid, And, 


It rea „ and where *twill not * | This 
| Þ Thithe 
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Thither he darts it. Boſom up my Counſel, 
You'll find it wholſome. Lo, where comes that Rock 


That I adviſe your ſhunning. 


Enter Cardinal Wolſey, the Purſe bern before him, certain of 
the Guard, and two Secretaries with Papers; the Cardinal 
in his paſſage fixeth his Eye. on Buckingham, and Buck: 


ingham an him, both full diſdain. 


Mol. The Duke of Buckingham's e. Ha? 
Where's his Examination ? 
Secr. Here, ſo pleaſe you. 
Mol. Is he in Perſon ready? 
Secr. Ay, an't pleaſe 
Your Grace. 
Mol. Well, we ſhall then W more, f 
And Buckingham ſhall leſſen his big Loo. 
( Exeunt Cardinal with bis Tra: = 
Buck, This Butcher's Cur is yenome mouth'd, and I 
Have not the power to muzzle him, therefore beſt 
Not wake bim in his lumber, A Beggar's Boo 
Out-worths a Noble's Blood. 
Nor. What, are ou chaf d? Ns Nats 
Ack God for Tein CG rhat's th' appliance 2 
Which your Diſeaſe requires. 
Buck. I read in's Looks 
Matter againſt me. and his Eye revil'd 
Me as his abject Object, at this inſtant * 
He bores me with fome Trick, he's 5 gone to thi Kingt | 
III follow and out- ſtare bim. | 
Nor. Stay, my Lord, | 
And let your Reaſon with your  Choler queſtion 
What *tis you go about; to climb ſteep Hills 
uires {low at firſt. Anger is like 
A full- hot , Who being allow'd his 
Self-mertle tires him: — a Man in Eng 
Can adviſe me, like you: Be to your al, 
As you would to your Friend. 
Buck, III to the King, 
And, from a mouth o Honour, quite cry down 
This Iefmich Fellow's laſolence, or proclaim, X U 


+ 
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There's difference/in no Perſons. 51 2 2 
Nor: Be advis'dz HOT 
Heat not a Furnace for your Foe fi hot- * 
That it do ſinge your felt, We may out. run an 
By. violent ſwiftneſs, that which we run at:: 
And loſe by. over-running: Know you not, 
The Fire that mounts the Liquor till't run o'r, | 
| In ſeeming to augment it, waſtes it: Be adv; we 
I ſay again, there is no Engliſh Soull 
More ſtronger to direct you than your ſelf, 11 
If with the ſap of Reaſon you would — ne 
Or but allay the fire of Paſſion. W sg 
Buck. Sir, 1 
I am thankful to you, and I'll go ang 0 10 Y 
By your Preſcription; but this top-· proud nas WV 
Whom from the flow of Gall 1 — hgh + 
From. ſincere Motions, by intelligence, 
And proofs as clear as Founts in July. whea 
We ſee each grain of Gravel, I do know 3 | | 
To be corrupt and treaſonous. a1 2 10 vol: 
Nor. Say not, treaſonous. 
Back. To th' King I'll ſay 't, and make my * as Wong 
As ſhore of Rock — attend. This holy Fox, "\ of 
Or Wolf, or both (for he is equal ray'nous, -; ‚ͤꝛ/ 
As he is ſubtle, and as prone to miſchief, 
As able to perfornet). his Mind and Place | 
Infecting one another; yea reci rocally, 2M 
Fo, to ſhew his Pomp, as well-in — 7 
ere at home, ſuggeſts the King our Maſter F 
To this laſt coſtly Treaty, th enterview, 
| That ſwallow d ſo much e and like «Glaſs | 
Did break i th wrenching, . 1 *% 
Nor. Faith, and ſo it did. 


* 


Buck. Pray give me favour, Sir. this — 


The Articles o th Combination drew 

As himſelf pleas d; and they were ratify'd. | 

As he cry'd, Thus let it be . to as much edi * 

As give a Crutch to th dead. Bur our Count-Cardinal 
Has done this, and tis well----for worthy Walſey,” 

Who. cannot err, he did it. Now this follows, .. Pick, 
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(Wich, as I take it, is a kind of Puppy | 
To th' old Dam, Treaſon) Charles the Emperor, 
Voder pretence to ſee the Queen his Aunt, 
(For 'twas indeed his Colour, but he came 
To whiſper Molſey) here makes Viſitation: 
His Fears were that the Interview betwixt 
England and France, might through their Amity 
Breed him ſome prejudice; for from this League 
Pcep'd harms, that menac'd him. He privily 
Deals with our Cardinal, and as I trow, 
Which 1 do well----for I am ſure the Emp | 
Paid ere he promis'd, whereby his ſuit was — 
Ere it was ask d. But when the way was made, 
And pav'd with Gold; the Emperor thus defir'd, 
That he would ples ſe to alter the King's courſe, 
And break the foreſaid Peace. Let the King know, 
As ſoon he ſhall by me, that thus the Cardinal 
Does buy and fell his Honour as he _ 
And for "his own Advantage. | | 
Nor. I am ſorry 
To hear this of him; and could wiſh you were 
Something miſtaken in'r. | 
Buck. No, not a Syllable: 
I do pronounce him in that v shape 
He ſhall appeat in proof. = 
Enter Brandon, a Serjeant at Arms * him, and two ar 
bree of the Guar | 
Bran. Your Office, Serjeant; execute it. 
Serj. Sir, | 
My Lord the Duke of Buckingham, and Earl 
Of Hertford, Stafford and Northampton, 1 
Arreſt thee of High Treaſon,” in the name 
Of our moſt Sovereign King. 
Buck. Lo you you, my Lord, | 
The Net bas fall'n u mez-1 ſhall im 
Under device and 225 Ries"? Apa _ 
Bran. I am ſorry {#60 
To ſee you tù en from Liberey, to look on 
The buſineſs preſent. Tis his Highnels pleaſure 
han ſhall to th? Tower, 
| Buck 
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Buck. It will help me n 1 
To plead N t D ye is on me Fo 


"Which makes my whit part black. The will of Heey's 


Be done in this and all things: I obey. 
O my Lord Aberganny, fare ye well. 

Bran. Nay, he mult bear you Company. The King 
Is pleas d ſhall to th Tower, nn 1 
How he ou all further. 4 

Aber. As the Duke ſaid, 

The Will of Heay'n be done, and the Kings Par 
By me obey d. 

Bran. Here is a Warrant from 1 
The King, t'attach Lord Montague, and the Bodies ; 
Of the Duke's Conſeſſor, John de la Car, | 
One Gilbert Peck, his Counſellor. 

Buck, So, ſo; 

Theſe are the Limbs o'th* Plot, no more, 1 r 

Bran. A Monk o th' Chartreux. 

Buck, O, Michael Hopkms. 

Buck. My Sarveyor'is falls, the ger eber Cardinal. 

Buck. My is falſe, the o'er-great 
Hath ſhew'd him Gold; my Life is great already: 

I am the ſhadow of oor Buckingham, # 
Whoſe Figure even this inſtant Cloud-puts on, 
By during my clear Sun. My Lord, fare wel. la 


SCENE Il. 


Cornet. Enter King Henry, leaning on the Cardinals Shoulder; 
the Nobles and Sir Thomas Lovel; the Cardinal Places 
himſelf under the King's Feet, on his right ſide. | 
King. My Life it ſelf, and the beſt Heart of it, 

Thanks you for this great Care: I ſtood i' th level 

Of a full-charg'd Confederacy, and give thanks 

To you that choak'd it. Let-be call d de 1 

That Gentleman of danse e Ferſon 

Til hear him his Confeſſions juſtifie,. A, 

And poiat by-point-the- en of hi 1. 

He ſhall again relate. is 

Uo 9 4 


— 1 


- : 
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King Henry VIII. 11g 
A noiſe, with crying, Room for the Queen; Uſher'd by the 
805 of Norfolk. Enter the Queen, Norfolk and Suffolk; 
ſhe kneels. The King riſeth from his State, takes her up; 
kiſſes and placeth her by him. | 
ueen. Nay, we muſt longer kneel; I am a Suitor, 
King. Ariſe, and take place by us; half your Suit 
Never name to us; you have half our Power: 
The other moiety ere you ask is given; 
Repeat your Will, and take it. | 
Queen Thank your Majeſty, | 
That you would love your ſelf, and in that love 
Not unconfidered leave your Honour, nor | 
The dignity of your Office, is the point 
Of my Petition, 
King. Lady mine, proceed. 
2 I am ſollicited, not by a few, 
And thoſe of true Condition, that your Subjects 
Are in great Grievance; there have been Commiſſions 
Sent down among em, which have flaw'd the Heart 
Of all their Loyalties; wherein, although, [To Wolſey. 
My good Lord Cardinal, they vent Reproaches 
Moſt bitterly 'on you, as Putter on 
Of theſe Exactions, yet the King, our Maſter, 
Whoſe Honour Heav'n ſhield from Soil, even he eſcapes not 
Language unmannerly ; yea, ſuch which breaks a 
The ſides of Loyalty, and almoſt appears 
In loud Rebellion. 
Norf. Not almoſt appears, 
It doth appear; for, upon theſe Taxations, 
The Clothiers all, not able to maintain 


The many to them Ln have pur off 
The Spinſters, Carders, Fullers, Weayers, who; 
Uafit for other Life, compell'd by Hunger, 
And lack of other Means, in deſperate manner, 
Daring th event to th' Teeth, are all in uproar, 
And danger ſerves among them. 

King. Taxation? 
Wherein? and what Taxation? My Lord Cardinal, 
You that are blam'd for it alike with us, 


Kuow you of this Taxation ? 
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Pertains to th' State, and front but in that file 
- Where others tell Steps with me. | 
Queen. No, my Lord, 8 | 
You w-no-more than others: But you frame 
Things that are kno un alike, which are not wholſome 
To thoſe which would not know them, and yet muſt 
Perforce be their Acquaintance. Theſe Exactions 
(Whereof my Sovereign -weuld have note) they are 
Moſt peſtilent to th hearing, and to bear em, 
The Back is ſacrifice to th Load; they ſay, 
They are devis d by you, or elſe you ſuffer 
Too hard an Exclamation. 


a qa 1 1 — 


King. Still Exaction! 25 | 
The nature of it, in what kind, let's know, 
Is this Exaction? 19 
en. 1 am much too venturous 
In tempting of your Patience, but am bold | 
Under your promis d Pardon. The Subjects Grief 
Comes through Commiſſions, which. compels from each 
The fixth Part of his Subſtance. to be levied | 
Without delay; and the pretence for this 
4e nam'd, your Wars in France; this makes bold Mouths ; 
| Tongues ſpit their Duties out, and cold Hearts freeze 
Allegiance in them; their Curſes now \ 
Live where their Prayers did; and it's come to paſs, 
That tractable Obedience is a Slave Fr 
To each incenſed Will: I would your Highneſs , T 
Would give it quick Conſideration, for | I 
There is no primer baleneſs. * 
EkKing. By my Life. | 1 
This is againſt our Pleaſure. "Is Of 
ol. And for me, 8 | Ha 
I have no further gone ia this, than by Re Hp” T5 
A ſingle Voice, and that not paſt me, but ; Ar 
By learned Approbation of the Judges: If I am Fu 
Traduc'd by ignorant Tongues, which neither know 
4 My Faculties nor Perſon, yet will be 5 
The Chronicles of my doing; let me ſay, 
| . 2 he | 8 »Tis 
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'Tis but the fate of Place, and the rough Brake 
That Virtue muſt go through: We muſt not ftiat 
Our neceſſary Actions, in the fear 
To cope malicious Cenſurers, which ever, 
As rav nous Fiſhes, do a Veſſel follow 
That is new trimm'd; but benefit no further 
Than vainly longing. What we oft do beſt, 
By ſick Interpreters, once weak ones, is 
ot ours, or not allow'd; yu worſt, as oft 
Hitting a groſſer quality, is cry d up 
For — bel a. if = ſtand till, 
Ia fear our motion will be mock'd or carp'd at, N 
We ſhould take root here where we fit: 
Or fit State:Statues only. 
King. Things done well, 
And with a care, exempt themſelves from fear. 
Things done without Example, in their iſſue 
Are to be fear d. Have you a Preſident 
Of this Commiſſion ? I believe not any. 
ach We muſt not rend our Subjects from our Laws, 
And ſtick them in our Will. Sixth part of each 
A trembling Contribution —— why we take 
hs; From every Tree, Lop, Bark, and part och Timber: 
And though we leave it with a root thus hackt, 
The Air will drink the Sap. To every Count 
Where this is queſtion'd, ſend our Letters, wi : 
Free pardon to each Man that has deny'd 
The Force of this Commiſſion; pray look to't, 
I put it to your Care. 
Hol. A word with you. [To the Secretary. 
Let there be Letters writ to every Shire 
Of the King's Grace and Pardon; the griey'd Commons 
Hardly conceive of me. Let it be nois d, | | 
That through our Interceſſion, this Revokement 
And Pardon comes; I ſhall anon adviſe you 
Further in the Proceeding, _ [Exit Secretary. 


Enter Surveyor. 
Queen. I am ſorry that the Duke of Buckingham 
n Is run in your Diſpleaſure. * 
* King. It grieyes many; 
YET —_ F The 


| 
| 
| 


The Gentleman is Learn'd, and a moſt rare Speaker, 
To Nature none more bound. his training ſuch, 
That he may furniſh and inſtruct great Teachers, 
And never ſeek for Aid out of himſelf; yet ſee, 
When theſe ſo Noble Benefits ſball prove 

Not well diſpos'd, the Mind growing once corrupt, 
They turn to vicious Forms, ten times more ugly 
Than ever they were fair. This Man ſo compleat, 
Who was enroll'd mongſt Wonders; and when we 
Almoſt with raviſht liftning, could not find 

His hour of Speech, a minute; He, my Lady, 

Hath into monſtrous habits put the Graces 

That once were his, and is 36 as black, 

As if beſmeat'd in Hell, Sit by us, you ſhall hear 


(This was his Gentleman in truſt) of him 


Things te ſtrike Honour fad. Bid him recount 
To force-recited Practices, whereof 
We cannot feel too little, hear too much. 

Mol. Stand forth, and with bold Spirit relate, what you, 
Moſt like a careful Subject, have collected 
Out of the Duke of Buckingham. 

King. Speak freely. | 

Surv. Firſt, it was uſual with him every day, 
It would infect his Speech, that if the King 
Should witheut Iſſue dye, he'll carry it ſo 
To make the Scepter his. Theſe very Words 
I've heard him utter to his Son-in-law, 

Lord Aberganny, to whom by Oath he menac'd 
Revenge upon the Cardinal. PE 
Hol. Pleaſe your Highneſs, note 


This dangerous Conception in this Point, 


Not friended by his wiſh to your high Perſon; 
His will is moft malignant, and it ſtretches 
Beyond you to your Friends. | 

Len. My learned Lord Cardinal, 
Deliver all with Charity. 

King. Speak on; | 
How grounded he his Title to the Crown _ 
Upon our fail? to this point haſt thou heard him, 
At any time {peak ought ? | 


Surv. 
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Surv. He was brought to this. 
By a vain Propheſie of Nicolas Henton. 

King. What was that Henton? 

Surv. Sir, a Chartreux Friar, 
His Confeſſor, who fed him every minute 
With words of Sovereignty, | 

King. How know'ſt thou this? 

Surv, Not long before your Highneſs ſped to Franse, 
The Duke being at the Ryſe, within the Pariſh 
S. Lawrence Poultney, did of me demand 
What was the Speech among the Londoners 
Concerning the French Journey, I reply'd, 
Men fear the French would prove perfidious 
To the King's danger; wt nd the Duke 
Said, *twas the fear indeed, and that he doubted 
'Twould prove the verity of certain Words 
Spoke by a holy Monk, that ofc, fays he, 
Hath ſent to me, wiſhing me to permit 
John de la Car, my Chaplain, a choice hour 
To hear from him a Matter of ſome moment: 
Whom after, under the Commiſſions Seal, 
He folemaly had ſworn, that what he ſpoke Na 
My Chaplain to no Creature living, but 
To me, fhonld utter, with demure Confidence, 
Thus pauſiugly enſu'd; neither the King, nor's Heirs 
(Tell you the Duke) ſhall proſper, bid him ſtrive 
To gain the-love th Commonalty, the Duke 
Shall govern England —— 

een. If I know you well, | 

You were the Duke's Surveyor, and loſt your Office 
On the complaint o'th? Tenants; take good heed 
You charge not in your Splzen a Noble Perſon, 
And ſpoil your Noble Soul; 1 ſay, take heed; 
Yes, heartily I beſeech you. 

King. Let him on, Go forward: 
Surv. On my Soul, Pl! peck but truth. 
I told my Lord the Duke, by th Devil's Illuſions 
The Monk might be deceiv'd, and that *cwas dang*cous 
For him to ruminate on this ſo far, until 
It forg'd him ſome Deſign, * being beliey'd, 

| 2 


It 
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It was much like to do: He anſwer'd, Tuſh, 
It can do me no damage: adding further, 
"That had the King in his laſt ſickneſs fail'd, 
The Cardinal's and Sir Thomas Lovell's Heads 
| © Should have gone off. 
| King. Ha! What, ſo rank? Ah, ha— _ 
| © There's Miſchief in this Man; canſt thou ſay further? | 
| Surv. I can, my Liege, | 


King. Proceed. 
Surv. Being at Greenwich, 5 
After your Highneſs bad reprov'd the Duke - ; 
About Sir William Blumer —— HEE 
King.1 remember of ſuch a time, being my ſworn Servant, 
The Duke tetain'd him his. But on; what henee? 
Surv. If, quoth he, I for this Deed had been committed, 
As to the Tower, | thought; I would have plaid | f 
The Part my Father meant to Act upon ö 7 L 
Th'Uſurper Richard, who being at Salisbury. / 
Made ſuit to come in's preſence; which, it granted, 
(As he made ſemblance of his Duty) would 
Have put his Knife into him. 
King. A Giant Traitor! 7 4 
Mol. Now, Madam, may his Highneſs live in freedom, 
And this Man out of Priſon? | 5 
Queen. God mend all. ( (ay? 
King. There's ſomething more would out of thee; what 
Surv. After the Duke his Father with the Knife, ; 
He ſtretch'd him, and with one Hand upon his Dagger, 
Another ſpread on's Breaſt, mounting his Eyes, 
He did diſcharge a horrible Oath, whoſe tenour 
Was, were he evil ud, he would out- go | 
His Father, by as much as a performance 
'Does an irreſolute purpoſe. 1 
King. There's his period, | 1 
To ſheath his Knie in us; he is attach'd, + 
Call him to preſent Trial; if he ma 
Find Mercy in the Law, tis his; if none, 15 
Let him not ſeek't of us: By Day and Night | 
He's Traitor to th' height. IQExtant. 
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SCENE in. 


Euter Lord Chamberlain, and Lord Sands. 


Cham. Ist poſſible the Spells of France ſhould juggle 
Men into ſuch ſtrange Myſteries? 
Sands, New Cuſtoms, | 
Though they. be never fo ridiculous, *% 
Nay let em be unmanly, yet are follow'd. S 
Cham. As far as I ſee, all the good our Engliſh 
Have got by the laſt Voyage, is but meerly 
A fit or two o'th* Face, 8 they are ſhrewd ones; 
For when they hold em, you would ſwear directly 


It, Their very Noſes had been Counſellors 
To Pepin or Clotharius, they keep State ſo, 
d, Sands. They have all new Legs, 


And lame ones; one would take it; 
That never ſee em pace before, the Spavin, 
A Spring-halt, reign'd among 'em. 
Ckam, Death! my Lord, 
Their Cloaths are after ſuch a Pagan Cut too, 
That ſure th'have worn out Chriſtendom ; Now now? 
What News, Sir Thomas Lovell? 


p Enter Sir Thomas Lovell. N 
5 Lov. Faith, my Lord, 

ſt? I hear of none, but the new Proclamation. 

nat That's clap'd upon the Court Gate. a 
ö Cham. What is't for? 

< Lov. The Reformation of our travelbd Gallants, 


That fill the Court with Quarrels, Talk and Tailors; 
Cham. I'm glad *tis there; 3 
Now I would pray our Monſieurs 
To think an Engliſa Courtier may be wiſe, 
And never ſee the Louvre. 
ö Lov. They muſt either 
For ſo run the Conditions) leave thoſe Remnants 
Of Fool and Feather, that they got in France, 
Wich all their honourable Points of Ignorance 


; Pertaining thereupon, as Fights and Fire. works, 
unt. Abuling better Men than they can be 


F 3 Out 
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Out of a foreign Wiſdom, renouncing clean 

The Faith they have in Tennis and tall Stockings, 
Short bolſtred Breeches, and thoſe ty pes of Travel, 
And underſtand again like honeſt Men; 

Or pack to their old Play-fellows, there I take i it, 


They may, Cum Privilegio, wear away 
The Lag: end of their Lewdneſs, and be laugh'd at. 


Sands. Tis time to give them ah their Diſcaſes 


Are grown ſo catching. 
Cham. What a loſs our Ladies 
Will have of theſe trim Vanities? 
Lov, Ay marry, 
There will be wo indeed, Lords, the ſly ede 
Have got a ſpeeding Triek to lay down Ladies: 
A French Song and a Fiddle, has no Fellow. 
Sands. The Devil fiddle *em ; , 
I am glad the ey are going, 
For ſure there's no converting em: Now 
An honeſt Country Lord, as I am, beaten 
A long time out of play, may bring his plain Song, 
And. have an hour of hearing, and by'r . 
Held currant Muſick too. 
Cham. Well ſaid, Lord Sands, 
Your Colts Tooth is not caſt yet? | 
Sands. No, my Lord, 7 
Nor ſhall not, while I have a Stump. 
Cham. Sir Thomas, | 74 
Whether are you a- going? 
Tov. To the Cardinal's; | 
Your Lordſhip is a Gueſt too. 
Cham, O, *tis true; 
This Night he makes a Supper, and a 958 one, 
To many Lords and Ladies; there will be 
The Beauty of this Kingdom, 1'1] aſſure Jp 
Lov. That Churchman 
Bears a bounteous mind indeed; 
A hand-as fruitful as the Land that feeds us, 
His Dew falls every, where. 
Cham. No —— he's noble; 


4 He had a black Mouth that ſaid other of him. 
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Sands. He may, my Lord, Was wherewithal in him; 
Sparing would ſhew a worſe fin, than ill Doctrine- 
Men of his way ſhould be moſt liberal, 
They are ſet here for Examples. 
Cham. True, they are ſo; 
But few now give ſo great ones: My Barge ſtays; 
Your Lordſhip ſhall along: Gome, good Sir Thomas, +» 
We ſha!l be late elſe; which I would not be, 
For I was ſpoke to, with Sir Henry Guilford, 
This Night to be Comptrollers. 
Sands. I am your Lordſhip's. - | Exeunt. 


SCENE IV. 


Hautboys A ſmall Table under a State for the Cardinal, a 


longer Table for the Gueſts. Then enter Anne Bullen, and 
divers other Ladies and Gentlemen, as Gueſts at one Door; 
at another Door enter Sir Henry Guilford, 
Guil. Ladies, | 
A general Welcome from his Grace 
Salutes ye all : This Night he dedicates 
To fair Content, and you: None here he hopes, 
In all this noble Bevy, has brought with her 
One Care abroad: he would have all as merry, 
As firſt, good Company, good Wine, good Welcome, 
Can make good People. 
Enter Lord Chamberlain, Lord Sands and Lovell. 
O my Lord, yare tardy | 
The very thought of this fair Company 
Clap'd Wings to me. 
Cham, You are young, Sir Harry Guilford. 
Sands. Sir Thomas Lovell, had the Carcinal 
But half my Lay-thoughts in him, ſome of theſe 
Should find a running Banquet, ere they reſted, 
I think would better pleaſe 'em: By my Life, 
They are a ſweet Society of fair ones. 
Lov, O that your Lordſhip were but now Confeſſor 
To one or two of theſe. * Cy 
Sands. 1 would I were, 
They ſhould find eaſie Penance, - 
| F 4 Lou. 


| 
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Lov. Faith, how eafie ? 
par] As eaſte a8 a Down Bed would afford its 
Cham. Sweet Ladies, will it pleaſe you fit: Sir Harry, 
Place' you that fide, I'll take the charge of this: 
His Grace is entring, nay you muſt not freeze, 
Two ba yon plac'd together 2 cold Weather: 
My Lord Sands, you are one wi W 
Pray ſit between theſe Ladies. 25 ; ' 
Sands. By my Faith, | 
And thank your Lordſhip. By your leave, 1825 Ladies, 
If I chance to talk a little wild, forgive me: 
I had it from my Father. | 
Anne. Was he mad, Sir ? 
Sandi. O very mad, exceeding mad, in love too; 
But he would bite none, juſt as I do now, 
He would kiſs you twenty with a breath. 
Cham. Well ſaid, my Lord: 
So now y'are fairly ſeated: Gentlemen, 
The Penance lyes on you, if theſe fair Ladies 
Paſs away frowning. 1 
Sands. For my little Cue, | ; 
Ler me alone. 
Hamtboys. Enter Cardinal Wolſey, and * 1 his State, 
Wal. Vare welcome, my fair Gueſts; that noble Lady 
Or Gentleman that is not freely merry | 
Is not my Friend, This to confirm my welcome, 
And to you all good Health. _ 5 
Sands. Yeur Grace is Noble, : 
Let me have ſuch a Bowl may hold my Thanks, 
And ſave me ſo much talking. 
Hol. My Lord Sands, 


1 am beholding to you; cheer your Neighbour: 


Ladies, you are not merry; Gentlemen, 
Zult i is this? 

Sands. The red Wine firſt muſt riſe 4 
In their fair Cheeks, my Lord, then we thal bare em 
Talk us to ſilence. 

Anne. You are a merry Gameſter, 


My Lord Sands. F 
"Sande Yes, if I make my Play: 


Here's 
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Here's to your Lange. and pledge it, Madam: 2 
For tis to ſuch a thing 4 | | 
Anne. You cannot ſhew me. 

U [Drum and Trumpets, Chambers diſcharged. 
Sands, I told your Grace that they would talk anon. 
Wol. What's that? | 

Cham. Look out there, ſome of ye. 
Hol. What warlike Voice, : 


OY 


And to what end is this? Nay, Ladies, fear not; ? 


Byall the Laws of War y' are privileged. 


Enter à Servant. 

Cham. How now, what is't? 

Ser. A noble Troop of Strangers, 
For ſo they ſeem; they have left their Barge and landed, 
And hither make, as great Ambaſſadors 
From Foreign Princes, 

Mol. Good Lord Chamberlain, 
Go, give em welcome; you can ſpeak the French Tongue, 
And pray receive em Nobly, and conduct em 
Into our Preſence, where this Heay'n of Beauty 


Shall ſhine at full upon them. Some attend him. 


[AII ariſe, and Tables remove. 

You have now a broken Banquet, but we'll mend it. 

A good Digeſtion to you all; and once more 

I ſhowre a welcome on ye: welcome all. 

Hautboys. Enter King and others as Masters, habited like 
Shepherds, uſher d by the Lord Chamberlain, They paſs di- 
reftly hefore the Cardinal, and gracefully ſalute him. 

A Noble Company: what are their Pleaſures? 

Cham. Becauſe they ſpeak no Engliſh, thus they pray d- 
To tell your Grace, that having heard by Fame ; 
Of this ſo noble and ſo fair Aſſembly, 

This Night to meet here, 2 do no leſs, 

Out of the great reſpect they bear to Beauty, 

But leave their Flocks, and under your fair Conduct 

Crave leave to view theſe Ladies, and catreat 

An hour of Revels with 'em. : 
Mol. Say, Lord Chamberlain, 

They have done my poor Houſe grace: 

For which I pay em a thouſand thanks, IP 

ap on 
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| And pray em take their Pleaſures. 5 
[Chuſe Ladies, King and Anne Bullen. 
King. The faireſt hand I ever touch d: O Beauty, 
Till now I never knew thee. Ow. Dance. 
| | Wol. My Lord. 
| Cham. Your Grace. . 
| ol. Pray tell em thus much from me: 
There ſhouts be one amongſt 'em by his Pala 

More worthy this Place than my ſelf, to whom, 

If I but knew bim, with my. "__ and Duty 

I would ſurrender it. = ng 

Cham. I will, my Lord. 4 

mol. What fay they ? Þ 

Cham. Such a one, they all confeſs, 5 
There is indeed, which they would have 72 Grace 
Find out, and he will take it. © 

Hol. Let me ſee then, 

By all your good leaves, Gentlemen, here u make 
My Royal Choice. : 
King. You have found him, Cardinal! 
Yow hold a fair Aſſembly, you do well, Lord. 
You are a Church:man, or Il tell you, a 
I ſhould judge you unhappi y. . 
x Hol. Jam glad - 4 

our Grace is grown ſo pleaſant. is 

King My Lord Chamberlain, 
Prit hee come hither, what fair Lady's chat? 

Cham. An't pleaſe your Grace, 
Sir Thonias Bullen's Daughter, the Viſcount Bork, 4 
One of her Highneſs Women. 

King. By Heav'n ſhe's a dainty one: Sweet heart, 

I were unmannerly to take you out, [ Io Anne Bullen; 


And not to kiſs * A min . 
Let it go round. ” 

ol. Sir Thomas Lovell, is the Banquet realy 
P th' Privy Chamber ? F 


Lov. Yes, my Lord. 


Mol. Your Grace, 8 ; | 
I jear, with Dancing is little heated. 0 | 


I fear too much, Ile 
OP 5 Hu, 
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ol. There's freſher Air, my Lord, 
In the next Chamber. 0 

King. Lead in your Ladies every one: Sweet Partner, 
I muſt not yet forſake you; let's be merry, 
Good my Lord Cardinal : 1 have a dozen Healths 
To drink to theſe fair Ladies, and a meaſure 
To lead em once again, and chen let's dream 
Who's beſt in Favour, Let the Muſick knock it. 

| [Exennt with Trumpets, 


— — * 


ACT IL SCENE I. 


Enter two Gentlemen at ſeveral Doors/ 


1 GW Hither away ſo fat ? 

2 Gen. O, God fave ye: 
Even to the Hall, to hear what ſhall become 
Of the great Duke of Buckingham. 

1 Gen. ['ll ſave you | | 
That labour, Sir. All's now done, but the Ceremony 
Of bringing back the Priſoner. | 

2 Gen, Were you there? 

1 Gen. Yes indeed was I. 

2 Gen. Pray ſpeak what has ha 

1. Gen. You may gueſs quickly what, 

2 Gen. Is he found guilty ? 

1 Gen, Ves, truly is he, 

And condeman'd upan't. 

2 Gen. I am ſorry for't. 

1 Gen. So are a number more. 

2 Gen, But pray how paſt it? 

1 Gen. I'll tell you in a little. The great Duke 
Came to the Bar; where, to his Accuſations 
He pleaded ſtill Not guilty, and alledged 
Many ſharp Reaſons to defeat the Law. 

The King's Attorney, on the contrary, 

Urg d on the Examinations, Proofs, Confeſſions 
Of divers Witneſſes, which the Duke deſir d 

To have brought viva voce te his Face; 
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At which 1 againſt him, his re, | 


Sir Gilbert Pecke, his Chancellor, and ohm Car 
Confeſſor to him, with that Devil Monk, 
Hopkins, that made this miſchief. | 
2 Gen. That was he, 5 
That fed him with his Prophecies. 9 
1 Gen. The fame. 
All theſe accus d him trongly, which he fain 
Would have flung from him; but indeed he could not, 
And fo his Peers upon this Evidence, 
Have found him guilty of high Treaſon. Mueh 
He ſpoke, and learedly for Life; but al © 
Was either pitied in him, or forgotten. Fo 
2 Gen. After all this, how did he bear himdelf? 
1 Gen. When he was brought again to th'Bar, to hear 
His Knell rung out, his Judgment, he was ſtirr'd 
With ſuch an Agony, he ſweat extreamly, 
And ſomething ſpoke in choler, ill and haſty; 
But he fell to himſelf again, and ſweetly, 
In all the reft, ſhew'd a moſt noble Patience, 
2 Gen I do not think he fears Death, 
1 Gen, Sure he does not, - 
He never was ſo Womaniſh, the cauſe 
He may a little grieve at. 
2 Gen, Certainly, 
The Cardinal is the end of this. 
I Gen. Tis likely, 
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Then Deputy of Ireland. who remov d, 
Earl Surrey was ſent thither, and in haſte too, 
Left he ſhould help his Father. 
2 Gen. That trick of State 
Was a deep envious one. 


1 Gen. At his return, — 9 


No doubt he will requite it; this is noted 
And generally, who ever the King faveurs, 
The Cardinal inſtantly will find employment for. 


N a» 


And far enqugh from Court too. 


2 Gen. All the Commons 4 
Hate him perniciouſiy, and o my Conſcience, 
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Wiſh him ten Fathom deep: this Duke as much 


They love and doat on, call him Bounteous Buckingham, | 
The Mirror of all Courteſie. | 


Enter Buckingham from his Arraignment. Tipſtaves before 
him, the Axe with the edge towards him, Halberds on each 
fide, accompanied with Sir Thomas Lovel, Sir Nicholas 
Vaux, Walter Sands, and common People, &c. 


1 Gen. Stay there, Sir, 2 
And ſee the noble ruin d Man you ſpeak of. 

2 Gen, Let's ſtand cloſe and behold him. \ 

Buck. All good People, 
You that thus far have come to pity me, 
Hear what I ſay, and then go home and loſe m 
] have this day receiy'd a Traitor's Judgment, , 
And by that Name muſt die; yet Heav'n bear witneſs, 
And if I have a Conſcience, let it fink me, 
Even as the Axe falls, if I be not faithful. 
To th' Law I bear no malice for my death, 
'T has done apon the Premiſes, =O 
But thoſe that ſought it, I could wiſh more Chriftians; 
Be what they will, I heartily forgive em; 
Yet let 'em look they glory not in miſchief, 
Nor build their evils on the Graves of great Men; 
For then, my guiltleſs Blood muſt cry againſt 'em. 
For further Life in this World I ne'er hope, 
Nor will I ſue, although the King have Mercies 
More than I dare make Faults. You few that loy'd me- 
And dare be bold to for Buckingham, 
His noble Friends and Fellows, whom to leave 
Is only bitter to him, only dying, 
Go with me like good Angels to my end, 
And as the long divorce of Steel falle on me, 


Make of your Prayers one ſweet Sacrifice, 
And lift my Soul to Heav'n. 


Lead on a God's Name. | 
Lov. I do beſeech your Grace for Charity, 
If ever any malice in your Heart 


Were kid againſt me, now to forgiye 
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me frankly. 
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Buck. Sir Thomas Lovell, 1 as free forgive vou 
As I would be forgiven: I forgive all. en 
There cannot be thoſe numberleſs Offences 1 
*Gainſt me, that I cannot take peace with: 
No black envy ſhall make my Grave. 
Commend me to his Grace: 
And if he ſpeak of Buckingham: pray tell him, ; 
You met him half in Heav'n: My Vows and Prayers, 
Yet are the King's; and till my Soul forſake me, 
Shall cry for Bleſſings on him. May he live 4 
Longer than I have time to tell his Years; _N 
Ever beloy'd and loving may his Rule be; | 1 
And when old time ſhall lead him to his end, 
Goodneſs and he fill up one Monument, 

Lov. To th! Water-fide I muſt conduct your Grace, 
Then give w7 Charge up to Sir Nicholas Vaux, \ 
Who undertakes you to your end. ved 3.3% & 

Vaux. Prepare there, a 
The Duke is coming: ſee the Barge be ready, 

And fit it with ſuch Furniture as ſuits 
The greatneſs of his Perſon. aun: Std 

Buck. Nay, Sir Nicholas, | 3 
Let it alone; my State now will but mock me. 

When I came hither, I Was Lord high Conſtable, 
And Duke of Buckingham; now, poor Edward; Bohn; 


Yet I am richer than my baſe Accuſers "4 | 


That never knew what Truth meant; I now ſeal it; Ft 
And with that Blood will make em one Day groan erk. 
My noble Father, Henry of Buckingham, | | 

Who firſt rais d head againſt Ulurping Richard, | 
Flying for ſuccour to of Servant Baniſter, ˖ 
Being diſtreſt, was by that Wretch betray d, 1 
And without Trial, fell; God's Peace be with him. 


Henry the Seventh ſucceedin truly pitying - I 


My Father's loſs, like a moſt Royal Prince 

Reftor'd to me my Honours; and out of Ruins 
Made my Name once more Noble. Now tis Sod, vw. © 
Henry the Eighth, Life, Honour, Name, and all f 
That made me happy, at'one ſtroke has taken 
For ever from the World, I had my Trial, » 
And 
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And muſt needs ſay, a Noble one; which makes me 
A little happier than my wretched Father: 
Yet thus far we are one in Fortune, both 
Fell by our Servants, by thoſe Men we loy'd moſt: 
A moſt unnatural and fiithleſs Service. 
Heav'n has an end in all: yet, you that hear me, 
This from a dying Man receive as certain: 
Where you are liberal of your Loves and Counſels, 
Be ſure you be not looſe; for thoſe you make Friends, 
And give your Hearts to, when they once perceive 
The ſeat rub in your Fortunes, fall away 
Like Water from ye, never found again. 
But where they mean to fink ye; all good People 
Pray for me, 7 muſt now forſake ye; the laſt hour 
Of my long weary Life is come upon me: 
Farewel; aud when you would ſay ſomething that is ad; 
Speak how 1 fell. 
I have done; and God forgive me. | 
—_ [Exennt Buckingham and Train. 
1 Gen. O, this is full of pity ; Sir, it calls, AT: 
I fear, too many Curſes on their Heads, 
That were the Authors. 
2 Gen. If the Duke be guiltleſs, 
Tis full of woe; yet I can give you inkling 
Of an enſuing evil, if it fall, | : 
Greater than this. | | 
1 Gen. Good Angels keep it from us: 
What may it be? you do not doubt my Faith, Sir ꝰ 
2 Gen. This Secret is ſo weighty, *twill require 
A ſtrong Faith to conceal it. | 
1 Gen, Let me have it; 
I do not talk much, 
2 Gen. I am confident; 
You ſhall, Sir; Did you not of late Days hear 
A buzzing, of a Separation, | 
Between the King and Katharine ? 
1 Gen. Yes, but it held no, 
For when the King once heard it, out of Anger 
He ſent command to the Lord Mayor ftraigh: 


To 
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To ſlop the Rumour, and allay thoſe Tongues 
That durſt diſperſe it, | 
2 Gen. But that ſlander, Sir, 
Is found a truth now; for it grows again 
Freſher than cer it was, and held for certain | 
The King will yenture at it. Either the Cardinal, 
Or ſome burp him near, have, out of malice 
To the good Queen, poſſeſt him with a {cruple 
That will undo her: To confirm this too, 
Cardinal Eampeins i is arriv'd, and lately, 
As-all think, for this buſes 
Pi Gen, de the 3 "mY 
meerly to rey im on the Emperor, 
For not beſtow! 6. yOu at his asking, 
The Arch-biſhoprick of Toledo, this is purpos d. 
Gen. I think 
| You have hit the mark; but is't not cruet, 
That ſhe ſhould feel the ſmart of this? the Cardinal 
Will have his Will, and ſhe muft fall, 
I Gen. Tis woful. 
We are too open here to argue this: 
Let's think i in Private more. 


9 CE NE u. 
Enter Lord Chamberlain, reading a Letter. 


M Y Lord, the Horſes your Lordſhip ſent for, with all the 

care I bad I ſaw well choſen. ridden. and furniſh'd. 
oo Were young and 4 and of the beſt Breed in the 
North. When they were ready to ſet out for London, 4 
Man of Lord Cardinals, by Commiſſion and main Power 
zook em from me, with this reaſon: His Maſter would be 
ferv/d before a Subject, if not before the King, which ſtopp'd 
our Mouths, Sir 


1 fear, he wil indeed; well, let him have them; he will 
have all, I think. 


Enter t0 the Lord Chamberlain the Dukes of Norfolk 
and Suffolk, 

Nor. Well met, my Lord Chamberlain, 

Cham. Good day to both your Graces, Suf, 


LExemme. 
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Suf. How is the King employ'd? 
Chan. | left him private, 
Full of ſad Thoughts and Troubles. 
Nor. What's the Cauſe? | 
Cham. It ſeems the Marriage with his Brother's Wife, 
Has crept too near his Conſcience, 
Suf. No, his Conſcience 
Has crept too near another Lady. 
Nor. Tis ſo; 


This is the Cardinal's doing; the King- Cardinal: 


That blind Prieſt, like the eldeſt Son of Fortune, 
Turns what he liſt, The King will know him one Day, 

Suf. Pray God he do, * 6 
He'll never know himſelf elſe. 

Nor. How holily he works in all his Bufine ſe, 

And with what zeal? For now he has crackt the League 
Between us aud the Emperor, the Queen's great Nephew, 
He dives into the King's Soul, and there ſcatters | 
Dangers, Doubts, wringing of the Conſcience, 

Fears, and Deſpair, and all theſe for his Marriage, 

And out of all theſe, to reſtore the. King, | 

He counſels a Divorce, a loſs of her, 

That like a Jewel, has hung twenty Years 

About his Neck, yet never loſt her Luſtre; 

Of her that loves him with that excellence, 

That _ love good Men with; even of her, 

That, when the greateſt ſtroke of Fortune falls, 

Will bleſs the King; and is not this courſe pious? 

Cham, Heav'n keep me from ſuch Counſel; tis moſt true, 
Theſe News are every where, every Tongue ſpeaks em, 
And every true Heart weeps for t. All that dare 
Look into theſe Affairs, ſee his main end, 

The French King's Siſter. Heav'n will one day open 
The King's Eyes, that ſo long have ſlept upon 
This bol bad Man. 
Se, And free us from his Slavery. 
Nor. We had need pray, 
And heartily, for our deliverance; 
Or this Imperious Man will work us all 
From Princes into Pages; all Mens Honours yi 


_—_—= Cl — ———— —-— 


138 The LIF ES 


Lye like one lump before him, to be faſhion'd 

Into what pitch he pleaſe. 

Suf. For me, my Lords, 
I love him not, nor fear him, there's my Creed: 
As 1 am made without him, ſo I'll ſtand, 
If the King pleaſe; his Curſes and his Bleſſings 
Touch me | ike; th' are breath l not believe in. 
I knew him, and 1 know him; ſo I leave him 
To him that made him proud, the Pope. 

Nor. Let's in; 
And with ſome other Buſ ineſs, put the King 


From theſe ſad Thoughts, that work too much upoa him; 


My Lord, you'll bear us company ? 
Cbam. Excuſe me, 
The King has ſent me other-where: Beſides 
You'll fiad a moſt unfit time to diſturb him : 
Health to your Lordfhips. 


Nor. Thinks, my Lord Chamberlain: 


The Scene draws, and diſcrvers the King ſitting and reading 


wely. 
Suf. How ſad he looks; ſure he is much afflicted. 
Ring. Who's there ? 2 
Nor. Pray God, he be not angry. 


King. Who's there, I ſay? how — N ſelves 


Into my private Meditations? 
Who am 1? ha? 

Nor. A gracious King, that pardons all Offences: 
Malice ne er meant: Our breach of Duty this way, 
Is Buſineſs of Eſtate; in which, we come 

To know your Royal Pleaſure. | 
King. Ve are toò bold: 

Go to; Ill make ye 'know your tinenof Buſineſs: 
Is this an hour for temporal Affairs? ha? Ar 

Enter Wolſey, and Campeius the Pope's Legat, with # 

Commiſſion, 

Who's there? my good Lord Cardinal? O my molly, 
The quiet of my wounded Conſcience; 1 
Thou art a cure fit for the King; you're r þ.4 
Moſt learned reverend Sir, into our Kingdom, 


Uſe us, and it; my good Lord, have reat cure; 12 3 
LE be not found a Talker, N Au. 
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ol. Sir, you cannot: | 

I would your Grace would giye us but an hour 

Of private Conference. : 
King. We are buſie; go. 
Nor. This Prieſt has no Pride in him: 
Suf. Not to ſpeak of: 

I would not be ſo fick though, for his place: 

But this cannot continue. | 
Nor. If it do, Pl venture one heave at him, a 
Suf. I another, [Exeunt Norfolk and Suffolk. 
Hol. Your-Grace has given a Precedent of Wiſdom 

Above all Princes, in committing free! 

Your ſcruple to the Voice of Chriſtendom: 

Who can be angry now? what Envy reach you? 

The Spaniard, ty'd by Blood and Favour to her, 

Muſt now confeſs, if they have any Goodneſs, 

The Trial juſt and noble. All the Clerks, 

In mean the learned ones in Chriſtian Kingdoms, 

Have their free Voice. Rome, the Nurſe of Judgment, 

Invited by your Noble ſelf, hath ſent 

One general Tongue unto us, this good Man, 

This Juſt and learned Prieſt, Cardinal Campeius, 

Whom once more I preſent unto your Highneſs. 
King. Andonce more in mine Arms I bid him welcome, 

And thank the holy Conclaye for their Loves, 

They have ſent me ſuch a Man I would have wiſh'd for. 
Cam. Your Grace muſt needs deſerve all Strangers loves, 

You are ſo Noble: To your Highneſs Hand 

I render my Commiſſion; by whoſe virtue, 

The Court of Rome commanding, You, my Lord, | 


Cardinal of York; are join'd with me, their Servant, 
In the unpartial judging of this Bufineſs, 
King, Two equal Men: The'Queen fhall be acquainted 


Forthwith for what you come. Where's Gardiner ? 


Mol. I know your Majeſty has always loy'd her 
So dear in Heart, not to deny her that, 
A Woman of leſs Place might ask by Law, 
Scholars allow'd, freely to argue for her. * 
- King; Ay, and the beſt ſhe ſhall have; and my Fayour 
To him that does beſt, God forbid elſe; Cardinal, POR 
Prithee: 
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Prithee call Gardiner to me, my new Secretary, 
I find him a fit Fellow. 
Enter Gardiner. 

Whol. Give me your Hand; much joy and favour te youz 
You are the King's now. 

Gard. But to be commanded 
For ever by your Grace, 'whoſe hand has rais'd me. 

King. Come hither, Gardiner. [Halls and whiſpers, 

Cam. My Lord of York, was not one Doctor Face 
In this Man's place before him? 

Wal. Yes, he was. BEET. 

Cam. Was he not held a learned Man? 

. ol. Yes, ſurely. | 

Cam, Believe me, there's an ill Opinion ſpread then 
Even of your ſelf, Lord Cardinal. 

Mel. How? of me? ; 

Cam. They will not ſtick to ſay, you envy'd him; 
And fearing he would riſe, he was ſo virtuous, 
Kept. him a foreign Man ſtill, which ſo griev'd him, 
That he ran mad and dy'd. 
Mol. Heav'n's peace be with him; 
That's Chriſtian care enough; for living Murmurers, 
There's places of rebuke. He was a Fool, | 
For he would needs be virtuous. That good: Fellow, 
If I command him, follows my appointment; 
I will have none ſo near elſe. Learn this, Brother, 
We live not to be grip'd by meaner Perſons, 
| King. Deliver this with modeſty to th' Queen, | 

[Exit Gardiner, 

The moſt convenient place that I can think of, 
For fuch receit of Learning is Black- Fryars: 
There ye ſhall meet about this weighty Buſineſs. 
My Holſey, ſee it furniſhid. O my Lord, 
Would it not grieve an able Man to leave 
So {ſweet a Bedfellowy? But Conſcience, Conſcience 
O tis a tender Place, and I muſt leave her, [Exemnt. 
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SCENE Ill. 


Enter Anne Bullen, and an old Lady. 
Ame. Not for that neither here's the pang that pinches, 


His Highneſs having 4iv'd ſo long with her, and ſhe 


So good a Lady, that no Fongue could ever 
Pronounce diſhonour of her; by my Life, 
She never knew harm-doing : Oh; now after 
So many coutſes of the Sun enthron'd, ; 
Still growing in a Majeſty and Pomp, the which 
To leave, a thouſand fold more bitter, than 
Tis ſweet at firſt t acquire. After this Proceſs, 
To give her the Avaunt, it is a pity 
Would move a Monſter, 

Old L. Hearts of moſt hard temper 
Melt and lament for her. 

Anne. O'God's Will, much better 
She ne er had known Pomp; though't be temporal, 
Yet if that quarrel, Fortune, do divorce 
It from the bearer, tis a Sufferance, panging 
As Soul and Body's ſevering. 

Old L. Alas, poor Lady, 
She's Stranger now again. 

Anne, So much the more | 
Muſt pity drop upon her; verily 
I ſwear *cis better to be lowly born, 
And range with humble livers in Content, 
Than to be perk d up in a gliſt ring Grief, 
And wear a golden Sorrow. 

Old L. Our Content 
Is our beſt having. | 

Anne. By my troth and Maidenhead, 
I would not be a Queen. 

Old L. Beſhrew me, I would, 
And venture Maidenhead for't, and ſo would you 
For all this ſpice of your Hypocriſie; | 
You: that have ſo fair Parts of Woman on you, 
Have, too, a Woman's Heart, which ever yet 
AitcQed Eminence, Wealth, Sovereignty; 
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Which, to ſay ſooth, are Bleſſings; and which Gifts 
(Saving your mincing) the Capacity 
Of your ſoft Chiverel Conſcience would receive, 

If you might pleaſe to ſtretch it. 
Ame. Nay, good troth —— 

Ola L. Ves, troth and troth; you would not be a Queen? 

Anne. No, not for all the Riches under Heav'n. © + 

Old L. *Tis ſtrange; a three-pence bow'd now would 
Old as I am, to Queen it; but I pray ou. (hire me, 
What think you of a Dutcheſs? have you Limbs 5 
To bear that load of Title? * 

Anne. No, in truth. 0 

Old L. Then you are weakly made, pluck off a little, 

1 would not be a young Count in your way, 
For more than bluſhing comes to: If your Back 
Cannot vouchſafe this Burthen, tis too weak 
Ever to get a Boy. 

Anne. How do you talk! 

I ſwear again, I would not be a Queen 
For all the World. 

Old. L. In faith for little England 
You'll venture an emballing: I my ſelf | 
Would for Carnarvanſhire, 5 there long d 
No more to th Crown but that. Lo, who comes here! 

Enter Lord Chamberlain. 

Cham. Good- Morrow, Ladies; what were 'tworth toknow 
The ſecret of your Conference? 

Anne. My good Lord, | t 
Not your demand; it values not your asking: 

Our Miftreſs Sorrows we were itying. 

| Cham. It was a gentle Bufinelf and ning 
The action of good Women, there is — 4 
All will be well. | es 

Anne. Now | pray God, Amen. 

Cham. You bear a gentle Mind, and heavenly Bleſſings 
Follow fuch Creatures. That you may, fair Lady, 
Perceive | ſpeak ſincerely, and high Notes 
Ta'en of your many Virtues; the King's Majeſty 
Commends his good Opinion of you, to you; and 
Does purpoſe Honour to you no leſs flowing 
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Than Marchioneſs of Pembrook; to which Title 
A thouſand pound a Year, Annual Support, 
Out of his Grace, he adds, | 
Anne. 1 do not know 
f What kind of my Obedience, I ſhould tender; 
12 More than my All, is nothing: Nor my Prayers 
| Are not Words duly hallowed, nor my Wiſhes | 
Id More worth than empty Vanities; yet Prayers and Wiſhes 
ie, Are all I can return, *Beſeech your Lordſhip, - | 
| Vouchſafe to ſpeak my Thanks, and my Obedience, 
As from a bluſhing Handmaid to his Highneſs ; 
Whoſe Health and Royalty I pray for. | 
Cham. Lady; 
_ I ſhall not fail approve the fair Conceit 
The King hath of you. I have perus'd her well, 
Beauty and Honour in her are ſo mingled, _ 
That they have caught the King; and who knows yet, 
But from this Lady may proceed —_——C 
To lighten all this Iſle? Vl tothe King, 


WW 


And ſay I ſpoke with you. eErit Chamberlain. 


Anne. My honour'd Lord. 
O/4L. Why this it is: See, ſee, 5 
I have been begging ſixteen Years in Court 
re? © (Am yet a Courtier beggarly) nor could 
Come pat betwixt too early, and too late 
now For any ſuit of Pounds; and you, oh fate, 
A very freſh Fiſh here; fie, fie, fie upon | 
This compell'd Fortune, have your Mouth fill'd up, 
Before you open it. | ; 
Ame. This is ſtrange to me. 
04 L. How taſtes it? Is it bitter? Forty Pence, no: 
There was an old Lady once (tis an old Story) 
That would not be a Queen, that would ſhe not, 
For all the mud in Egypt; have you heard it? 
ſings Anne. Come, you are pleaſant. 
OldL. With your Theme, I could 
O'er-mount the Lark; the Marchioneſs of Pembrook 2 
A thouſand pounds a Year, for pure Reſpect? 
No other Obligation? But my Life. | 
That promiſes more tho : Honour's train 
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Is longer than his Fore-skirr; by this time 
J know your Back will bear a Dutcheſs. Say, 
Are you not ſtronger than "ou were? | 
Anne. Good Lady, 

Make your ſelf Mirth with your particular Fancy, 
And leave me out ont. Would I had no being, 
If this ſalute my Blood-a jot; it faints me 


To think what follows. | ky 
The Queen'is comfortleſs, and we forgetful 


In our long abſence; pray do not deliver, 


What here y'ave. , to her. 


OIL. What de you tn me — ; [Exemmt, 


SCENE IV. 


TR Sonnet, and Comets. Enter two Vergert, with ſhort 
Silver Wands; next them two Scribes in the habits of Do- 
"Fors: After them, the Biſhop of Canterbury alone ; after 
bim, the 1 of Lincoln, Ely, Rocbeſter, and Sr. 
Aſaph; next . with ſome fall 4 diſtance, follows a 


I Val bearing the Purſe, with the great Seal. and a 


Cardinal's Hat; then two Prieſts, bearing each a Silver 
Croſs ; then a Gentleman-Uſher bare headed. accompanied 
with a Serjeant at Arms, bearing a Mace; then two Gen- 
tlemen, bearing two Silver Pillars; after them, ſide 6y 
fide, the two Cardinals, two Noblemen with the Sword 
and Mace. The King takes place under the Cloth of 
State; the two Cardinals ſit under him as Judges. 

Deen takes place ſome diftance from the King, The * 


ſoops place themſelves on each ſide the Court in manner of 


4 Conſiſtory: Below them, the Scribes. The Lords ſit next 
the Biſhops s. The reſt of the Attendants ſtand in converi- 
ent Order Ne the Stage. 45 


mol. Whilſt our Commiſſion from Rome is + fend, 
Let Silence be commanded. 

King. What's the need? — 
It hath already publickly been read, * 
And on all fides th Authority allow d, 9 
You May then ſpare that time, 4 


- P 
1 — 8 
8 
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Mol. Beꝰt ſo, proceed. ' 
Scribe. Say, Heury King of England, come into the Court. 
Cryer. Henry King of England, &c. | 
King. Here, 
Scribe, Say, Katherine Queen of England, 
Come into the Court. 3 
Crier, Katherine, Queen of England. &c. | 
The Queen makes no Anſwer, riſes out of her Chair, goes about 
the Court, comes to the King, and kneels at his Feet; then 
ks; | 
807 defire you to do me Right and Jultice, - 
And to beſtow your Pity on me; for | 
I am a moſt poor Woman, and a Stranger, 
Born out of your Dominions; having here 
No Judge indifferent, nor no more aſſurance 
Of equal Friendſhip and Proceeding. Alas, Sir, 
In what have I offended you? What cauſe 
Hath my Behaviour given to your Diſpleaſure, 
That thus you ſhould proceed to put me off, : 
And take your good Grace from me? Heav'n witneſs 
I have been to you a true and humble Wite, 
At all times to your Will conformable : 
Ever in fear to kindle your diſlike, 
Yea, ſubject to your Countenance ; glad, or ſorry, 
As I ſaw it inclin'd: when was the hour 
] ever contradicted your Deſire? | 
Or made it not mine too? Or which of your Friends 
Have I not ſtrove to Love, although I knew 
He were mine Enemy? What Friend of mine, 
That had to him deriv'd your Anger, did I 
Continue in my Liking ? nay, gave notice | 
He was from thence diſcharg d? Sir, call to mind, 
That I have been your Wife, in this Obedience, 
Upward of twenty Years, and have been bleſt 
With many Children by you. If in the courſe 
And proceſs of this time you can report, 
And prove it too, againſt mine Honour ought, 
My bond of Wedlock, or my Love and Duty 
Againſt your Sacred Perſon; in God's Name 
Turn me away; and let foul'ſt Contempt 
Vo . V. G Shut 
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Shut door upon me, and ſo give me up 
To the ſharp'ſt kind of Juſtice. Pleaſe you, Sir, | 
The King your Father, was reputed for a 
A Prince moſt prudent, and an excellent 
And unmatch'd Wit and Judgment. Ferdinand 
My Father, King of Spain, was reckou'd one 
| The wiſeſt Prince, that there had reign'd, by many 
A Year before, It is not to be queſtion'd, K 
That they had gather'd a wiſe Council to them k 
Of every Realm, that did debate this Buſineſs, - . 
Who deem'd our Marriage lawful. Wherefore I humbly 
Beſeech you, Sir, to ſpare me, *cill I may 
Be by my Friends in Spain advis d; whole Counſel 
I will implore. If not, Vi name of God 
Your pleaſure be fulfil'd, 
Mol. You have here, Lady, 

(And of your choice) theſe Reverend Fathers, Men 

Of fingular Integrity and Learning: . 
Yea, the elect och Land, who are aſſembled - 
To plead your Cauſe. It ſhall be therefore bootleſs, 
That longer you defer the Court, as well 
For your own quiet, as to rectifie . 
What is unſettled in the King. a 

Cam. His Grace 
Hath ſpoken well, and juſtly; therefore, Madam, 

It's fit this Royal Seſſion do procced, | 
And that, without delay, their er 4 
Be now produc'd, and heard. | 

Queen. Lord Cardinal, to you I ſpeak. 

Mol. Your pleaſure, Madarn. 

Queen. Sir, 1 am about to weep; but chinking that 
We arc a Queen, or long have dream d ſo, certain 
The Daughter of a King, my Ow: of Tears 
Pl! turn to ſparks of Fire | ? 

Hol. Be patient yet | 

ween. | will, when you are fumble; nay before, 
Or God will puniſh me. I do believe, 
Induc'd by potent Circumſtances, that 
You are mine Enemy, and make m y erg 
Tou ſnall not be my yas For it is uu 


" 
: 

#\, 
wh. 


» Have 


ave 
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"Have blown this Coal, betwixt my Lord and me, 


Which God's dew quench; therefore, I ſay again, 

I utterly abhor, yea, from my Soul | 

Refuſe you for my Judge, whom yet once more 

I hold my moſt malicious Foe, and think not 

At all a Friend to Truth. | 
ol. 1 do profeſs 


| You ſpeak not like your ſelf, who ever yet 


Have ſtood to Charity, and diſplay'd th? effects 
Of Diſpoſition gentle, and of Wiſdom 
Oer - topping Woman's power. Madam, you do me wrong, 
I have no Spleen againſt you, nor Injuſtice 
For you, or any; how far I have proceeded, 
Or how far further ſhall, is warranted 
By a Commiſſion from the Conliſtory, 
Yea, the whole Conſiſtory of Rome. You charge me, 
That I have blown this Coal, I do deny it, 
The King is preſent; If it be known to him, 
That I gainſay my Deed, how may he wound, 
And worthily, my Falſhood? yea, as much 
As you have done my Truth, If he know 
That I am free of your Report, he knows 
1 am not of your Wrong. Therefore in him 
It lyes to cure me, and the Cure is to | 
Remove theſe thoughts from you. The which before 
His Highneſs ſhall ſpeak in, I do beſeech | 
Yon, gracious Madam, to unthink your ſpeaking, 
And to Tay no more. | 
Queen. My Lord, my Lord, 

I am a ſimple Woman, much too weak 
T'oppoſe your Cunning, Y*are meek, and humble mouth'd, 
You ſign your Place and Calling, in full ſeeming, 
With Meekneſs and Humility ; but your Heart 
Is cramm'd with Arrogance, with Spleen and Pride. 
You have by Fortune and his Highneſs Favours, 
Gone flighthy oer low Steps, and now are mounted 
Where Powers are your Retainers, and your Words, 
Domeſticks to you, ſerve your Will, as't ple:ſe 
Your ſelf pronounce their Office, I muſt tell you, 
You tender more your Perſon's Honour, than 

pos Your 
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Your high Profeſſion Spiritual. That again 


I do reſuſe you for my Judge, and here - 
Before you all, Appeal unto the Pope, ” T 
To bring my whole Cauſe *fore his Holineſs, O 
And to be judg'd by him. T 
[She curtſies to the King, and offers to depart. 14 
Cam. The Queen is obſtinate. 11 
Stubborn to Juſtice, apt to accuſe it, and Tt 
Diſdainful to be try'd by't; tis not well. w 
She's going away. ; 5 Ba 
King. Call her again. | . T 
er. Katherine, Queen of England, come into the Court. Bu 
Uſher. Madam, ycu are calld back. _ Ha 
Queen. What need younote it? pray you keep your way, it 
When you are cal'd, return. Now the Lord help, Th 
They vex me paſt my Patience-----pray you paſs on; 11 
I will not tarry; no, nor ever more 5 Ar 
Upon this buſineſs my appearance make 1 v 
In any of their Courts. : Th 


 [Exeunt Queen, and ber Attendants. | 11 
King. Go thy ways, Kate, | 


That Man ith* World, who ſhall report he has By 
A better Wife, let him in nought be truſted, Wh 
For {peaking falſe in that; thou art alone, A] 
If thy rare Qualities, ſwyeet Gentlenefs,  _ Ou 
Thy Meekneſs Saint- like, Wife - like Government, E'e 
Obeying in commanding, and thy Parts | I ar 
Sovereign and Pious, could ſpeak thee out, Wh 
The Queen of earthly Queens: She's Noble born; _ Wh 
And like her true Nobility, ſhe has * Ref 
rried her ſelf towards me. . | Son 
Wol. Moſt gracious Sir, | 4 | The 
In humbleſt manner I require your Highneſs Yea 
That it ſhall pleaſe you to declare in hearing The 
Of all theſe Ears (for where I am robb'd aad bound, Tha 
There muſt I be unlood, although not there And 
At once, and fully fatisfy'd) whether ever! I fte 
Did broach this Buſineſs to your Highneſs, or Icon 
Laid any ſeruple in your way, which might If it 
Induce you to the queſtion ont; or erer Do 1 
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Have to you, but with thanks to God for ſuch 
A Royal Lady, ſpake one, the leaſt word 
That might be the prejudice of her preſent State, 
Or touch of her Perſon ? 
I do excuſe you; yea, upon mine Honour, 
I free you from't: You are not to be taught, 
That you have many Enemies, that know not 
Why they are fo, but like the Village Curs, 
Bark when their fellows do. By ſome of theſe 
The Queen is put in anger; y are excus'd: 
But will you be more juſtify'd ? You ever 
Have wiſh'd the ſleeping of this Buſineſs, never defir'd 
It to be ftirr'd; but oft have hindred, oft, 
The Paſſages made towards it: en my Honour 
I ſpeak, my good Lord Cardinal, to this point ; 
And thus far clear him. Now, what mov'd me to't. 
1 will be bold with time and your attention : | 
Then mark th*'inducement, Thus it came; give heed to't : 
My Conſcience firſt receiv'd a tenderneſs, 
Scruple, and prick, on certain Speeches utter'd 
By the Biſhop of Bayer, then French Amball-lor,. 
Who had been hither ſent on the debating 
A Marriage *cwixt the Duke of Orleans, and 
Our Daughter Mary: I'ch* Progreſs of this buſineſs, 
E'er a determinate Reſolution, he, 
I mean the Biſhop, did require a reſpite, 
Wherein he might the King bis Lord advertiſe, 
Whether our Daughter were Legitimate, 
Reſpecting this our Marriage with the Dowager, 
Sometime our Brother's Wife. This reſpite thook 
The boſom of my Conſcience, enter'd me, 
Yea, with a ſplitting Power, and made to tremble 
The region of my Breaſt, which fore d ſuch way, 
That many maz d Conſiderings did throng 
And preſt in with this Caution. Firſt, methought 
I ftood not in the ſmile of Heay'n, who had 
Commanded Nature, that my Lady's Womb, 
If it conceiv'd a Male-child by me, ſhould 
Do no more Offices of Life to't, than 

G.3 The 
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The Grave does to the Dead; for her Male-Iſſue 
Or died where they were made, or ſhortly after 
This World had air'd them. Hence 1 took a thoupht, 
This was a Judgment on me, that my Kingdom, 
Well worthy the beſt Heir o'th* World, ſnould not 
Be glad in't by me. Thea follows, that . 
I weigh'd the Danger which my Realms ſtood in 
By this my Iſſues fail, and that gave to mne 
Many a groaning throw; thus hulling in 
The wild Sea of my Conſcience, I did fteer 
Towards this Remedy, whereupon we are 
Now preſent here together; that's to ſay, 
I meant to rectifie my Conſcience, which | 
I then did feel full fick, and yet not well, 4 
By all the Reyerend Fathers of the Land, 1 
And Doctors learn d. Firſt, I began in priyate, 
With you, my Lord of Lincoln; you remember 
How under my Oppreſſion I did reel, 8 
When 1 firſt mov'd you. 5 
Lin. Very well, my Liege. * 
King. I have ſpoke long, be pleas d your ſelf to ſay 
How far you :atisfy*d me. | 2 
Lin. So pleaſe your Highneſs, 9 
The Queſtion did at firſt fo ſtagger me, 7 © - 
Bearing a ſtate of mighty moment in't, f 
And conſequence of dread, that I committed 
The daring'ſt Councel which I h:d to doubr, 
Ard did intreat your Highneſs to this Courſe, 
Which you ace running E | 
King. I then moy'd you, Rp ny 
My Lord-of Canterbury, and got your leave | 
To make this preſent Summons unſollicitet. 
J left no reverend Perſon in this Court, . 
But by particular conſent proceeded 3 
Under your Hands and Seals; therefore go on, 
For no diſlike i th! World againſt the Perſon | 
Of our good Queen, but the ſharp thorny Points 
Of my alledged Reaſons, drives this forward: 
Prove but our Marriage lawful, by my Life 
And kingly Dignity, we are contented 
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To wear our mortal State to come, with her 
(Katherine our Queen) before the primeſt Creature 
That's Paragon'd o th' World. 
Cam. So plciſe your Highneſs, 
The Queen being abſent, tis a needful fitneſs, 
That we Adjourn this Court to a further day; 
Mean while muſt be an earneſt motion 
Made to the Queen, to call back her Appeal 
She intends unto his Holineſs. 
King. I may perceive : 
Theſe Cardinals trifle with me: I abhor 
This dilatory Sloth, and Tricks of Rome. 
My learn'd and well beloy'd Servant Cranmer, 
Prithee return; with thy approach, 1 know, | 
My comfort comes along; break up the Court: > 
I fay, ſet on. | Exeunt, in manner as they enter d. 


AC Ill. SCENE I. 


Enter Queen and her Women, as at Work. 


ueen. AK E thy Lute, Wench, 
2 T My Soul grows fad with Troubles, 
Sing, and diſperſe em if thou canſt: leave working. 
S O N G. 
O with his Lute, made Trees, 
And the Mountain tops, that freeze 
Bow themſelves when he did ſing. 
To his Muſick, Plants and Flowers 
Ever ſpring, as Sun and Showers 
There had made a laſting Spring. 
Every thing that heard him play. 
Even the Billows of the Sea, 
Hung their Heads, and then lay by, 
In fweet Muſick is ſuch Art, | ; 
Killing Care, and Grief of Heart, 
Fall aſleep, or hearing die. 1 
G4 Enter 


— + DO 
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Enter a Gentleman. -Þ 
Duem, How now? 1 1 
Cent. And't pleaſe your Grace, the two great Cardinals 
Wait in the ˖ a : els nk”. won 
ween.. Would th with me? ; 
2 They wild be fry ſo, Madam. 
ueen. Pray their Graces 

To come near; what can be their Bufineſs 

With me, a poor weak Woman, fall'n from Fayour? _ 

I do not like their coming. Now I think on't, 

They ſhould be good Men, their Affairs are Righteous, 
But, All Hoods make not Monks. 3 . 
ner the Cardinals Wolſey and Campeius. 

Mol. Peace to your Highneſs. 7 

ween. Your Graces find me here part of a Houſe-wife, 

(1 would be all) againſt the worſt may happen: 

What are your Pleaſures with me, Reyerend Lords? 

Mol. May it pleaſe you, Noble Madam, to withdraw 

Into your private Chamber; we ſhall give you | 

The full cauſe of our coming. 

Queen. Speak it here. 

There's nothing I have done yet, o'my Conſcience, 

Deſerves a Corner; would all other Women 

Could ſpeak this with as free a Soul, as I do: 

My Lords, I care not (fo much I am happy 

Above a number) if my Actions 

Were try'd by every Tongue, every Eye ſaw em, 

Envy and baſe Opinion ſet againſt em 

I know my Life ſo even. If your Buſineſs 

Seek me out, and that way I am wiſe in; 

Out with it boldly: Truth loyes open Dealing. | 
Mol Tanta eft erga te mentis integritas, Regina Sereniſſima. --- 
Queen. Good my Lord, no Latin; I 

I am not ſuck a Truant fince my coming. 

As not to know the Language I have liv'd in: 

A ſtrange Tongue makes my cauſe more ſtrange, ſuſpicious: 

Pray ſpeak in Engli/h; here are ſome will thank you, 

It you ſpeak truth, for their poor Miſtreſs ſake; 

Believe me ſhe has had much wrong. Lord Cardinal, 

The willing'ſt Sin I ever yet committed, | o 

i; 7 
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May be abſoly'd in Engliſh. 
1 

am ſorry my Integri 
(And —— 5 his Majeſty and you) 
So deep Suſpicion, where all Faith was meant; 
We come not by the way of Accuſation, 
To taint that Honour every good Tongue bleſſes; 
Nor to betray you any way to Sorrow, 
You have too much, good Lady: But to know 
How you ſtand minded in the weighty Difference 
Between the King and yeu, and to deliver, 
Like free and honeſt Men, our juſt Opinions, 
And comforts to your Cauſe. 

Cam. Moſt honoured Madam, 
My Lord of York, out of his noble Nature, 
Zeal and Obedience, he ſtill bore your Grace, 
Forgetting, like a good Man. your late Cenſure 
Both of his Truth and him, (which was too far) 
' Offers, as I do, in a ſign of Peace, | 
His Service and his Counſel, 

ween. To betray me. 

My Lords, I thank you both for your good Wills, 
Ye 2 like honeſt Men, pray God ye prove ſo, 
But how to make ye ſuddenly an Anſwer 
In ſuch a point of weight, ſs near mine Honour, 
(More near my Life, I fear) with my weak Wit, 
And to ſuch Men of Gravity and 2 ; 
In truth I know not. I was ſet at work 
Among my Maids, full little, God knows, looking 
Either for ſuch. Men, or fuch Buſineſs; 
For her fake that 1 have been, for J feel N 
The laſt fit of my Greatneſs, good your Graces 
Let me have Time and Council for my Cauſe: 
Alas, I am a Woman friendleſs, hopeleſs. 

Hol. Madam, 
You wrong the King's Love with thoſe Fears, 
Your Hopes and Friends are infinite, | 
Deen. In England. 

But little for my profit: Can you think, Lords, 
That any Engliſh Man dare give me Counſel? 
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His Love too, long age. I am old, my Lords, 


J will not wiſh ye h 
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Or be a known Friend *gainſt his Highneſs Pleaſure; 


Though he be grown ſo deſperate to be honeſt, 


And live a Subject? Nay forſooth, my Friends, 
They that muſt weigh out my AfMictions, | 


They that my truſt muſt grow to, live not here, 
They are, as all my other Comforts are, far hence 
In mine own Country, Lords. & 
Cam. I would your Grace 
Would leave your Griefs, and take my Counſel. 
een. How, Sir? | jd 
Cam. Put your main Cauſe into the King's Protection, 
He's loving and moſt gracious. *Twill be much | 
Both for your Honour better, and your Cauſe : 
For if the Trial of the Law o'cr-take ye, 
You'll part away diſgrac'd. | 
Hol. He tells you rightly. 4 5 
ueen. Ye tell me what ye wiſh for both, my Ruin; 
Is this your Chriſtian Counſel? Out upon ye, 7 
Heav'n is above all yet; there fits a Judge, 
That no King can corrupt. 
Cam. Your Rage miſtakes us. 85 
ueen. The more ſhame for ye; holy Men I thought ye, 
Upon my Soul, two reverend Cardinal Virtues; 
But Cardinal Sins, and hollow Hearts, I fear ye: 
Mend em for ſhame, my Lords: Is this your comfort ? 
The Cordial that ye bring a wretched Lady ? * 
A Woman loſt Nen ye, laugh'd at, ſcorn d? | 
r 
I have more Charity. But ſay I warn d ye; 
Take heed, for Heav'ns ſake take heed, leſt at once 
The burghen of my Sorrows fall upon ye. 
Mol. Madam, this is a meer Diſtraction, 
You turn the Good we offer into Enyy. 
een. Ye turn me into nothing. Wo upon ye, 
And all ſuch faiſe r Woun you haye ne 
If you have any Juſtice, any Pity, . ., _. __-. 
lf & be any chin J but Churchmens Habits) . 1 : —_— 
Put my fick Cauſe into his Hands that hates me? 
Alas, h'as baniſh'd me his Bed already, 
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And all the Fellowſhip I hold now with him 
Is only by Obedience. What can happen ; 
To me, aboye this wretchedneſs? All your Studies 
Make me a Curſe, like this. 

Cam. Your fears are worſe. —— 

Queen. Have I liv'd thus long (let me ſpeak my ſelf, 
Since Virtue finds no Friends) a Wife, a true one? 
A Woman (I dare fay without Vain glory) . 
Never yet branded with Suſpicion? 3 
Have 1, with all my full Affedt ions | 
Still met the King? lov'd him next Heav'n, obey'd him? 
Been, out of fondneſs, ſuperſtiticus to him ? 20 
Almoſt forgot my Prayers to content him: 
And am I thus rewarded? tis not well, Lords. 
Bring me a conſtant Woman to her Husband, | 
One that ne'er dream'd a Joy. beyond his pleaſure: 
And to that Woman, when ſhe has done moſt, 


| Yer will I add an Honour; a great Patience. 


Mol. Madam, you wander from the good we aim at. 
Queen. My Lord, I dare not make my ſelf ſo guilty, 
To give up willingly that noble Title 
Your Maſter wed me to: Nothing but Death 
Shall e' er divorce my Dignities. 

Hol. Pray, hear me | 
Queen. Would I had never trod this Engliſh Earth, 
Or telt the Flatteries that grow upon it: | 
Ye have Angels Faces, but Heay'n knows your Hearts. 

What ſhall become of me now ! wretched Lady! 
I am the moſt unhappy Woman living. 
Alas, poor Wenches, where are now your Fortunes ? 
wk” 3 en [To her Nomen. 
Ship-wrack'd upen a Kingdom, where no Pity, 
No Friends, no Hope, no Kindred weep for me! 
Almoſt no Grave allow'd me! like the Lilly, 
That once was Miſtreſs of the Field, and flouriſh'd, 
III hang my Head, and periſh. - 

Mol. If your Grace | | 
Could but be brought to know our Ends are honeft, 
You'll feel more comfort. Why ſhould we, good Lady, 


Upon what cauſe wrong you? Alas, our Places, . 
: es LE Tie 
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The way of our Profeſſion is againſt it: 
We are to cure ſuch Sorrows, not to ſow 'em. 
For goodneſs ſake conſider what you do, 
How you may hurt your ſelf, ay, utterly - 
Grow from the King's Acquaintance, by this Carriage. 
The Hearts of Princes kiſs Obedience, | | 
So much they love it: But to ſtubborn Spirits, 
They ſwell and grow as terrible as Storms. 
I know you have a gentle, noble Temper, 
A Soul as even as a Calm; pray think us, 
Thoſe we profeſs, Peace-makers, Friends and Servants. 
Cam. Madam, you'll find it fo: 
You wrong your Virtues + tio? 
With theſe weak Womens fears. A Noble Spirit, 
As yours was, = into you ever caſts | 
Such doubts as falſe Coin from it. The King loves you 
Beware you loſe it not; for us (if you pleaſe 
To truſt us in your Buſineſs) we are ready 
To uſe our utmoſt Studies in your Service. 
Queen. Do what you will, my Lords; and pray forgive me, 

If 1 have us d my ſelf unmannerly; vs 
You know I am a Waman, lacking Wit 
To make a ſeemly Anfwer to ſuch Perſons. 
Pray do my Service to his Majeſty. 
He has my Heart yet; and ſhall haye ray Prayers 

While I ſhall have my Life. Come, Reverend Fathers, 
Beſtow your Counſels on me. She now begs | 
That little thought when ſhe ſet footing here, 
She ſhould have bought her Digaitics ſo dear. Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 


Enter the Duke of Norfolk, Duke of Suffolk, Lord Surrey, 
and Lord Chamberlain. 

Nor. If you will now unite in your Complaints, 
And force them ith a Conſtancy, the Cardinal 
Cannot ſtand under them. If you omit 

The offer of this time, I cannor promiſe, 

But that you ſhall ſuſtain more new Diſgraces, 
With theſe you bear already. 


Sur. 
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Sur. I am joyful ; 
To meet the leaſt Occaſion that may give me 
Remembrance of my Father-in-law the Duke. 
To be reveng'd on him, | 

Suf. Which of the Peers | 
Have uncontemn'd gone by him, or at leaſt 
Strangely neglected ? When did he regard 
| The ſtamp of Nobleneſs in any Perſon 

Out of himſelf? | 

Cham. My Lords, you ſpeak your Pleaſures: 
What he deſerves of you and me, I know : 
What we can do to him (though now the time 
Give way to us) I much fear. If you cannot - 

his acceſs to th gs over attempt | 

Any thing on him; for he bath a witchcraft - 
Over the King in's Tongue. 

Nor. O fear him not, 
His Spell in that is out; the King hath found , 
Matter againſt him that for ever mars 
The Hony of his gage. No, he's ſettled, 


Not to come off, in igh Difpleaſure. 
Sur. Sir, | 

I ſhould be glad to hear ſuch News as this 

Once ever _ | 


Nor. Believe it this is true, | 
In the Divorce, his contrary Proceedings 
Are all unfolded; wherein he appears, 

As I would wiſh my Enemy. 
Saur. How came 
His Practices to light? 

Suf. Moſt ſtrangely. 

Sur. O how? how? 

Suf. The Cardinals Letters to the Pope miſcarried, 
And came to th' Eye o'th' King, wherein was read, 
How that the Cardinal did intreat his Holineſs 
To ſtay the Judgment o'th* Divorce; for if 

It did take place, I do, quoth he, perceive 
My King is tangled in Affection, to 
A Creature of the Queen's, Lady Anne Bullen. 
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Saf. Believe it. 
Sur. Will this Work? 


Cham The King in this perceives him, how he coats 
And hedges his own way. But in this Point, 


All his tricks founder, and he brings his Phyfick 
After his Patient's death; the King already 
Hath married the fair Lady. 

— Would he _ 

Suf. May you be happy in your wiſh, m Lord, 
For I po . have E : 4 

Sur. Now all my Joy 
Trace the Conjunction. 

Suf. My Amen tot. 

Nor. All Mens. 

Suf. There's order given for her Coronation:. ? 
Marry this is but young, and may be left 
To ſome Ears unrecounted, But, my Lords, 
She is a gallant Creature, and compleat n 
In Mind and Feature, I perſuade me'from her 
Will fall ſome Bleſſing to this Land, which ſhall 
In it be memoriz'd. 

Sur. But will the . 
Digeſt this Letter of the Cardinal's? 
The Lord forbid. 

Nor. Marry, Amen. 

Sf. No, no: | 
There be moe Waſps that buz about his Noſe, 
Will make this ſting the ſooner. Cardinal Campeins | 
Is ſtoln away to Rome, has ta'en no leave, 
Hath left the Cauſe to th' King unhandled, and 
Is poſted as the Agent of our Cardinal, 


To ſecond all his Plot. I do aſſure you, f 


The King cry'd Ha! at this. 

Cham. Nowy God incenſe him; 
And let him cry Ha, louder, 

Nor. But, my Lord, 
When returns Cranmer? 

Suf. He is return'd with his Opinions, which 
Have. fatisfy'd\the King for his Divorce, 
Gather'd from all the famous Colleges 
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Almoſt in Chriſtendom; ſhortly, I believe, 
His ſecond Marriage ſhall be publiſh d, and 
ep — — no 1 4 | 
Sha call'd Qucen, but Prince wager, 
A Widow to Pe Arthur. | 
Nor. This fame Cranmer's » 
A worthy Fellow, and bath ta'en much pain 
In the King's Buſineſs, 
. Suf. He has, and we ſhall ſee bim, 
For it, an Archbiſhop. 
Nor. So I hear. 
Suf. Tis ſo. 
: Enter Wolſey and Cromwel. 
The Cardinal. 1 


Nor. Obſerve, obſerve, he's mocdy. 

Mol. The Packet, Cromwel, 

Gave't you the King ? 0 
Crom. To his own Hand, in's Bed-· chamber. 
Mol. Look'd he o'th' inſide of the Paper? 

C om. Preſently, 85788 
He did unſeal them, and the firſt he view d, 
He did it with a ſerious Mind; a heed 
Was in his Counterance. You he bad 
Attend him here this Morning. 

Mol. Is he ready to come Abroad? 


Crom I think by this he is. 3 
Mol. Leave me a while. : [Exit Cromvvel. 
It ſhall be to the Dutcheſs of Alenſon, [Afude, 


The French King's Siſter ; he ſhall marry her. 
Anne Bullen !----No, I'll no Aune Bullens for him,---- 
There's more in't than fair Viſage----Bullen!.--- 
No, we'll no Bullens----Speedily I wifh 
To hear from Rome----the Marchioneſs of Pembrook!.---? 
Nor. He's diſcontented: | 
Suf. May be he hears the King 
Does whet his anger to him. | 
Sur. Sharp enough, x 
Lord for thy Juſtice. 
Hol. [ Aſide.) The late Queen's Gentlewoman ! 
A Kight's Daughter! was 
> To 
* TE 
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To be her Miſtreſs's Miſtreſs! the Queen's — 
This Candle burns not clear, tis I muſt ſnuff it, 
Then out it goes—— What though I know her * 
And veell- deſerving? yet I know her for 
A ſpleeny Lutheran, — not wholſome to 
Our Cauſe! — chat ſhe ſhould ly e i'th* Boſom of? 
Our hard-rul'd King !---- Again, there is ſprung up 
An Heretick, an arch one; Cranmer,. one  » 
Hath crawl'd into the favour of the King, | 
And is his Oracle. 

Nor. He's vex'd at ſomething. ; 

Enter King, reading . a Schedule. 

Sw. I would 6-4 Stig that would frerthe ring 

The Maſter-cord on's Heart. 


Suf. The King, the King. | 
King. What piles of Wealth hath he accumulated 


To his own Portion! and what expence by th hour 
Seems to flow from him! how i'th name wy Thrift 
Does he rake this together! Now, my Lords, 
Saw you the Cardinal? 
Nor. My Lord, we have | 
Stood here obſerving him. Some ftrange Commotion. 
Is in his Brain;. he bites his Lips and ftarts, 
Stops on a fudden, looks upon the Ground, 
Then lays his Finger on his Temple; ſtraight 
Springs out into faſt Gate, then ſtops again, 
Strikes his Breaſt hard, and then anon, he caſts 
. His Eye againſt the Moon, in moſt Don Folge 
We have ſeen him ſet himſelf. 
King. It may well be, 

There is a Mutiny in's mind, This Morning, 
Papers of State he ſent me to peruſe, 
As I requir'd; and wot you what I. found 
There, on my Conſcience put unwittingly, 
Forſooth an Inventory, thus importing | 
The ſeveral parcels of his Plate, his Treaſure. 
r _ Ornaments = HO oo 

at ſuch a proud Rate, that it out 
Poſſeſſion of a Subject 1 


* 
* 


King HEN ERV VIII. 161 


* It's moon's 2 bn 
me Spirit put this Paper in , 
To beds your ee withal. 

King. If we did think 

His Contemplations were above the Earth, 

And fix'd on ſpiritual Objects, he ſhould ſtill 

Dwell in his Muſings, but I am afraid 

His thinkings are below the Moon, nor worth 

His ſerious conſidering. g 
He takes his Seat, whiſpers Lovel, who goes to Wolſey. 

Hol. Heaven forgive me 
Ever God bleſs your Highneſs —- 

King. Good my Lord, | 
You are full of heavenly Stuff, and bear the Inventory 
Of your beſt Graces, in your Mind; the which 
You were now runaing o'er; you have ſcarce time 
To ſteal from ſpiritual leiſure, a brief ſpan 
To keep your earthly Audit, ſure in that 
I deem you an ill Husband, and am glad 
To haye you therein my Companion, 

Wol Sir, 

For Holy Offices I have a time; time 

To think upon the part of Buſineſs, which 

I bear i'th State; and Nature does require 
Her times of Preſervation, which pertorce 

I her frail Son, amongſt my Brethren mortal, 
Muft give my tendance to, 

King. You have faid well. 

Mol. And ever may your Highneſs yoke together, 
As I will lend you cauſe, my doing well, 
With my well ſaying. 

King. Tis well ſaid again, 

And 'tis a kind of good Deed to ſay well, 

And yet Words are no Deeds. My Father loy'd you, 
He ſaid he did, and with this Deed did crown 

His Word upon you. Since I had my Office 

I have kept you next my Heart, have not alone 
Imploy'd you where high Profits might come home, 


But par 
My 


% 


par my preſent Havings, to beſtow 
dies Ou. 
9 * 


* 
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Wol. What ſhould this mean ? | 5 Aſſe: | 
Sur. The Lord increaſe this Buſineſs. [4 | 


King. Have I not made you Yah; 
The prime Man of the State? I pray you tell me, 
If what I now pronounce, you have found true: 
And if you may confeſs it, ſay withal "+ 
If you are to bound to us, or no. What ſay you? 
ol. My Sovereign, I confeſs your Royal Graces 
Showr'd on me aal have been more than could 
My ſtudied purpoſes require, which went 
Beyond all Man's endeavours. My endeavours, 
Have ever come too ſhort of my deſires, 4 
Yet fill'd with-my Abilities: Mine own Ends 
Have been ſo, that evermore they pointed 
To th' good of your moſt Sacred Perſon, and 
The profit of the State: For your great Graces - 
Heap'd upon me, pcor Undeſerver, I | 
Can nothing render but Allegiant Thanks, 
My Prayers to Heav'n for you; my Loyalty, . 
Which ever has, and ever ſhall be growing, 
Till Death, that Winter, kill it. a 
King. Fairly anſwer d: | } 
A Loyal and Obedient Subject is 
Therein illuſtrated, the Honour of it 
Does pay the Act of it, as 1'th* contrary | 
The foulneſs is the Puniſhment. I preſume, 
That as my Hand has open'd Bounty to you, 
My Heart dropp'd Love, my Pow'r rain d Honour, more 
On you, than any; ſo your Hand and Heart, | 
Your Brain, and every Function of your Power, 
Should, notwithſtanding that your bond of Duty, 
As twere in Love's particular, be more % 
To me, your Friend, than any. 

Mol. I do profeſs, | 7 
That for your Highneſs good, I ever labour'd 
More than mine own; That am l, have been, and will be: 
Though all the World ſhould crack their duty to you, 
And throw it from their Soul; though perils did 
Abound, as thick as thought could make 'em, and 
Appear in Forms more horrid; yet, my Duty, 
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As doth a Rock againſt the chiding Flood, 
Should the approach of this wild River break, 
And ſtand unſhaken yours. | 
King. Tis nobly ſpoken; _ | 
Take notice Lords, he has a loyal Breaſt, 
For you have ſeen him open t. Read oer this, 
And after. this, and then to Breakfaſt with 
What appetite you may, 3 
[Exit King, frownmg upon Cardinal Wolſey, the Noble: 
| throng after him whiſpering and ſmiling. 
Mol. What ſhould this mean? | oy 
What ſudden Anger's this? How have I reap'd it? 
He parted frowning from me, as if Ruin 
Leap'd from bis Eyes. So looks the chafed Lion 
pon the daring Huntſman that has gall'd him, 
Then makes him nothing. I muſt read this Paper: 
I fear, the Story of his Anger----'Tis fo---- 
This Paper has undone me----'Tis th Account 
Of all that World of Wealth · I have drawn together 
For mine own Ends, indeed to gain the Popedom, 
And fee my Friends in Rome. O Negligence! 
Fit for a Fool to fall by: What croſs Devil 
Made me put this main Secret in the Packet 
I fent the King? Is there no way to cure this? 
No new device to beat this from his Brains? 
I know 'twill ſtir him ſtrongly; yet I know 
A way, if it take right, in ſpight of Fortune 
Will bring me off again. What's this----To the Pope? 
The Letter, as I live, with all the Buſineſs 
I writ to's Holineſs. Nay, then farewel; _ 
I have touch'd the higheſt point of all my Greatneſs, 
And from that full Meridian of my Glory, 
I haſte now to my Setting. 1 ſhall fall 
Like a bright Exhalation in the Evening, 
And no Man fee me more. 
Enter to Wolſey, the. Dukes of Norfolk and Suffolk, , 
Earl of Surrey, and the Lord Chamberlain, 
Nor. Hear the King's pleaſure, Cardinal, 
Who commands you 
To render up the great Seal preſently 
5 | Into 
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Into our Hands, and to confine your ſelf 


To Aſher-howſe, my Lord of Mincheſter 8. 
Till you hear further from his Highneſs: 
Wol. Stay : 


Where's your Commiſſion, Lords? words cannot carry 


Authority ſo mighty.  _ N 
Suf. Who dare croſs em, | 
Bearing the King's Will from his Mouth expreſly ? 
Wol. *Till I find more than will, or words to do it, 
I mean your Malice, know, Officious Lords, 
I dare, and muſt deny it. Now I fee] | 
Of what courſe Metal ye are molded — Enyy: 
How caſperly ye follow my Diſgrace 
As if it fed ye, and how ſleek and wanton 
Ye appear in every thing may bring my Ruin; 
Follow your envious Courſes, Men of Malice; 
You have a Chriſtian warrant for em, and no doubt 
In time will find their fit Rewards. That Seal 
You ask with ſuch a Violence, the King, 


Mine, and your Maſter, with his own hand gave me: 


Bad me enjoy it, with the Place, and Honours 
During my Life; and to confirm his Goodneſs, 
Ty'd it by Letters Patents. Now, who'll take it? 

Sur. The King that gave it. | 

Mol. It muſt be himſelf then. | 

Sur. Thou art a proud Traitor, Prieft. 

Fol. Proud Lord, thou lyeſt: — 
Within theſe forty hours, Surrey durſt better 
Have burnt that Tongue, than ſaid ſo. 

Sur. Thy Ambition, | 
Thou ſcarlet Sin, robb'd this bewailing Land 
Of noble Buckingham, my Father in-Law: :- 
The Heads of all thy Brother Cardinals 
With thee, and all thy beſt Parts bound together, 
Weigh'd not a Hair of his. rages of your Policy, 
You ſent me Deputy for Ireland, 

Far from his Succour; from the King, from all 


That might have mercy on the Fault thou gay'ſt him: 


Whil'& your great Goodneſs, out of hol 
Abſoly'd him with an Ae. 4 


= 


Pity, 
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ol. This, and all elſe | 
This talking Lord can lay upon my Credit, 
I anſwer, is moſt falſe, The Duke by Law 
Found his Deſerts. How innocent 1 was 
From any private Malice in his End, 
His noble Jury, and foul Cauſe can witneſs. 
If I lov'd many words, Lord, I ſhould tell you, 
You have as little Honeſty, as Honour, 
That in the way of Loyalty, and Truth 
Toward the King, my ever Royal Maſter, 


Dare mate a ſounder Man that Surrey can be, 


And all that love his Follies. 
Sur. By my Soul, | 
Your long Coat, Prieſt, protects you, thou ſhould'ſt feel 
My Sword i'th' Life-Blood of thee elſe. My Lords, 
Can ye endure to hear this Arrogance ? {44 
And from this Fellow? If we live thus tamely, 
To be thus Jaded by a piece of Scarlet, 
Farewel Nobility, let his Grace go forward, 
And dare us with his Cap, like Larks. 
Hol. All Goodneſs 
Is poiſon to thy Stomach. 
Sur. Yes, that Goodneſs 
Of gleaning all the Lands-wealth into one, 
Into your own hands, Card'nal, by Extortion: 
The goodneſs of your intercepted Packets 
You writ to th Pope, againſt the King; your Goodneſs, 
Since you provoke me, ſhall be moſt notorious. 


My Lord of Norfolk, as you are truly noble, 


As you reſpe& the common Good, the State 
Of our de ſpis d Nobility, our Iſſues, 
Who, if he live, will ſcarce be Gentlemen, 
Produce the grand ſum of his Sins, the Articles 
Collected from his Life, 1'1] ſtartle you 
Worſe than the ſcaring Bell, when the brown Wench 
Lay kiſſing in your Arms, Lord Cardinal. 

Mol. How much methinks I could deſpiſe this Man, 
But that I am bound in Charity againſt it. 

Nor. Thoſe Articles, my Lord, are in the King's Hand: 
But thus much, they are foul ones. "i 
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Wol. So much fairer | 
And ſpotleſs ſhall mine Innocence ariſe, ! 
When the King knows my Truth. 

Sur. This cannot fave you: | 
I thank my Memory, 1 yet remember : 
Some of theſe Articles, and out they ſhall. 3 
Now. if you'can bluſh, and cry Guilty, Cardinal, 
"You'll ſhew a little Honeſty. ron: 

Mol. Speak on, Sir, e 51 | 4 1 
I dare your worſt Objections: If I bluſh, | 
'It is to fee a Nobleman want Manners. 5 . 

Sur. J had rather want thoſe, than my Head; ſpre at you. 

Firſt, that without the King's Aſſent or Knowledge, 
'You wrought to be a Legat, by which Power 
Tou maim d the Juriſdiction of all Biſhops. Fe 

Nor. Then, that in all you writ to Rome, or elſe 

To foreign Princes, Ego & Rex mens : 


N r 


Was ftill-inferid'd; in which you brought the King 
To be your Servant. e ; 
Suf. Then, that without the Knowledge 


Either of King or Council, when you went 
Ambaſſador to the Emperor, you made bold 


- 


To carry into Flanders the great Seal, * 

Sur. Item, You ſent a large Commiſſion 5 
To Gregory de Caſſalis, to conclude, BS i 
Without the King's Will, or the States allowance, 

A. League berween his Highneſs and Ferrara. 
Sf. That out of meer Ambition, you have caus'd 
Yeur Holy-Hat to be ſtamp'd on the King's Coin. 

Sur. Then, that you have ſent innumerable Subſtanee, 
By what means got I leave to your own Conſcience, 
To furniſh Rome, and to prepare the Ways | 
You have for Dignities, to the meer undoing _ 
Of all the Kingdom. Many more there are 
Which fince they are of you, and odious, _ 
Iwill not taint my Mouth with, 38 

Cham. O my Lord. | 
Preſs not a falling Man too far; tis Virtue: 
His Faults lye open to the Laws, let them, 


Nor you, correct him, My Heart weeps to ſee um 8 
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2 


* 
A 


King HxxRx VIII. 167 


So little, of his great Self. 

Sur. I forgive him. 

Suf. Lord Cardinal, the King's further Pleaſure is, 
Becauſe all thoſe things you have done of late, 
By your Power Legatine, within this Kingdom, 
Fall into the compaſs of a Prxmunire; 
That therefore ſuch a Writ be ſued againſt you, 
To forfeit all your Goods, Lands, Tenements, 


Caſtles, and whatſoever, and to be 


Out of the King's Protection. This is my Charge. 
Nor. And ſo we'll leave you to your Meditations 

How to live better. ' For your ſtubborn anſwer 

About the giving back the great Seal to us, | 

The King ſhall know it, and, no doubt, ſhall thank you: 


| So fare you well, my little good Lord Cardinal. 


Exeunt all but Wolſey. 
_ WWal. So farewel to the little good you bear me. 
Farewe!, a long farewel to all my Greatneſs. _ 
This is the ſtate of Man; to day he puts forth 
The tender Leaves of Hopes, to morrow Bloſſoms, 
And bears his bluſhing Ronours thick upon him: 


The third Day comes a Froſt, a killing Froſt, 


And when he thinks, good eaſie Man, full ſurely 
His Greatneſs is a ripening, nips his Root, 

And then he falls, as I do. I have veatur'd, 

Like little wanton Boys that ſwim on Bladders, 
This many Summers in a Sea of Glory, | 

But far beyond my Depth: My high-blown Pride 
At length broke under me, and now has left me 
Weary, and old with Service, to the mercy 

Of a rude Stream, that muſt for ever hide me. 
Vain pomp, and glory of the World, I hate ye, 

I feel my Heart new open d. Oh how: wretched - 
Is that poor Man that hangs on Princes Favours; 
There is betwixt that ſmile we would aſpire to, 
That {ſweet Aſpect of Princes, and their ruin; 
More pangs and fears than Wars or Women have! 
And when he falls, he falls like Lucifer, | 
Neyer to hope again, 
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| Enter Cromwell flanding amax d. 
Why, how now Cromwell? | 
Crom. | have no power to ſpeak, Sir. 
Mol. What, amaz'd 
At my Misfortunes? Can thy Spirit wonder | 
A great Man ſhould decline. Nay, and you weep : 1 
I am fall'n indeed. 994 "1 
Crom. How does your Grace? 
Wal. Why, well; | . / 
Never ſo truly happy, my Cromwell, 5 
I know my {elf now, and I feel within me , 
A Peace above all Earthly Dignities, 
A till and quiet Conſcience. , The King has cur'd me, 
I humbly thank his Grace; and from theſe Shoulders, © 
Theſe ruin'd Pillars, out of pity, taken 


{ 

] 

] 

{ 

| 

A load would fink a Navy, too much Honour. 

O tis a Burden, Cromwell, tis a Burden 5 

Too heavy for a Man, that hopes for Heav'n. \ 

Crom. I am glad your Grace 8 

Has made that right uſe of it. 7 

ol. I hope I have: 7 

I am able now, methinks, | > 

Out of a fortitude of Soul, I feel, | * F 
To endure more Miſeries, and greater far „ 6:40 

Than my weak-hearted Enemies dare offer. | 

What News abroad? - 8 

Crom. The heavieſt, and the worſt, B 

Is your Diſpleaſure with the King, v 

Mol. God bleſs him. T 

Crom. The next is, that Sir Thomas Moor is choſen F 

Lord Chancellor, in your place. | 

Wol. That's ſomewhat ſudden----. | | 

But he's a learned Man. May he continue 5 Ir 

Long in his Highneſs favour, and do Juſtice | 9 

For Truth's-ſake, and his Conſcience ; that his Bones, Le 


bcy on has run or Courſe, and ſleeps in Bleſſings, 1 
ay have a Tomb of hans Tears wept on him. 
What more? * | | - | 55 Ol 
| Crom. That Cranmer is return'd with welcome; Sa 

Inftall'd Lord Archbiſhop of Canterbury. p As 
s | | | Mol. 0 
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Mol. That's News indeed. 

Crom. Laſt, that the Lady Awe, 
Whom the King hath in ſecrecy long married, 
This day was view'd in open, as his Queen, 


Going to Chappel; and the Voice is nov 


Only about her Coronation. | 
Mol. There was the weight that pull'd me down. 

O Cromwell, \ | | 

The King has gone beyond me: All my Glories 

In that one Woman I have loſt for ever. 


No Sun ſhall ever uſher forth mine Honours, 


Or gild again the noble Troops that waited '  _ 
Upon my Smiles. Go get thee from me, Cromwell, 

I am a poor fallen Man, unworthy now. “ 
To be thy Lord and Maſter. Seek the King, 

That Sun, I pray may never ſet; I have told him, 
What and how true thou art; he will adyance thee; 
Some little memory of me will ſtir him, 
I know his noble Nature, not to let | 
Thy hopeful ſeryice periſh too. Good Cromwell, . 
Neglect him not; make uſe now, and provide 
For thine own future ſafety, xy. 

Crom. O my Lord, X | 
Muſt I then leave you? muſt I needs forgo 
So good, ſo noble, and ſo true a Maſter? © 
Bear witneſs, all that have not Hearts of Iron, 
With what a Sorrow Cromwell leaves his Lord. 
The King ſhall have my Service; but my Prayers 
For ever and for eyer ſhall be outs. 
Mol. Cromwell, I did not think to ſhed a Ter 

In all my Miſeries; but thou haſt forcd me, 
Out f thy honeſt truth, to play the Woman. 
Let's dry our Eyes: And thus far hear me, Crommell, 
And when I am forgotten, as I ſhall be, 
And ſleep in dull cold Marble, where no mention 
Of me more muſt be heard: Say, I taught thee ; 
Say, Wolſey, that once trod the ways of Glory, 
And ſounded all the Depths and Shoals of Honour, 
Found thee a way, out of his wrack, to riſe. in: 
A fare, sud fafe one, though thy Maſter miſt it, 

„„ „ Abel 


” 
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Mark but my Fall and that that ruin'd me: 
N I charge thee, fling away Ambition; 
y that Sin fell the i Row can Man then 

The Image of his Maker, hope to win it? 
Love thy ſelf laſt, cheriſh thoſe Hearts that hate thee: 
Corruption wins not more than Honeſty. 
Still ia thy right Hand, carry gentle Peace 
To filence envious Tongues. Be juſt, and fear not. 
Let all the ends thou aim'ſt at, be thy Country's, 
Thy God's and Truth's; then if thou fall'ſt, O Cromwell, 
Thou fall'ſt a bleſſed Martyr. Serve the King; 
And prithee lead me in: 
There take an Inventory of all I have, 
To the laſt Penny, *tis the King's. My Robe, 
And my Integrity to Heav'n, is all 
I dare now call mine own. O Cromwell, Cromwell, 
Had I but ferv'd my God, with half the Zeal 
I ſervd my King; be would not in mite * 
Have left me naked to mine Enemies. 

Crom. Sir, have patience. 

Wol. So L ae Farewel a | 
| The hopes of Court, my "” in TRuvY do dwell. 


Exeunt. 


4 = IV. SCENE I. 
"Enter two Gtatemin meeting one another. 


1 Gen. Vor well met once again. 
c Gen. Sazare you. 


1 Gen. You come to take bur Stand here, and behold 


The Lady. -Aune paſs from her Coronation, .. 
2 Gen. Tis all my Buſmeſs. At our laſt encounter, 
The Dyke of-Buckingham came from his Trial. 
Gen Tis very true. But ee 'd Sorrow, 
This, general Joy. | 
2 Gen. Tis well; the Citizens 
I am ſure have-ſhewn, at. full their. Royal Muh. 
And let em have their rights, they are ever forward 
In Celebration of this day with Shews, * 
Pageants, and Sights of Honour, 


1 Gen. 


1 Seer 
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1. Gen. Never greater, 

Nor I'll aſſure you better ak Lin. 
Gen May I be bold to ask what that contains, 

The Paper in your Hande? 

1. Gen. Ves, tis the Liſt 
Of thoſe that claim their Offices this Day, 
By cuſtom of the Coronation, 
The Duke of Suffolk is the firſt, and claims 
To be high Ste werd; next the Duke of Norfolk, 
He to be Earl Marſhal; you may read the reſt. 

2 Gen. I thank: you, Sir; had l not knovon thoſe Cuſtorns; 
I ſhould have — beholding to your Paper. 
But I beſeech you what's become of Katharine, 
The Princeſs Dowager? How goes her Buſineſs? 

1 Gen. That I can tell you too; the Archbiſhop - 
Of Canterbury, accompanied with other 
Learned and Reverend Fathers of his Order, 
Held a late Court at Dunſtable, ſix Miles off 
From Ampthil, where the Princeſs lay, to which 
She was often cited by them, but appear d not: 
And to be ſhort,, for not Appearance, and 
The King's late ſcruple, by the main aſſent 
Of all theſe learned Men, ſhe was Divorc'd, 
And the late Marriage made of none effect: 
Since which, ſhe was removed to Kimbolton, 
Where ſhe remains now lick, 

2 Gen. Alas good Lady!!! 
The Trumpets ſoundz ſtand cloſe, 


The Queen is coming. n | LHantbcho, 


The Order of the Corona ation. 5 
. Al buriſh Trumpets.” 
2. * es. 7 
3. Lor ellor, with the Purſe and Mace bim 
4. 'Ouirifters ſogine 245 befor f Mick ick, 


5. Mayor of 2 bearing the Mace. Then Garter 3 

Coat of aum and on his Head a Gilt Copper Crown 
6. Marqueſs Dorſet, bearing a Scepttr of Gold, on # bis 
Head a Dam cm of Cold. üb inn the Earl "of 
H2 Surrey, 
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Surrey, bearing the Rod of Silver wah the Dove, 3 
with an Earl's Coronet. Collars of Ss. 
7. Duke & Suffolk,” in his Robs of Eſtate bis Coronet » his 
Head, bearing a long white Wand, as High Steward With 
him the Duke of Norfolk, with the Rod of Mar ſhalſhip, 

4 Coronet on his Head. Collars of SS. 

8. A Canopy born by four of the Cinque-Ports, ander is the 
Queen in her Robe; in her Hair. richly adorned with Pearl, 
Crowned. On each ſide ber. Fes Biſpops of London and 
Wincheſter, : - 

9. The old Dutcheſs of Norfolk, in a Coronal of Gold, wrought 
with Flowers, bearing the Queen s Train. 

10. Certain Ladies or Counteſſes, with li Girelets of Gold 
without Flowers. 

- They paſs over the Stage in Order and State, and then Excunt, 
with a great Flouriſh of Trumpets. 


2 Gen. A Royal Train, believe me; theſe I know; 
© Who's that bears the Scepter? | 
1 Gen, 'Marqueſs Dor ſer. 
And that the Earl of Surrey, with the Rod.” 
2 Gen. A bold braye Gentleman. That mould be 
The Duke of Suffolk. 
1 Gen. Tis the ſame: High Steward. 
2 Gen, And that my Lord of Norfolk ? 
1 Gen. Yes. 
2 Gen. Heay'n bleſs thee, 
Thou haſt the ſweeteſt Face I ever lobk'd vn 
Sir, as 1 have a Soul, ſne is an Angel; 
Our King has all the Indies in his Arma. | 
And more, and richer, when he trains that oY: 
I cannot blame his Conſcience. // | 
.1 Gen. They that bear 
The Cloth of EE over her, 22 . 
Of the Cinque. orts. WA g 
2 Gen. Thoſe Men are happy, WN 19, 
And ſo are all, are near her. WN ** , 
I take it, he that carries up the Pancho! xo A 
Is that old noble Lady, the e Dutcheſs df Norfolk. \ 
Gen. It is, and all the reſt are Counteſles, 
beak They Coronets 12 ſo. Theſe are Stars inderd, 


Ring HENRY VIII. 173 


And ſometimes falling ones. 

1 Gen. No more of that. 

Enter a third Gemtleman. 

God fave you Sir. Where have you been broiling? _ 

3 Gen. Among the Croud-i'th* Abby, where a Finger 
Could not be wedg'd: in more ; I am ſtifled, 8 
With the meer Rankneſs of their Joy. 

2 Gen. You ſa the Ceremony? 

3 Gen. 1 did; "£71 

I Gen, How was it? 

3 Gen. Well worth the ſeeing. 

2 Gen, Good Sir, ſpeak it to us. | 
3 Gen. As well as I am able. The rich Stream 
Of Lords and Ladies, having brought the Queen 
To a prepar d place in the Quire, fell off 
A diſtance from her; while her Grace fate down 
To reſt a while, ſome half an hour, or fo, 
In a rich Chair of Srate, oppoling freely. 
The Beauty of her Perſon to the People, | 
Believe me, Sir, ſhe is the goodlieſt Woman N 
That ever lay by Man; which when the People 
Had the full View of, ſuch a noiſe aroſe, 
As the ſhrowds make at Sea in a ſtiff Tempeſt, . 
As loud, and to as many tunes. Hats, Cloaks,.. 


Doublets, I think, Aew up, and had their Faces j 


Been looſe, this day they had been loſt. Such joy 
I never faw before, Great-belly'd Women, 

That had not half a Week to go, like Rams 

In the old time of War, would ſhake the Preſs 

And make *em reel before **m. No Man living 

Could ſay, this is my Wife there, all were woven 

So ſtrangely in one piece. 

2 Gen. But what follow'd ? 

3 Gen, At length her Grace roſe, and with modeſt Paces 
Came to the Altar, where ſhe kneel'd, and Saint-like 
Caſt her fair Eyes to Heay'n, and pray'd deyoutly. 
| Then roſe again, and bow'd her to the Pcople: 

When by the Archbiſhop of Canterbury, 
She had all the Royal makings of a Queen; 
As holy Oil, Edward Confeſſor's Crown, 
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The Rod, and Bird of Peace, and all ſuch Emblems 
Laid nobly on her: which perform'd, the Quire 

With all the choiceſt Muſiek of the 4 a 48 
Together ſung Te Deum. So ſhe 

And with the fame full State pacd back _ 

To Tork. Place, where the Feaſt | is held.” = a q 

1 Gen. Sir, Aas, 19907 Rn 
You muſt no more call it mel Flas, that 5 pat 
For fince the Cardinal fell, that Title's loſt, 
; Tis now the King's, and call'd Whitehall, | REDS 

3 Gen. I know it: e 
But tis ſo lately alter d, chat the old Nats” BID) 
Is freſh about me. os kf ! 

2 Gent. What tvro Reverend Bic ; 
Were thoſe, that went on each fide of the Queen? C 

3 Gen. Stokeſly and Gardiner, the one of Wincheſter, 
Newly preferr'd from the King's 288 
The other, London. 

2 Gen, He of Wincheſter 
Is held no great good Lover of the Archbiſhop 
The virtuous Cranmer. 

3 Gen. All the Land knows that 
However yet there is no great breach, when it comes, 
Cranmer will find a Friend will not ſhrink from him, 

2 Gen. Who may be that, I pray you? 

3 Gen. Thomas Cromwell, © | 
A Man in much 2 with th' King, ind truly 
A worthy Prie The King has made him 
Maſter o a feel Houſe, © 
And one already of the Priyy-Council. 

2 Gen. He will deſerve more. 

3 Gen, Yes, without all doubt. 

Come, Gentlemen, you ſhall go m 


Which is to th* Court, and there be a be my Gueſts: / 


Something I can command; as I walk thither 
III tell ye more, | 
Both, Lou may command us, Sir. W 


SCENE 
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SCENE ll. 


Enter Katherine Dowager, ſick, led between Griffith ber 
Gentleman-Uſher, aud Patience her Woman. 


Grif. How does your Grace? 
Kath. O Griffith, fick to death: 2 
My Legs like loaded Branches bow to th' Earth, 
Willing to leave their Burthen: Reach a Chair 
So now methinks I feel a little caſe. ¶ Sitting down. 
Didſt thou not tell me, Griſſuh, as thou led'ſt me. 
That the great Child of Honour, Cardinal Wolfey, 
Was dead? 
Grif. Yes, Madam; but I think your Grace, 
Out of the pain you ſuffer'd, gave no ear to't. 
Kath. Prithee, good 'Griffith, tell me how he dy'd.. 
If well, he ſtept before me happily, : 
For my Example. 
Grif. Well, the Voice goes, Madam; 
For after the ſtout Earl of Northumberland 
Arreſted him at York, and brought him forward 
As a Man forely tainted, to his Anſwer, 
He fell ſick ſuddenly, and grew ſo ill 
He could nat fit his Mule. 
Kath. Alzs, poor Man. > 
Grif. At laſt, with eaſie Roads he came to Leiceſter, 
Lodg'd in the Abby; where the reverend Abber, 
With all his Convent, honourably receiv'd him; 
To whom he gave theſe Words. O Father Abbot, 
An old Man broken with the Storms of State, 
Is come to lay his weary Bones among ye; 
Give him a little Earth for Charity. 
So went to Bed; where eagerly his Sickneſs 
Purſu'd him ſtill, and three Nights after this, 
About the hour of eight, which he himſelf 
Foretold ſhould be his laſt, full of Repentance, 
Continual Meditations, Tears and Sorrows, 
He gave his Honours to'the World again, 
His bleſſed part to Heayen, and flepr in Peace, 
Kath, So may he reſt, | 12 77 
E 4 His 
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His Faults lay bury'd with him. 
Yet thus far, Griffth, give me leave to ſpeak him, 
And yet with Charity; he was a Man 
Of an unbounded Stomach, ever ranking 
Himſelf with Princes. One that by Suggeſtion ; 
. Ty'd all the Kingdom; Simony was fair play, Y 
His own Opinion was his Law. Ith'Preſence . 
He would ſay Untruths, and be ever double 4 
Both in his Words and Meaning. He was never, 
But where he meant to Ruin, pitiſul. | 3» 
His Promiſes were, as he then was, Mighty; 
But his Performance, as he now is, Nothing; 
Of his own Body he was ill, and gave 
The Clergy ill Example. bn 
SBrif. Noble Madam, . | 
Mens evil Manners live in Braſs, their Virtues 4 
We write in Water. May it pleaſe your Highneſs 
To hear me ſpeak his Good now ? l 
Kath. Yes, good Griffith,” | WEYAS: 
I were malicious ele. % 
Grif. This Cardinal, 2 £6 er 80 OY 
Though from an humble Stock, undoubtedly 
Was faſhion'd to much Honour. From bis Cradles 
He was a Scholar, and a ripe and good one; 7- B59 
Exceeding wiſe, fair ſpoken, and 1 | 
Lofty and ſour to them that lov'd him not; 9 
But to thoſe Men that ſought him, ſweet as Summer. 
And though he were unſatisfied in getting, « 
Which was a Sin, yet in beſtowing, Madam, 
He was moſt Princely; ever witneſs for him : 
| Thoſe twins of Learning, that he rais'd in ou. 

- _ Tpfwich and Oxford; one of which fell with him, 
Unwilling to out-live the good that did it. 30 «+ 
The other, though unfiniſh'd, yet ſo famous, | 
So excellent in Art, and till ſo rifing, > 
That Chriſtendom ſhall ever ſpeak his Virtue. 
His Overthrow heap'd Happineſs upon him; 7 
For then, and not till then, be felt himſelf, F 
And found the Bleſſedneſs of being lictle, 4 
And to add greater Honours to his Age 


2.» ad. 
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Than Man could give him; he dy d, fearing God. ) 


Kath. After my Death, I wiſh no other Herald, 
No other Speaker of my living Actions, 
To keep mine Honour from Corruption, 
But ſuch an honeſt Chronicler, as Griffith. , 
Whom I moſt hated living, thou haſt made me 
With thy religious Truth and Modeſty, 
"Now in his Aſhes, honour; Peace be with bim. 
Patience, be near me till, and ſet me lower. 
I have not long to trouble thee. Good Grifith, 
Cauſe the Muſicians play me that ſad Note 
I nam'd my Knell; whilſt ] fir meditatiag 
On that Celeſtial Harmony, I go to. 


Sad and ſolemn Muſick. 4255 
Grif. She is aſleep: Good Wench, let's fit down quiet, 
For fear we wake her. Softly, gentle Patience: - 


The Viſton. Enter ſolemnly tripping one after another, (x 
Per ſonages, clad in white Robes, wearing on their Heads 
Garlands of Bays, and golden Vizards on their Faces, Bran- 
ches of Bays or Palm in their Hands. They firſt Congee unto 
Her, then Dance; and at certain Changes. the firſt two hold 
a ſpare Garland over ber Head, at which the other four 
make reverend Curtſies. Then the two, that held the Garland, 
deliver the ſame to the other next two, who obſerve the 
ſame order in their Changes, aud holding the Garland over 
ber Head. Which done, they deliver the ſame Garland 
to the laſt two who likewiſe obſerve the ſame Order. At 
which, as it were by Inſpiration, ſhe makes in her ſleep, 
ſigns of rejoycing, and holdeth up her Hands to Heaven. 
And fo in their Dancing vaniſh, carrying the Garland with 
them. The Muſick continues. 


Kath. Spirits of Peace, where are ye? are ye all goſie. 


And leave me here in wretchedneſs behind ye? 
Grif, Madam, we are here. 

Kath. It is not you I call for, 

Saw ye none enter, fince I flept ? 

Grif. None, Madam. 

Kath, No? Saw you not even now a bleſſed I 
Inyie me t0 8 Danuer, whole bright Face 
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Caſt a thouſand Beams upon me, bke the Sun? 
They promis d me eternal Happineſs, 
And brought me Garlands, Griffith which | feel. 0 
I am not worthy yet to wear: ſhall a 
. Nr. I am moſt joyful, Madam, ach good Dre 
Poſſe Fancy. 
Kath. 7 the Muſick leave, | 
They are harſh and heavy to me. luna cg 
Pat. Do you note | 8 
How much her Grace is alter d on the ſudden ? 
How long her Face is drawn? How pale ſhe looks, 
And of an earthly cold ? Mark her Eyes. | 
Grif. She is going, Wench. Pray, pray, — 
Tat. Heaven comfort her. 
Eurer a Meſſenger. 
1170 And't like your Grace—— 2 
Kath. Nou are a ſawcy Fellow, . 
Delerv we no more Reyerence? Fs 
_ Grif. You are to blame, 
Knowing ſhe will not loſe her wonted Greatneſs, 
To uſe ſo rude Behaviour. Go to, kneel, | 
._ ef. I bumbly do intreat your Hi neſs Pardon, | 
My haſte made me unmannerly. There is ſtaying 
A Gentleman ſeat from the King, to fee you, 
Kath. Admit him entrance, Griffich, Bar this Fellow 
_ me ne er ſee * [Exit Meſſenger: 


Enter Lerd Capucins, db 


he, fail 

ou. 1555 be — Ambaſſador from the Emperor, 
My Royal Nephew, and your Name Capuciun. 

Cap. Madam, the ſame, your Servant. 

Kath, O my Lord, _ 
The Times and Titles now are alter'd firavgely | 
With me, fine firſt you knew me. But I pray 5 
What is your Pleaſure with me? 

Cap. Noble Lady, | 
Firſt mine own Service to your Grace, the next 
The King's requeſt that 1 would viſit you. 
Who grieves much for yqur weakneſs, and by me | 
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And heartily intreats you take good Comfort. | 

Kath. O my good Lord, that Comfort comes too late, 
*Tis like a Pardon after Execution; 

That gentle Phyſick given in time had cur'd me; 

But now I am paſt all Comforts here, but Prayers. 
How does his Highnaſs ? 

Cap. Madam, in good Health, | 

Kath. So may he ever do, and ever flouriſh, | 
When I ſhall dwell with Worms, and my poor Name 
Baniſh'd the Kingdom. Patience, is that Letter 
I caus'd you write, yet ſent away? 

Pat. No, Madam. | 

Kath, Sir, I muſt humbly pray you to deliver 
Thus to my Lord the King. 

Cap. Moſt willingly, Madam. 

Kath. In which I have commended to his Goodneſs 
The Model of our chaſte loves, his young Daughter, 
The dews of Heay'n fall thick in Bleſſings on her, 
Beſeeching him to give her virtuous breeding. 

She is young, and of a Noble modeſt Nature, 

J hope ſhe will deſerve well, and a little 

To love her for her Mother's ſake, that loy'd him, 
Heav'n knows how dearly. My next poor Petition 
Is; that his Noble Grace would have ſome pity 

Upon my wretched Women, that fo lon 

Have follow'd both my Fortunes, faithfully, - 

Of which there is not one, I dare avow, 

And now I ſhould not lye, but well deſerve, 

For Virtue, and true Beauty of the Soul, 

For Honeſty, and decent Carriage, 

A right good Husband, let Tray a Noble, 
And ſure thoſe Men are happy that ſhall have em. 
The laſt is for my Men, they are the pooreſt, 

But Poverty could never draw em from me, 
That they may have their Wages duly paid em, 
And ſomething over to remember me by. 

If Heay'n had pleas d to have given me longer Life 
And able Means, we had not parted thus, 

Theſe are the whole Contents, 'and good my Lord, 


By that you love the deareſt in this World, 3 
| 1 
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As you wiſh Chriſtian Peace to Souls departed, 
Stand theſe poor Peoples Friead, and N the King 
To do me this 1 laſt Right. 

Cap. By Heay'n I will, 
Or let me loſe the faſhion of a Man. 

Kath. | thank you, honeſt Lord. 1133 me 
In all humility unto his Highneſs; | 
Say, his long trouble now is paſſi 
Out of this World, Tell him, in Death I bleſt bim, 
For ſo I will; mine Eyes grow dim. Farewel, 
My Lord. Griffith farewel. Nay, Patience, , 
You muſt not leave me yet. I muſt to Bed. 
Call in more Women. When I am dead, good Wench, 
Let me be'us'd with Honour. ftrew me over 
With Maiden Flowers, that all the World may know 
I was a chaſt Wife to my Grave: Embalm me, 
Then lay me forth, although un-Queen'd, yet. like 
A Queen, and Daughter to a King, inter me. 
I can no more. Exeunt, n Katharine, 


— 
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* 


Enter Gardiner Biſhop of Wincheſter, a Page with 


4 Torch before bim, met by Sir Thomas Lovel. 


Gard] T's T's one a Clock, Boy, is't not? 
It hath ſtruck, 

Gard. — ſnould be hours for Neceſſities, 
Not for Delights; times to repair our Nature 
With comforting -Repoſe, and not for us | 
To waſte theſe times. Good hour of Night, or Thomas, 
Whither ſo late? 

Lov. Came you from the King, my Londres: 

Gard. I did, Sir Thomas, and left him at Timer 
With the Duke of Suffolk. | 

Lov. I muſt to him too, , 

Before he go to Bed. II take my leave. 8 

Gard. Not yet, Sir Thomns Lovel; what's the matter 7 

It ſeems you are in haſte: And if there be Vi 
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No great Offence bel to't, give your Friend _ 
—— — -Bollnatas Affairs that walk, 
As they ſay Spirits do, at midnight, have 

In them a wilder Nature, than the Buſineſs 

That ſeeks diſpatch by Day. 

Lov. My Lord, I love you: | 
And durſt commend a Secret to your Ear 
Much weightier than this Word. The Queen's in Labour, 
They ſay in great extremity, and tis fear'd 
She'll with the Labour end. | 

Gard. The Fruit ſhe goes with 
I pray for heartily, that it may find 
Good time, and live; but for the Stock, Sir Thomas, 

I wiſh it grubb d up now. 

Lov. Mechinks I could | 
Cry the Amen, and. yet my Conſcience ſays, 

She is a good Creature, and {weet Lady, does 
Does deſerve our better Wiſhes, 

Gard. But, Sir, Sir | ATT} 
Hear me, Sir Thomas —— y are a Gentleman : 
Of mine own way, I know you are, Wiſe, Religious, 
And let me tell you, it will ne'er be well, : 
*T'will not, Sir Thomas Lovel, take't of me, 

*Till Cranmer, Cromwell, her two Hands, and ſhe, 
Sleep in their Graves. 

Lov. Now, Sir, you ſpeak of two | | 
The moſt remark'd i'th* Kingdom; as for Cromwell, 
Beſide that of the-Jewel-houſe, is made Maſter 
O'th' Rolls, and the King's Secretary. Further Sir, 
Stands in the gap and trade for more Preferments, 
With which the Time will load him. Th' Archbiſhop 
Is the Ling Hand, or Tongue, and who dare ſpeak 
One Syllable agaiaſt him? 

Gard, Yes, yes, Sir Thomas, 

There are that dare; and I my ſelf have ventur d 

To ſpeak my Mind of him ; and indeed this Day, 

Sir, I may tell it you, I think I have 

Incens'd the Lords of the Council, that he is, 

(For ſo I know he is, they know he is) 
A moſt Arch. heretick, a Feſtilence 
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That does infect the Land; with which they moy'd, 
Have broken with the King, who hath fo far 
Given Ear to our Complaint, of his great Grace 

And Princely Care, foreſeeing thoſe fell Miſchiefs 
Our Reaſons laid before him, hath commanded 

To morrow Morning to the Council Board 

He be Convented. e's a rank Weed, Sir Thomas, 
And we muſt Root him out. From your Affairs 

I hinder you too long: Good Night, Sir Thomas. 


| 
7 

DO 
L 


[Exeunt Gardiner and Page. 


Lov. Many good Nights, my Lord, I reſt your Servant. 
Enter King and Suffolk. 1 
King. Charles, 1 will play no more to Night, 

My Mind's not on't, you are too hard for me. 
Saf. Sir, I did never win of you before. 
King. But little, Charles, | & - 

Nor ſhall not, when my Fancy's on my Play. 

' Now, Lovel, from the Queen what is the News? - 

Tov. I could not perſonally deliver to her 

What you commanded me, but by her Woman 

I ſent your Meſſage, who return'd her Thanks 

In the greateſt humbleneſs, and defir'd your Highneſs 

Moft heartily to pray for her. 28 
King. What ſay'ſt thou! Ha! | '£ 

To pray for her! What! is ſhe crying out? 

Lov. So ſaid her Woman, and that her ſuff rance made 

Almoſt each pang a death. Ang Ve 4 
King. Alas, good — 2 5 4 ll: 
Suf. God fafely quit her of her Burthen, and 

With gentle Travel, to the gladding of 70 

Your ighnelſs with an Heir. * 
King. Tis midnight, Charles, 5, 

Prithee to Bed, and in thy Prayers remember 5 

Th' eſtate of my poor Queen. Leave me alone, 

For I muſt think of that, which Company _ 

Would not be friendly to. | 
Sa. I wiſh your Highneſs | 

A quiet Night, and my good Miſtreſs will 

Remember in my Prayers, | 


King, 
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King. Charles, Good Night: [Exit Suffolk» 
Well, Sir, what follows? 10 ; 
Enter Sir Anthony Denny. 
Denny. Sir, I have brought my Lord the Archbiſhop, 
As you commanded me. | 
King. Ha! Canterbury | 
Denny. Ay, my good Lord. 
King. Tis true----where is he, Denny? 
Denny. He attends your Highneſs pleaſure. 
King. Bring bim to us. | Exit Denny? 
Lov. This is about that which the Biſhop ſpake, 
I am happily come hither. [Afide: 
Enter Cranmer and Denny. 
King. Avoid the Gallery. [ Lovel ſeemeth to ſtaꝝ 
| Hal----I have faid----be gone. ¶ Exeumt Lovel and Denny. 
Cran. I am fearful: Wherefore frowns he thus? 
Tis his Aſpect of Terror. All's not well. „e 
King. How now, my Lord? You do deſire to know, 
Wherefore I ſent for you. k | 
Cran, It is my Dut 
T'attend your Highnel pleaſure. 
King. Pray you ariſe, | 
My good and gracious Lord of Canterbury: 
Come, you and I muſt walk a turn together: 
I have News to tell you. - 
Come, come, give me your Hand. 
Ah my good Lord, I grieve at what I ſpeak, 
And am right forry to repeat what follows. 
I have, and moſt unwillingly, of late 
Heard many grievous, I do ſay, my Lord, 
Grievous Complaints of you; which being conſider d, 
Have moy'd us, and our Council, that you ſhall 
This Morning come before us, where ] know 
You cannot with ſuch freedom purge your ſelf 
But that till further Trial, in thoſe Charges 
Which will require your Anſwer, you mult take 
- Your Patience to you, and be well contented 
To make your Houſe our Towey; you, a Brother of us; 
It fits we thus proceed, or elſe no Witnels ood 
Would 
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Would come againſt you. ? 
Cran. I humbly thank your Highneſs, - # 


And am right glad to catch this good occaſion, 
Moſt throughly to be winnow'd, where my Chaff 
And Corn ſhall fly aſunder. For I know f 
There's none ſtands under more calumnious u Tongues | 


Than I my ſelf, poor Man. ( 
King. Stand up, good Canterbury; 

Thy Truth and thy Integrity is rooted 
In us, thy Friend. Give me thy hand, ſtand up, 
Prithee let's walk. Now, by my holy Dame, 
What manner of Man are you?. My Lord, I look'd 
| You would have given me your Petition, that 

I ſhould have ta'en ſome pains, to bring together 
Your ſelf and your Accuſers, and to have heard you 
Without indurance further. K 
Cran. Moſt dread Liege, 
The Good I ſtand on, is my Truth and Honeſty : 
If they ſhall fall, I, with mine Enemies, 
Will triumph o'er my Perſon; which I weigh not, 
Being of thoſe Virtues vacant. I fear yore 
What can be ſaid againſt me. 


King. Know you not 
How your State ſtands i th World, with the whole World? 


Your Enemies are many, and not ſmall; their Practices 
Muſt bear the ſame proportion; and not ever 1 
The Juſtice and the Truth o th queſtion carries 
The due o'th' Verdict with it. At what caſe 3 
Might corrupt Minds procure Knaves as corrupt 
To ſwear againſt you ? Such things have been done. 
You are potently oppos d; and with a Malice "2 
Of as great ſize. Ween you of better Luck, 
I mean in perjur'd. Witneſs, than your Maſter, 
Whoſe Miniſter you are, whiles here he liv'd 
Upon this naughty Earth? Go to, go to, 
You take a Precipice for no leap of danger, 
And woo your own Deſtruction. 

Cyan. God and your Majeſty 
Protect mine Innocence, or J fall into 
The Trap is laid for me 


"+ 
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King. Be of good Cheer, 


They ſhall no more prevail, than we give way to: 
Keep comfort to you, and this Morning ſee 

You do appear before them. If they ſhall chance, 

In charging you with Matters, to commit you; 


The beſt perſuaſions to the contrary 


Fail not to uſe; and with what vehemeney 


The occafion ſhall inſtruct you. If Intreaties 

Will render you no Remedy, this Ring 

Deliver them, and your Appeal to us | 
There make before them. Look, the good Man weeps: 
He's honeſt, on mine Honour. God's bleſt Mother, 

I ſwear he is true-hearted, and a Soul 

None better in my Kingdom. Get you gone, 


And do as I have bid you. [Exit Cranmer, 
He has ſtrangled all his Language in his Tears. 
Enter an old Lady. | 


Gent. within. Come back; what mean you? 
Lady. I'll not come back, the Tidings that I bring 


Will make my Boldneſs Manners. - Now good Angels 


Fly o'er thy Royal Head, and ſhade thy Perſon - 
Under their bleſſed Wings. | 
King. Now by thy Looks 2 
I gueſs thy Meſſage. Is the Queen deliver d 
Say, Ay, and of a Boy. 
Lady. Ay, ay, my Liege; 


And ot a lovely Boy; the God of Heav'n 


Both now, and ever bleſs her: Tis a Girl, 


- Promiſes Boys hereafter, Sir, your Queen 


2 row 3 and to be 
cquainted with this ; *tis as like 
As Cherry is to © wp "7 
King. Lovell. | 
Lov. Sir. 
King, Give her an hundred Marks. 
Il to the Queen. [Exit King. 
Lady. An hundred Marks! By this Light, I'll ha' more, 


An ordinary Groom is for ſuch Payment. 


I will have more, or ſcold it out of him. 
Said 1 for this, the Girl was Ike to him ? Tl 
ie Have 
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Have more, or elſe unſayt: . while tis hot, 
II put it to the Iſſu. * [Exit Lady, 


© a Di l. 


* 
q: 


Enter cane Deal 

Cran, 1 hope 1 am not too late, and yet the Gentleman 
That was ſent to me from the Council, pray'd me 
To make great haſte. All faſt? What means this? Hoa?” 


Who waits there? Sure you know me / 

| Enter * nic” M 272/61 1 

Keep. Yes, my Lord; 5 

But yet I cannot help you. TH? 1 
Cran. Why? 


. Keep. Your Grace muſt wair t till you be call for- | 
Ws Enter Doctor Butts. | 
Cran. So. 
Butts, This is a piece of Malice: I am glad 
I came this wa 5 haply, The King 


Shall underſtan it preſemiy. Exis Butts. | 


Cran. Tis Butts, N; 
The King's 2 as he paſt along, 
How earneſtly he caſt his Eyes upon me; 
Pray Heav'n he found not my Diſgrace: for certain 
This is of purpoſe laid by — that hate me, 
(God turn their Hearts, I never ſought their Malice) 
To quench mine Honour !they would ſhame to make me 
Wait elſe at Door: A Fellow-Councellor 
Fury by s, and Grooms, and Lackeys! But cheir Pleaſures 

fulfilled, and I attend with Patience. 
Enter the King and Butts at a Window above. 

Butts, I'll ſnew your Grace the * ſight 

King. What's that, Butts? 

Buurs. I think your Highneſs ſaw this many a __ 

King, Body a me: where is it? 
1 — * my Lord: £ 91! 03 

omotion of his Grace o Canterbury, a 

Who bel his State at door * Er NN 
Pages, and Foot · boys. 
King. 
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King. Na? tis he indeed. | 
Is this the Houour they do one another? 
"Tis well there's one above em yet. I had thought 
They had parted ſo much Honeſty among tn; | 
At leaſt good Manners; as not thus to ſuffer | 
A Maa of his Place, and ſo near our Fayour, 
To dance Attendance on their Lordſhips Pleaſures, | 
And at the Door too, like a Poſt with — 
By holy Mary, Butts, there's Knavery; 
Let em alone, and draw the Curtain cloſe. 
We ſhall hear more anon, a 


A Council Table brought in with Chairs * Stools, and 
under the State. Enter Lord Chancellor, places hi 78 
the upper end of the Table, on the Left Hand. A Seat 
left void above him, as for the Archbiſhop of Gee s 
Seat. Duke of Suffolk, Duke of Notfolk Surrey, Lor 
Chamberlain, and Gardiner, ſeat themſelves in Order on 
each ſide, Cromwel at the lower end, as Secretary. 


Chan. Speak to the Buſineſs, Mr. Secretary: 
Why are we met in Council? 
Crom. Pleaſe your Honours, 
The chief Cauſe concerns his Grace of Canterbury. 
Gard. Has he knowledge of it? 
Crom. Yes, 
Nor. Who waits there? 
Keep. Without? my Noble Lords. 
Gard. Yes. 
Keep. My Lord Archbiſhop; * 
And has done half an hour, to know your Pleaſures, 
Chan. Let him come in. 
Top. Your Grace may enter now. 
[Cranmer approaches the Council Table 
Chan My good Lord Archbiſhop, Pm very ſorry 
To fit here at this preſent, and behold 
That Chair ſtand empty: But we all are Men 
In our own Natures frail, and capable 
Of our Fleth, few are Angels ; out of which Frailty 
And want of Wiſdom, you that belt ſhould' teach us, 
Have miſdemean d your ſelf, and not a little: © © 
Toward 
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Toward the King firſt, then his Laws, in filling 


The whole Realm, by your teaching and your Chaplains, 


(For ſo we are inform'd) with new Opinions 
Divers and dangerous, which are Herehes; _ 
And not reform'd, may prove pernicious. 'F 

Gard, Which Reformation muſt be ſudden too, . 
My noble Lords; for thoſe that tame wild Horſes, 
Pace em not in their Hands to make em gentle. 
But ftop their Mouths with ſtubborn Bits, and ſpur 'em 
Till they obey the manage. If we ſuffer, - 
Out of our Eaſineſs and childiſh.Pity: >» 
To one Man's Honour, this contagious Sickneſs, 


Farewel all Phyſick: And what follows then? 


Commotions, Uproars, with a general taint 2 
Of the whole State: As of late Days our Neighbours, 
The upper Germany, can dearly witneſs 
Yet freſhly pitied in our Memories, 


Tran. My good Lords; hitherto, in all the Progr 


Both of my Life and Office, I have labour d, 25 
And with no little Study, that my Teaching,  _ 
And the ſtrong Courſe of my Authority, | 


Might go one way, and ſafely; and the end 
Was ever to do well: Nor is there living, 


(I ſpeak it with a ſingle Heart, my Lords) 

A Man that more deteſts, more ftirs againft, 

Both in his private Conſcience, and his Place, 

Defacers of the publick Peace, than Ido: 

Pray Heav'n the King may never find a Heart 

With leſs Allegiance 1n it. Men that make 

Envy, and crooked Malice, Nouriſhment, 

Dare bite the beſt. I do beſeech your Lordſhips, 

That in this caſe of Juſtice, my Accuſers, 

Be what they will, may ſtand forth Face to Face, 

And freely urge againſt me. 1 | 
_Suf. Nay, my Lord, _ 

That cannot be; you are a Councellor, 

And by that Vertue no Man dare accuſe you. 

Gard. My Lord, becauſe we haveBuſineſs of more moment, 
We will be ſhort with you. Tis his Highneſs Pleaſure, 
e, 
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From hence you be committed to the Tower, . 
Where being bur a'private Man again, 
You ſhall know many dare accuſe you boldly, 
More than, I fear, you are provided for. 
Cran. Ay, my good Lord of Wincheſter, I thank you, 
You are always my good Friend; if your Will paſs, 
I ſhall both find your Lordſhip Judge and Juror, 
You are ſo merciful, I ſee your end, 
Tis my undoing. Love and Meekneſs, Lord, 
Become a Nh array — Ambition: | 
Win ing Souls with Model in, ME, 
- Caſt — — That I ſhall c 4 ſelf, Y 
Lay all the weight ye can upon my Patience, 
I make as little doubt, as you do Conſcience 
In doing daily Wrongs. I could ſay more, 
But Reverence to your Calling makes me modeſt. 
Gard. My Lord, my Lord, you are a Sectary, 
That's the plain Truth; your painted Gloſs diſcovers, 
To Men'that underſtand you, words and weakneſs. 
Crom. My Lord of Winchefter, you're a little, 
By your good Fayour, too ſharp; Men ſo Noble, 
How ever faulty, yet ſhould find Reſpect 
For what they have been: Tis a Cruelty 
To load a falling Man. 
Gard. Good Mr. Secretary, 
1 cry your Honour Mercy; you may, worſt 
Of all this Table, ſay ſo. 1 
Crom. Why, my Lord? | 
| Gard, Do not I know you for a Favourer p 
Of this new Se? ye are not ſound. | | 
Crom. Not ſound? | | 
Gard. Not ſound, I fay. 1 
Crom. Would you were half fo honeſl: 
Mens Prayers then would ſeek you, not their Fears: 
Gard. I ſhall remember this bold 
Crom. Do. ir- = R = 
Remember your bold Life too. 
Cham, This is tqo much; 
Forbear for ſhame, my Lords. 
+ Gard, I have done. 
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Crom. And I. ad cow aonael e 
Cham. Then thus for you, my * it cer gene 
I take it, by all Voices; that forthwith: - © 
You be convey'd-to th Tower; a Priſonerrn 
There to remain till the King's further Pleaſure 
Be known unto us: Are ky all een Lende? 
All, We are. 
Cran. Is there no other way of Mercy, © 
But I muſt needs to th Tower, my Lords * 


Gard. What other gory | ce 
Would you expect? you are grangely wulle: | 
Let — oth Guard {be ready there. 

Buter the m"_ ? * 

Cran. For me? | 4073 & 


Muſt I go like a Traitor hither? 4 
Gard: Receive him. 
And ſee him ſafe i'th' Tower 


Cran. Stay, good my Lords, un 
I have a . Ns 85 Look there, my Lords; 
By vertue of # Ring, I'take'my Cauſe 


Out of the gripes of cruel Men, and give it 
To' a moſt Noble Judge, the King my Maſter; 

Cham. This is the King's Ring. 

Sur. Tis no counterfeit. 

Swf. Tis his right Ring, by Heav'n. I told ye a. 
When we firſt put this dang rous Stone a rowing, 
Twould fall upon our ſelves. _ 

Nor. Do you think, my Lords, | 
The King will ſuffer but the little Finger 
Of this Man to be vex'd? 

Cham. *Tis now too certain, | 
How much more is his Life in value with Hm? 

Would I were fairly out ot. | * 

Com. My Mind gave me, 


1 


In ſeeking Tales and Ifor mation 
Againſt this Man, whoſe Honeſty, the on” 11 
And his Diſciples only envy at, ogg 
Ye blew the Fire that burns ye; now inet FF... 
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Enter King frowning on them, takes his Seat. 
Gard. Dread Sovereign, 
How much are we bound to Heav'n, 6 
In daily Thanks, that gave us ſuch a Prince; 
Not only Good and Wiſe, but moſt Religious: 
One that in all Obedience, makes the Church 
The chief aim of his Honour, and to ſtrengthen 
That holy Duty of our dear Reſpect, 
His Royal Self in Judgment comes to hear 
The Cauſe bet wixt her and this great Offender. 
King. You were ever good at ſudden Commendations; 
Biſkop of ¶ incheſer. But know, I come not af 
To hear ſuch Flatteries now, and in my Preſence, 
They are too thin and baſe to hide Offences. | 
To me you cannot reach; you play the Spaniel, 1 
And think with wagging of your Tongue to win me: 
But whatſoe'er thou tak'ſt me for, Fm ſure 
Thou haſt a cruel Nature, and a bloody, 
Good Man, fit down: now let me ſee the proudeſt [Ty Cran; 
He that dares moſt, but wag his Finger at thee. 7 
By all that's Holy, he had better ſtarve, 
Than but once think, this place becomes thee not. 
Sur, May it pleaſe your Grace — 
King. No, Sir, it does not pleaſe me, 
1 had thought I had Men of ſome Underſtanding, 
And Wiſdom, of my Council; but I find none: 
Was it diſcretion, Lords, to let this Man, | 
This good Man, (few of you deſerve that Title) 4 
This honeſt Man, wait like a lowyſie Foot-boy A 
At Chamber-Door, and one, as t as you are? 
Why, what a ſhame was this? Did my Commiſſion 
Bid ye ſo far forget your ſelves? I gave ye 1 
Power, as he was a Counſellor, to try him, | | 
Not as a Groom; there's ſome of ye, I ſee, | 1 
More out of „ler 5v as 
Would/try him to the utmoſt; had ye mem; © | 
Which ye ſhall never have, while 1 do live. [| 
__ Cham, Thus far, x 
My molt dead Sovereign, may it like your Grace, = ll 
4 12 1 
| | 
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To let my Tongue excuſe all. What was ad 

Concerning his Impriſonment, was rather, | 

If there be faith in Men, meant for his Trial, 

And fair Purgation to the World, than Malice; 

I'm ſure in me. | 
King. Well, well, my Lords, reſpe&t him: 

Take him; and uſe him well; he's worthy of it, 

I will ay thus much for him, if a Prince | 

May be beholden to a Subject, 1 

Am, for his Love and Service, ſo to him. 


Make me no more ado, but all embrace him; X 7; 
coin; 


Be Friends for ſhame, my Lords. My Lord of 

I have a Suit, -which you muſt not deny me. 

There is a fair young Maid that 4 wants Baptiſm, 
Lou muſt be Godfather, and anſwer for her. * 

Tan The greateſt Monarch now alive may glory 

In ſuch an Honour; how may 1 deſerve it, 

That am a poor and humble Subject to you? 


King. Come, come, my Lord, you'd {pare your Spoons : | 


You ſhall haye two noble Partners with The E 
Dutcheſs of Norfolk, and the Lady Marqui - Dorſet ; 1 
Will theſe pleaſe you? 5 
Once more, my Lord of Wincheſter, I charge you 
Embrace, and love this Man. . 
Gard. With a true Heart, . | 
And Brother's love 1 do it. 5 
Cran. And let Heavn n 
Witneſs, hoy dear I hold this Confirmation. 


King. Good Man, thoſe joyful Tears ſhew thy true Heart; | 


The common Voice I ſee is verified 

Of thee, which ſays thus: Do my Lord of Canterbury. 

A ſhrewd tyrn, — he's your Friend for ever. 
Come, Lords, we trifle time away: I 1 

To have this young one made a Chriſtian, 

As I have made ye one, Lords, one remain: 3 
So I grow Wer yon more . . 8 . 
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SCENE III. 
| Noiſe and Tumult within; Enter Porter and his Man. 
Port. You'll leave your noiſe anon, ye Raſcals; do you 


take the Court for Paris Garden? yerude Slaves, leave your 


aping. **. | 
- Within Good Mr, Porter,. I 9 th' Larder. 
Port. Belong to the Gallows, and be hang d, ye Rogue: 


Is this a Place to roar in? Fetch me a dozen Crab- tree 


Stayes, and ſtrong ones; theſe are but Switches to em: 
I'll ſcratch your Heads; you muſt be ſeeing Chriſtnings? 
Do you look for Ale and Cakes here, you rude Raſcals? 
Man. Pray, Sir, be patient; tis as much impoſſible, 
Unleſs we {wept them from the Door with Cannons, 
To ſcatter em, as tis to make em ſleep _ 
On May-day Morning, which will never be: 
We may as well puſh againſt Paws, as ſtir em. 
Fort. How got they in, and be hang'd? 
Mas. Alas, ——— not; how gets the Tide in? 
As much as one ſound Cudgel of four Foot, 
You ſee the poor remainder, could diſtribute, 
I made no ſpare, Sir. we 
Fort. You did nothing, Sir. | 
Man. I am not Sampſon, nor Sir Guy, nor Colebrana. 
To mow em down before me; but it I ſpar'd any 
That had a Head to hit, either young or old, 
He or ſhe, Cuckeld, or Cuckold-maker, 
Let me neuer hope to ſee a Chine again; 
And that I would not for a Cow, God fave her. 
Within. Do you hear, Mr. Porter? 
Fort. I ſhall be with you preſently, good Mr. Puppy. 
Keep the Door cicſe, Sirrah. . 


Man. What would you haye me do? * 


Port. What ſhould you do, but knock em down by the 
dozens? Is this Morefields to Mufter in? Or have we ſome 
ſtrange Indian with the great Tool, come to Court, the 
Women ſo befiege us? Bleſs me! what a fry of Fornica- 
tion is at the Door? On my Chriſtian Conſcience, this one 
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Chriſtning will beget a thouſand, here will be Father, 


God - father, and all together 


Man, The Spoons will be the bigger, Sir; there is a Fel- 


low ſomewhat near the Door, he ſhould be a Braſier by 
- his Face, for © my Conſcience twenty of the Dog · days 


now reign in's Noſe; all that ſtand about him are under 


the Line, they need no other Penance; that Fire-Drake 


did I hit three times on the Head, and three times was 


his Noſe diſcharged apainſt me; he ſtands therelike a Mor- 


tar-piece to blow us up. There was a Haberdaſher's Wife 


of ſmall Wit, near him, that rail'd upon me, 'till her piok'd 


Porringer fell off her Head, for kindling ſuch a combu- 


ſtion in the State. I miſt the Meteor once, and hit that 


Woman, who cry'd out Clubs, when 1 might ſee from 
tar, ſome forty Truncheons draw to her Succour, which 
were the hope o th Strand, where ſhe was quarter d; they 


fell on. I made good my Place; at length they came to 


th? Broom- ſtaff to me, I defy*d em ſtill, when ſuddenly a 
File of Boys behind em, looſe ſhot, deliver'd ſucha ſhower 
of Pibbles, that I was fain to draw mine Honour in, and 
let em win the Work; the Devil was amongſt em, I 


think ſurely, 


Port, Theſe are the Youths that thunder ata Play-houſe, 


and fight for bitten Apples, that no Audience but the Tribu- 


lation of Tower. Hill, or the Limbs of Lime. hon, their dear 
Brothers, are able to endure. I have ſome of em in Limbo 


Patrum, and there they are like to dance theſe three Days; 


beſides the ranting Banquet of two Beadles, that is to 


come. Fea 


Enter Lord Chamberlain. © 

Cham. Mercy o'me; what a, Maultitude are here ? 
They grow ſtill too; from all Parts they are coming, 
As it we kept a Fair here? where are theſe Porters? 
Theſe lazy Knaves? Ye've made a fine Hand, Fellows? 
There's a trim Rabble let in; are all theſe. 1 
Yeur faithful Friends oth? Suburbs? we ſhall have 
Great flore of room, no doubt, left for the Ladies, 
When they paſs back from the Chriſtning? _ _ 

Fort. And't pleaſe your Honour, * 
We ate but Men, and what ſo many may do, 
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Not being torn in pieces, we have done: 
An Army cannot rule em. 
Cham. As I live, | 
If the King blame me for't, I'll lay ye 
By th' Heels, and ſuddealy; and on your Heads 
Clap round Fines, for neglect: Vare lazy Knaves, 
And here ye lye baiting of Bombards, when 
Ve ſhould do Service. Hark, the Trumpets ſound, | 
Th'are come already from the-Chriſtniog; _ ' 
Go break among the Preſs, and find a way out 
To let the Troop paſs fairly; or Ill find 
A Marſhalſaa ſhall hold ye play theſe two Months. 
Port. Make way there, for the Princeſs. 
Man. You great Fellow, 
Stand cloſe up, or I'll make your Head ake. 
Port. You 1!th* Chamblet, get up o'th' Rail, 
Il peck you o'er the Pales elle, | Exennts 


SCENE III 


Enter Trumtets ſounding ; then two Aldermen, Tord Mayor, 
Garter, Cranmer, Duke of Norfolk with his Marſhal's 
Staff, Duke of Suffolk, two Noblemen bearing great ſtan- 
ding Bowls for the Chriſtning Gifts, Then four Noblemen 
bearing a Canopy, under which the Dutcheſs of Norfolk, 
God mother, bearing the Child richly habited in à Mantle, 
&c. Train born by a 2 : Then follows the Marchioneſs 
ef Dorſet, the other God mother, and Ladies, The Troop 
paſs once about the Stage, and Garter ſpeaks. 


Gart. Heaven, 
From thy endleſs Goodneſs ſend profperous Life, 
Long, and ever happy. to the high and mighty 
Princeſs of England, Elizabeth. | | 
| Flouriſh. Enter King and Guard. 
| Crax. And to your Royal Grace, and the good Queen, 
My Noble Partners, and my ſelf thus pray, Lat 
All comfort, joy in this moſt gracious Lady, 
Feav'n ever laid up to make Parents happy, 
May hourly fall upon ye. 


King. you, good Lord Archbiſhop: os 
I 3 


PRI 


196 The LIFE of 

What is her Name? 5 | 
Cran. Elizabeth. . 5 
King. Stand up, Lord; h 

With this Kiſs, take my Bleſſing: God bara ter, 

Into whoſe hand I give thy Life. 
Cran. Amen. 

King. My noble Goſſips, y have been too prodigal 

1 thank-ye heartily : So hall this Lady, 4 

When ſhe has ſo much Engliſh. : 

 _ Eran, Let me ſpeak, Sir, 

For Heav'n now bids me ; and the words I utter, 

Let none think Flattery; for they Il find em Tech. 

This Royal Infant, Heav'n ſtill move abour her, | 

Thovgh in her Cradle, yet now promiſes ._ 

Upon this Land, a thouland thouſand Bleſſings, 

Which time ſhall bring to ripeneſs: She ſhall be, 

(But few now living can behold that Goodneſs,) 

A Pattern to all Princes living with her, | 

And all that ſhall ſucceed : Sheba was never 

More. covetous of Wiſdom, and fair Virtue, 

Than this poor Soul ſhall be. All Princely Graces 

That mould up ſuch a mighty Piece as this is, 

With all the Virtues that attend the Good, b 

Shall fill be doubled on her. Truth ſhall nurſe her. 

Holy. and Heav'nly Thoughts ſtill Counſel her: * 

She ſhall be lov'd and fear d. Her own ſhall bleſs her; 

Her Foes ſhake like a Field of beaten Corn, 

And hang their Heads with Sorrow: Good grows 1025 her. 

In her days every Man ſhall eat in ſafety, 

*Under his own Vine what he plants; and ſing 

The merry Songs of Peace to all his Neighbours. 

God ſhall be truly known, and thoſe about her 

Frotn her ſhall read the perfect ways of Honour, 

And by thoſe claim their Greatneſs, not by Blood. 

Nor fhall this Peace ſleep with — but as when 

The Bird of wonder dies, the Maiden Phacnix, 

Her Aſhes new create another Heir, | 

As great in admiration as her ſelf; 

So ſhall ſhe leave her Bleſſedneſs to Ons, 

When Heay' a ſhall call her from this cloud of PROD 

Who 


» > vy 


. ˙ 
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Who from the ſacred Aſhes of her Honour 
Shall Star- like riſe, as great in Fame as ſhe was, 
And ſo ſtand fix' d. Peace, Plenty, Love, Truth, Terrour 
That were the Servants to this choſen Infant, | 
Shall then be his, and like a Vine grow to him; 
Where-ever the bright Sun of Heav'n ſhall ſhine, 
His Honour, and tne greatneſs of his Name, 
Shall be, and make new Nations. He ſhall flouriſh, 
And like a Mountain Cedar, reach. his Branches, 
To all the Plains about him: Our Children's Children 
Shall fee this, and bleſs Heav'n. | FEE 
King, Thou ſpeakeſt Wonders. 
Crap. She ſhall be to the Happineſs of England, 
An aged Princeſs ; many days ſhall fee her, 
And yet no day without a deed to crovrn it. 
Would I had known no more: But ſhe muſt die, 
She muſt, the Saints muſt have her; yet a Virgin; 
A moſt unſpotted Lilly ſhall ſhe paſs | | 
To th' Ground, and all the World ſhall! mourn her. \ 
King. O Lord Archbiſhop, + ves 
Thou haſt made me now a Man; never, before 
This happy Child, did I get any thing. 
This Oracle of Comfort has ſo pleas'd me, 
That when I am in Heav'n, Fal deſire 
Ta ſee what this Child does, and praiſe my Maker: 
I thank ye all. To you, my good Lord Mayor, 
And you good Brethren, I am much beholden: 
I have receiv'd much Honour by your preſence, 
And ye ſhall find me thankful, Lead the way, Lords, 
Ye muſt all ſee the Queen, and ſhe muſt thank ye, 


She will be ſick elſe. This day, no Man think . 
Has buſineſs at his Houſe, for all ſhall ſtay, | 
This little One ſhall make it Holy-day. [Exennt.. 
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8 8 zen to one this Play'; can never pleaſe 
All that are here: Some * to take 
their Eaſe, 
And ſleep out an Act or two; Bus thoſs we fear 
We've frighted with our Trumpets :ſo'tis clear, 
They'll fay it's naught. Others, to hear the City 
Abus'd extreamly, and to cry Ti hat's ; 
Mhich we have not done neither; that, T7 fear, | 
All the expected good ware like to hear, 
For this Play at this time, 1s only in 
Type merciful Conſtruction of good Women; 
For fuch a one we ſhew'd em If they ſmile, 
And ſay 'tavill do; I know within a avbile, 
All the beſt Men are ours; for "tis e 


Fibey bold, when their Ladies bid ' m clap, 
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P R OL O G U E. 


* Troy, there lyes the Scene: From Tſles ef Greece 
The Princes Orgillous, their high Blood chaf d, 
Have to the Port of Athens ſent their Ships, 

Fraught with the Miniſters and Inftruments 

Of Cruel War: Sixty and nine that wore 

Their Crownets Regal from ih Athenian Bay 

Put forth toward Phrygia, and their Vow is made - 
To ranſack Troy, within whoſe ſtrong Immures, 

The raviſh'd Helen, Menelaus Queen, : 
Mtb wanton Paris ſleeps, and that's the Quarrel. . 
To Tenedos they come, 

And the deep drawing Barks do there diſgorge 

Their warlike Fraughtage: Now on Dardan Plains, 
The freſh and yet unbruiſed Greeks, do pitch 

Their brave Pavillions. Priam's ſsx-gated City, 
Dardan, and Timbria, Helias, Chetas, Troien, 
And Antenonidus, with maſſy Staples, 

And correſponſive and fulfilling Bolts, i 

Stir up the Sons of Troy. SIA 
Now Expectation tickling skittiſh Spirits, 4 
On one and other ſide, Trojan and Greek, 

Sets all on hazard. Aud hither am I come 

A Prologue arm d, but not in confidence 

Of Author's Pen, or Actor's Voice; but ſuited 

In tike Conditions, as our Argument ; 

To tell you (fair Beholders) that our Play 

Leaps o er the vaunt and firſtlings of thoſe Broils, 
Beginning in the middle: Starting thence away, 

To what may be digeſted in a Play: : 

Like, or find Fault, do as your Pleaſures are, 

Now good, or bad, tis but the chance of Nar. 


15 Dramatis 


3 


 Dramati Perk one. 

| o 10 4-49 

| > — 1 
Troilus, | © Cs ee © 


Paris, WP, N 
TROJANS. 


- Deiphobus, 

_ Helenus, 
ZEneas, 
Pandarus, 
Antenor, 


7 k | | 
| Agamemnon, _ | e 
| Achilles, Feb 
| Ajax, + 8 
 Menelaus, 7. | We 
| Ulyſſes, [4 

| Neltor, 

Diomedes, | 

Patroclus, 

Therſites, 

Calchas, 4 


| Helen, Wife to Menelaus, is Love with Paris; 
| Andromache, Wife to Hector. 


| Creſſida, — 10 r in Love with 
Troilus. 


Trojan and Greek Soldiers, with other Arendt, 


SCENE Troy and the Grecian Camp. 
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Fort 15 1 1 


s GENE Troy. 


po Pandarus and Troilus. _ _; 


TROIL U. 


L bere my Varlet, III unarm again. 

3 Why ſhould 1 war without the Walls 

AVE of Troy, 

That find ſuch ths Battel here within ? 

El Exch Trojan'that is Maſter of his Heart, 

Let him to Field. Trothusalas hath none. 

— Pan. Will this Geer ne er be mended? 
p 8 Troi. The Greeks are ſtrong, and skil- 

ful to their Strength, 

Fierce to their Skill, and to the Fiercenefs valiant: 

But 1 am weaker than a Womatt's Tear, IE. 

Tamer than Sleep; ſonder than 1gnorance; | LY 
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Leſs valiant than the Virgin in 5 Night. Dit 
And skilleſs as unpraflis f Infan | 
Fan. Well, 1 have told m Pi. h of this: For m 
Part, IIl not meddle nor make any farther. He that 
„have a Cake out of the Wheat, muſt needs tarry the 
Grinding. 0 
| Trot. Have I not tarried? | 
Pan. Ah, the Grinding; but you muſt rarry Ne dots 
Troi. Have I not tarried? 
Pan. Ay, the Boulting; but you muſt tarry the Leav ning. 
Troi. Still have I tarried. ö 
Fan. Ay, to the Leav'ning: but here's yet in the mw 
hereafter, the Kneading, the making of the Cake, the Hoat- 
ing of the Oven, and the Baking; nay, you, muſt ſtay the 
cooling too, or you may chance to burn your Lips. 
Troi. Patience her ſelf, what Goddeſs e er ſhe be, 
Doth leſſer blench at Sufferance, than I do: 
At Priam's Royal Table I do fit; 
And when fair Creſid comes into my moni, — 
So, Traitor! When ſhe comes? when i is ſhe thence? 
Pan. Well, 
She look'd yeſternight fairer than eyer I * ber ok, 
Or any Woman elſe. 
Troi. I wag about to tell thee, when my Heart, 
As wedged with a ſigb, would rive in twain, 
Left Hector, or my Father ſhould apy me, 
I have (as when the Sun doth light a Storm) 
Buried this ſigh, in wrinkle of 1 
But Sorry, that is couch'd in — 
Is like that Mirth Fate turns to ſudden Sadnefs. - = 
pen And her Hair were not ſomewhat darker than He- 
lens well go to, there were no more Compariſon betweeir 
the Women. But for my part ſhe is my Kifrrontan, | 
would not (as they term it) praiſe it-----but j would ſome 
Body had heard her talk yeſterday; as I did: 1 will nar 
diſpraiſe your Siſter Caſ[andra's Wit, but 
Troi. O Pandarus' I tell thee, Pandarus ——: 
When I do tell thee, there my Hopes lye drown'd, 
Reply not in how many Fathoms deep 
TOP lye intrench d. I tell thee, I am mad 


n „4 


wa 
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In Creſid's Love. Thou anſwer'ſt, the is Fair, 
Pour'ſt in the open Ulcer of my Heart, 


| Her Eyes, her Hair, her Cheek, her Gate, her Voice, 


Handelt in thy Diſcourſe—0 that! her Hand! — 
(In whoſe Compariſon, all Whites are Ink 
Writing their own Reproach) to whoſe ſoft ſeizure 


* The Cignets down is harſh, and Spirit of Senſe 


Hard as the Palm of Ploughman. This thou tell'ſt me wh 
As true thou tell'ſt me; when I ay T love her: 

But ſaying thus, inſtead of Oib and Balm, 

Thou lay ſt in every gaſh that Love hatth given me, 

The Knife that made it. 

Pan. I ſpeak no more than Truth: 

Troi. Thou doſt not fpeak fo much. 

Pan. Faith, I'll not meddle in't. Let her be as ſhe is, 
if ſhe be fair, tis the better for her; and ſhe be not, ſhe 
has the mends i ia her on hands, 

Troi. Good Pandarus; how now, Pandarus? 

Pan. I have had my labour for my travel, ill thought on 
of her, and ill thou bt on of you: Gone between and be- 
tween, but ſmall thanks for my labour. 

Troi. What art thou angry, Pandarus? what, with me? 

Pan. Becauſe ſhe is Kin to me, therefore ſhe's not ſo fair 
as Helen; and ſhe were not Kin to me, ſhe would be as fair 
on Friday, as Helen is on Sunday. But what care 1? I care 
not and ſhe were a Black a- More, tis all one to me. 

Troi. Say I, ſhe is not fair? 

Pan. 1 do not care whether you do or no. She's a Fool 

behind her Father: Let her to the Greeks, and fo 
Pil [tell her the next time I ſee her: for my part, I Il meddle 
nor make no more i'th* matter. 

Troi. Pandarus —— 

Pan. Not I. | 

. Troi, Sweet Pandarus —— '' 

Pan, Pray you ſpeak no more to me, I will leave all as 
I found it, and there's an end. [Exit Pandarus, 

[ Sound Alarum. 

Troi. Peace, you weises Clamours, peace rude Sounds, 
Fools on both ſides, Helen muſt needs be fair, 
When with your Blood you daily paint her thus, 
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1 cannot fight upon this Argument. 
Jt is too ary'd a Subje& for my Sword: 4 
But Pandarus —— O Gods! bow do you e. mel 
I cannot come to Creſid, but by Pandarus, mm 
And he's as teachy to. be woo'd 5 woe, 4 | 
_ ſhe is Rubbora, chaſt, 5 ah R 
Tell me, o, for thy Daphne s Love, by 4 | 
What G . what Pandar, and what we: | 
Her Bed is A1 . there ſhe lyes, @ Pearl. 
Between our Ilium, and where ſhe relides 
Let it be call'd the mild and wandring ook, 
Our ſelf the Merchant, and this ay FR 
Our doubtful Hope, eur Convoy, and aur Bark | * 
Aue. How gow Prince Troilus? 1.4 e 
Wherefore not i th Field? 
Tyoi. Becauſe not there; this Woman? $ anſwer OY 
For womaniſh it is to be from thence: . vl 
What News, Ana, from the Field to hays. 7 
Exe. That Paris is returned home, fn la. 
Troi, By whom ,, 
Due. Troilus, by Menelaus. 
Troi. Let Paris bleed, dis bot a Wrong 
Paris i is gor'd with Menelaus Horn. 
Ene. Hark, what good Sport is out of. Town to _ | 
Toi. Better at Ge if Would-I'might, were ta | | 
* to the Sport abroad are * aſhes 00 1 | 
Ene, In all ſwift haſte, - 5 1 . 
Toi. Come, go we then together. | [Extuats 
Enter Creſlida ond a Servant. - ri 
Cre. Who were thoſe went Wii om on 
Ser. Queen Hecuba and Helen. Rs ed 1 
Cre. And whither go they? | 20) 
Sey. to the Eaſtern Tow-wer r, | 
Whoſe height commands as ſubject al the Vale, TY 
To ſee the Battel; Hector, whoſe Patience g 
Is as à Virtue fix d, to day was moy'd: 8 | 
He chid Andromache, and ſtruck his Haworer,. 
And like as there were Husbandry in War.. 
Belore the Sun roſe, he was harnelt light. 1 


* 


And to the Field goes he; where ev'ry Flower 
Did as a Prophet weep what it foreſaw, 
In Hector s Wrath. | 
Cre. What was his cauſe of Anger? 
Ser. The noiſe goes this; There is among the Greeks, 
A Lord of Trejan Blood, Nephew to Hector, 4 
They call him Ajax. "gt 
Cre. Good; and what of him? 


| Ser. They ſay he is a very Man per ſe and ſtands alone. 


Cre. So do all Men, unleſs they are drunk, Sick, or 
have no . 


Ser. Thi Ran, Lady, hath robb'd many Beaſts of their 


particular Additions, he is as valiant as the Lyon, churliſh 
as the Bear, ſlow as the Elephant; a Man into whom Nature 
hath ſo crouded Humours, that bis Valour is cruſht into 
Folly, his Folly Guced with Diſcretion: There is no Man hath 


a Virtue, that he hath not a Glimpſe of, nor any Man an 


Attaint, but he carries ſome Stain of it. He is melancho- 
ly without Cauſe, and merry againſt the Hair; he bath the 
phe of eyery thing, but every thing ſo out of Joint, that 


is a gouty Briareus, many Hands and no. ule; or pur- 


blinded Argus, all Eyes and no Sight. 


Cre. But how ſhould this Man (chat - makes me ſmile). 


make Hedtor angry? 


Ser. They ſay, he Yeſterday cop'd Hecdor in the Battel 
and ſtruck him down, the Diſdain and Shame whereof bath. 


eyer ſince kept Hedor faſting and Waking. 
At => | — 1 Ale 
„Cre. Who comes here? | | 
Ser. Madam, your Uncle Pandarus. 
Cre. Hedter's a gallant Man. | 
Ser. As may be in the World, Lady... 
Pan. What's that? what's that? 
Cre. Good morrow, Uncle Pandarus. | 
Pan. Good morrow, Couſin Creſſid: what do you talk of? 


good morrow, Alexander; how do you, Couſin? when were 


you at Ilinum? 
Cre. This Morning, Uncle, x b 
Fan. What were you talking of, when I came? — 
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Hector arm'd and gone, n to Nlinm? Helen ws % 


not up? was ſhe? 

Cre. Hector was gone, but Helm was not up. 
Pan. Een ſo; Hector was ſtirring earl of | 
Cre. That were we talking of, and o his Anger, / by 
Pan, Was he angry | ' 
Cre. So he ſays here 


Pan. True, he was ſo; I know the Cauſe: too, bell lay 
about him to Day I can tell them that; and there's Trorlus. 
will not come far behind him, let them take heed pot 


Tyroilus; I can tell them that too. 
Cre, What, is he angry too ? 
Pan. Who, Troilus? 

Troilus is the better Man of the two. | 
Cre. Oh Fupiter; there's no Compariſon. 


* 


Pan. What not between Troilus and Hector? 10 vos ö 


know a Man if you fee him? | 
Cre. Ay, if I ever ſaw him before, and knew him. 
Pan, Well, I fay Troilus is Troilus. F 
Cre. Then you ſay, as 1 ſay, 

For I am ſure he is not Hector. 


Pan. No, nor Hector is not Trois, in ſome degrees, 


Cre. *Tis juſt to each of them, he is himſelf. 

Pan, Hiraſelt? alas poor Troilus! 1 would he were. 

Cre. So he is. | | 

Pan. Condition I had gone bare. foot to india . 

Cre. He is not Hector. 28 

Pan. Himſelf? no, he's not himſelf, would he were e him: 
ſelf; well, the Gods are above, time muſt friend or end; 
well, Troilus, well, I would my Heart were in her Bo- 
dy——no, Hector is not a better Man than Ine fO 

Cre. Excuſe me. - 

Pan. He is Elder. v 

Cre. Pardon me, pardon me. 3 

Pan. Th' other's not come to t. you ſhall tell me another 


Tale when th other's come to't: Hedor ſhall not * his p 


Wit this Fear. 
Cre. He ſhall not need it, if he haye his own, 
Pan. Nor his Qualities, 
Cre. No Matter. . : 
Pan, 


— 
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Pan. Nor his Beauty. | 
Cre. Twould not become him, his own's better. 
Fan. You have no Judgment, Neice ; Helen her fel 
ſwore th' other Day, that Tyoilus for a brown Favour, (for ſo 
tis 1 muſt confeſs) not brown neither— 

Cre, No, but brown. 

Pan, Faith to ſay Truth, brown and not brown. 

Cre. To ſay the Truth, true and not true. 

Pan. She prais d his Complexion above Paris. 

Cre. Why Paris hath Colour enough. 

Pan. So he has. 

Cre. Then Troilus ſhould have too much; if ſhe prais'd 
him above, his Complexion is higher than his, he having 
Colour enough, and the other higher, is too flaming a Praiſe 

for a good Complexion. I had as lieve — golden 
Tongue had commended Troilus for a copper Noſe. 

Pan. | ſwear to you, 
I think Helen loves him better than Paris. 

Cre. Then ſhe's a merry Greek indeed. 

Pan. Nay, I am ſure ſhedoes. She came to him td other 
Day into the compaſt Window ; and you know he has not 
paſt three or four Hairs on his Chin, 

Cre, Indeed a Tapſter's Arithmetick may ſoon bring his 
particulars therein to a Total. 

Pan. Why he is very Young, and yet will he within 

three Pound lift as much as his Brother Hector. 

Cre. Is he ſo young a Man, and ſo old a Lifter? . 

Pan, But to prove to you that Helen loves him, ſhe came 
and puts me her white Hand to his cloven Chin. 

Cre. Funo have Mercy, how came it Cloven? 
Pan. Why, you know tis 2 
I think his bniding becomes him {nn any Man i in 
all Phrygia. 

Cre, Oh, he ſmiles valiantly. 

Pan, Does he not? 

Cre. O yes, and 'twere a Cloud i in Autumn. 

Pan, Why go to then but to prove to you chat | 
Helen loves Troilns, | 

Cre, Troilus will ſtand to the Proof, if <7 prove 6 fo. 

an. 
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Pan. Troilus? why he eſteems her no more, than I e- 


ſtteem an addle 


Cre. If you love an addle Egg, as well as you love an 
idle Head, you would eat Chickens i th ſheil.”  - 

Pan. I cannot chuſe but laugh to think how ſhe tick- 
led his Chin; indeed ſhe has a N white, Hand, I 
muſt needs confeſs; . . | | 

Cre. Without the Rack. 

Pan, the Rags ye i yy «wi Hair on | 
his Chin, 

Cre. Alas, poor Chin! many a Wart is richer, | 

Tan. But there was ſuch. laughing, * S 
Lught that her Eye run oer. 

_ Cre. With Milſtones. 

Fan. Aud Caſſandra laught. 

Cre. But there was more temperate Fre unde th pot 
of her Eyes; Did her Eyes run o'er too? 

Pan. And Hector laught. buys | 

Cre. At what was all this laughing? 

Pan. Marry at the white Hair, that Helen ſpied + on 
Jreilgs's Chin. 
Cre. And "had been a green Hair, I ſhould have laught 


_— They laught not fo much ar the Hair as at his - 

pretty Anſwer. 

Cre, What was his Anſwer ? 

Pan, Quoth ſhe, here's but two — fifty Hairs on 
your Chin, and one af them is white. 4 

| Cre. This is her Queſtion 

Pan. That's true, make no queſien of chat: Twoand 
fifty Hairs, quoth he, and one white, that white Hair is 
my Father, and all the reſt are his Sons. fp wpiter, quotn 
ſhe, which of theſe Hairs is Paris, my Husband? the fork- 
ed one, quoth he, pluck't out and give it him: But there 
was ſuch laughing, and Helen ſo bluſh'd, * . 


and all the reſt ſo laught, that it paſt. - 


Ie — K 
or it a great w going ann 
Pan. Well, Couſin, 21 meth v1 

Ct think on't. 
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Cre. So I do. x n 

Pan. I'll be ſworn tis true; he will weep you an twere 
a Man born in April. | [Sound a Retreat. 
Cre. And I'll ſpring up in his Tears, as twere a Nettle 
againſt May. | 2 10 | 
Pan. Hark, they zre coming from the Field, ſhall we 
ſtand up here and ſee them, as they pals towards Ilium? 
good Neice do, ſweet Neice Creſſida. 
Cre. At your Pleaſure. | 
Pan. Here, here, here's an excellent Place, here we may 
ſee moſt bravely, I'll tell you them all by their Names, as 
they paſs by, but mark Troilus above the reſt. 
| Eneas paſſes over the Stage. 
Cre. Speak not fo loud. | 4 
Pan. That's Zneas; is not that a brave Man? he's one 
of the Flowers of Troy, I can tell you, but mark Troilus, 
you ſhall ſee anon. * | 
Cre. Who's that? | 

Antenor paſſes over the Stage. | 
Pan. That's Antenor, he has a ſhrewd Wit, I can tell 
you, and he's a Man good enough, be's one o'th' ſoundeſt 
Judgment in Troy whoſoever, and a proper Man of Per- 
on; when comes Troilus? I'll ſhew you Troilus anon; if 
he ſee me, you ſhall ſee him nod at me, 
Cre. Will he give you the nod? 
Pan. You ſhall fee. 
Cre. If he do, the Rich ſhall have more. 
_ . Hector paſſes over. 

Pan. That's Hector, that, that, look you, that, there's 

a Fellow! Go thy way, Hedtor, there's a brave Man, Neice, 
O brave Hector! Look how he looks? there's a Counte- 
nance! is't not a brave Man? 0 


Cre. O brave Man! | | | | 

Pan. Is he not? It does a Man's Heart good, look you 

what hacks are on his Helmet, look you yonder, do you 

ſee? Look you there? There's no jeſting; laying on, take 

off who will, as they ſay; there he hacks. | 
Cre. Be thole with Swords? we 
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Paris paſſes over. 

Pan. Swords, any thing, he cares not, * the Devil 
come to him, it's all one; by Godslid it does ones Heart 
good. Vonder comes Paris, yonder comes Paris: Look ye 
vonder, Neice, ist not a gallant Man too, is't not? Why, 
this is brave now: Who ſaid he came home hurt to Day? 
He's not hurt; why, this will do Helens Heart good 
now, ha? Would I could ſee Troilus way you ſee 
Troilus _ 


Helenus paſſes over. © 
Pan. That's Helenus. | marvel where Troilus is, that s Be- 
lenus.—- think he went not forth to Day; that's Helenus, 


Cre. Can Helenus fight, Uncle? 
Pan. Helenus, no----- Yes, he'll fight indifferent well----.1 


-marvel where Troilus is; bark. do you not hear the Peo- 
ple cry Troilus? Helenus is a Prieſt. 

Cre. What ſneaking Fellow comes vonder? 

| Troilus paſſes over. + 

Pan. Where! Yonder? That's Deiphobus. Tis Troilus! 
a5 s a Man, Neice---hem—-braye Ti rail the Prince 
of Chivalry. 

Cre. Peace, for ſhame, peace. 

Fan. Mark him, note him: O brave Troilus: Look well 

n him, Niece, look you how his Sword is bloodied, 

— his Helm more hack'd then Hector's, and how be 
looks, and how he goes! O admirable Youth! he ne'er 
ſaw three and twenty. Go thy way Troilus, go thy wa 


had I a Siſter were a Grace, or a Daughter a Goddeſs, 2 


ſhould take his choice. O admirable Man! Paris? Paris 
is dirt to him, and 1 warrant, Helen to Shavge would 


give Mony to boot. ; 
, Enter common Soldiers. + 4 
Cre. Here come more. x 


Pan. Aſſes, Fools, Dolts, Chaff and Bran, Chaff and Bran; ; 


WY after Meat. I could live and dye i'th' Eyes. of 


Troilus. Ne'er look, ne er look; the Eagles are gone, Crows 
and Daws, Crows and Daws: L had rather be ſuch a Man 
as Troilus, than Agamemnon and all Greeee, 


Cre. There is among the Greeks * a better Man 
7 Troilus. - Pan. 
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Pau. Achilles? a Dray- man, a Porter, a very Camel. 

Cre. Well, well. 

Pan. Well, well Why. have you any Diſcretion? Have 
you any Eyes? Do you know what a Man is? Is not 
Birth, Beauty, good Shape, Diſcourſe, Manhood, Learning, 
Gentleneſs, Virtue, Youth, Liberality, and ſo forth, the 


Spice and Salt that ſeaſons a Man? 


Cre. Ay, a minc'd Man, and then to be bak'd with no 
date in the Pye, for then the Man's date is ovt. 

Pan. You are ſuch another Woman, one knows not at 
what ward you lye. 

Cre. Upon my Back. to defend my Belly; upon my 
Wit, to defend my Wiles; upon my Secreſie, to defend 


mine Honeſty; my Mask to defend my Beauty, and you 


to defend all theſe; and at all theſe Wards I lye, at a thou- 
ſand Watches. ; | 

Pan. Say one of your Watches. x : 

Cre, Nay, I'll watch you for that, and that's one of 
the chiefeſt of them too; if I cannot ward what I would 
not have hit, I can watch you for telling how I took the 
blow, unleſs it ſwell paſt hiding, and then it is paſt watch- 


Enter Boy. 
Pan. You are ſuch another. | 
Boy. Sir, my Lord would inſtantly ſpeak with you. 
Pan, Where? 5g 
Boy, At your own Houſe. | wet; 
Pan. Good Boy, tell him 1 come, I doubt he be hurt. 
Fare ye well, goed Niece. | 
Cre. Adieu, Uncle 
Pan. I'll be with you, Niece, by and by. 
Cre. To bring, Uncle. | 
Pan. Ay, a Token from Troilus, 
Cre. By the ſame token, you are a Bawd. [Exit Pan. 
Words, Vows, Gifts, Tears, and Loves full Sacrifice, 
He offers in another's Enterprize: 
But more in Troilus thouſand fold I ſee, 
Than in the Glaſs of Pandar's Praiſe may be. 
Yet hold loff. Women are Angels wooing, 
Things won are done, the Soul's joy lyes in doing: 


\ 


That 
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That ſhe beloy'd, knows nought that knows not thisz 
Men prize the thing ungain'd, more than it is. 


That ſhe, was never yet, that ever knew 7 N 

Love go ſo ſweet, as when deſire did ſue: Ty 

Atchievement is command; ungain d. beſeech. 
11 Thereftire this Maxim out of Love L teach; „ 


I That though my Heart Content's firm love doth bear, 
Ji Nothing of that ſhall from mine Eyes appear. [£1 


| SCENE Apmemnon's Tex in te o. 
| cian Camp. ; 


4 Trumpets Enter Agamemnon, Neftor, Ulyſſes, D: omedes, 
5 | Menelaus, with others. 5 
Asam. Princes; | 
What Grief hath ſet the Jajndiſe on your Cheeks? 
The ample Propoſition that hopes make 1 
In all Deſigus begun on Earth below, | 
Fails in the promis'd largeneſs; checks and difaters 
Grow in the veins of Actions higheſt reat d. 
As knots by the conflux of meeting Sap. 0 
Infect the ſound Pine, and divert his Grain 
Tortive and errant from his courſe of growth, 
Nor, Princes, is it matter new to us, 
That we come ſhort of our ſuppoſe ſo far, 
That after ſeven Years Siege, yet Troy Walls and, 31 
Sith every Action that hath gone before 
Whereof we have Record, Trial did dra 
Bias and thwart, not anſwering. the aim, 
And that unbodied Figure of the thought 
That gave't ſurmiſed ſhape. Why then, you Princes, 
Do you with Cheeks abaſh'd, behold our Works, 
' And think them ſhame. which are. indeed, nought elle 
But the protractive Trials of great Jove, 21" 
To find perſiſtive Conftancy in Men? * 
The fineneſs of which Metal is not found > 1 
In Fortune's love; for then, the Bold and Coward, 
The Wiſe and Fool, the Artiſt and unread, + 
The hard and ſoft, ſeem all affin'd, and kin; + 
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But in the Wind and Tempeſt of her Frown, 

Diſtinction with a loud and powerful Fan, 
Puffing at all, winnows the light away; 
And what hath Maſs, or Matter by it ſelf, 
Lies rich in Virtue, and unmingled. 

Neſt. With due obſeryance of thy godly Seat, 
Great Agamemnon, Neſtor ſhall apply 
Thy lateſt Words. In the reproof of Chance, 

Lies the true proof of Men: The Sea being ſmooth; 
How many ſhallow bauble Boats dare fail 

Upon her patient Breaſt, making their way 

With thoſe of noble Bulk? 

Bur let the Ruffian Boreas once enra 

The gentle Thetis, and anon, behold, 

The ſtrong ribb'd Bark thro? liquid Mountains cuts, 
Bounding between the two moiſt Elements, 

Like Perſeus Horſe : Where's then the ſawcy Boat, 
Whoſe weak untimber d fides but even now 
Co-rival'd Greatneſs? Either to harbour fled, 

Or made a Toſt for Neptune. Even fo, 

Doth Valour's ſhew, and Valour's worth divide 

In ſtorms of Fortune. | 

For, in her ray and brightneſs, 

The Herd hath more annoyance by the Brize 

Than by the Tyger: But, when the ſplitting Wind 
Makes flexible the knees of knotted Oaks, 
And Flies fled under ſhade, why then | 

The thing of Courage, 8 

As row z d with rage, with rage doth ſympathize, 

And with an accent tun'd in felf-ſame Key, 

Retires to chiding Fortune. 

Utyſ. Agamemmon, Wes | 1 
Thou great Commander, Nerve and Bone of Greece, 
Heart of our Numbers, Soul, and only Spirit, 

In whom the Tempers and the Minds of all 

Should be ſhut up: Hear what Ulyſes ſpeaks. 

Befides th' Applauſe and Approbation 

The which, moſt Mighty, for thy Place and Merit. Is Aga: | 

And thou moſt reverend for thy ftretcht-out Life, ¶ Io Neſt. þ 

I giye to both your Speeches, which were ſuch, = | 
2 | 


* 
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As Agamemnon and the Hand of Greece 5; 
Should hold up high in Braſs ; and ſuch again 
As venerable Neſtor (hatch'd in Silver) 
Should with a bond of Air, ſtrong as the 12 
On which the Heav'n's ride, knit all Greeks Ears 
To his experienc d Tongue: Vet let it pleaſe both 
(Thou Great and Wiſe) to hear Ulyſſes ſpeak, 
Aga. Speak, Prince of 1haca: and bett of leſs * 
That matter needleſs, of importleſs Burthen ? 
Divide thy Lips; then we are confident, 4 
When rank Therſites opes his maſtiff Jaws, =" 
We ſhall hear Muſick, Wit, and Oracle. oy 
/. Troy, yet upon bis Baſis, had been down. 
And the great Hacker s Sword had lack'd a rad 
But for theſe inſtances, 
The ſpeciality of Rule hath been neglected; 
And look how many Grecian Tents do ſtand : 
Hollow upon this Plain, ſo many hollow Factions. 
When that the General is not like the hive, 5 
To whom the Foragers ſhall all repair, 4 


What Hony is expected? Degree being vizarded, 


Th' unworthieſt news as fairly in the, Mask. 8 
The Heav'ns themſelves, the Planets, and this Cen 
Obſerve degree, priority and place, | 
Infiſture, courſe, proportion, ſeaſon, form, 
Office and cuſtom, in all line of Order: 
And therefore is the glorious Planet Sol, 
In noble Eminence, enthron'd and fp hear'd 
Amidſt the other, whoſe wedcinable Eye 
Corrects the ill Aſpects of Planets evil, 
And poſts like the Command ment of a King. 
Sans check, to good and bad. But when the Flangs 
In evil mixture to diſorder wander, 
What Plagues, and what Portents, what Mutiny? , 
What raging of the Sea? ſhaking of Earth? — 
Commotion in the Winds? Frights, changes, horrors, . 
Divert and crack, rend and deracinate _ | 
The unity, and married calm of States 1 
Quite from their fixture? O, when Degree is ſhaken, 
(Which is the Ladder to all high Deligns) 7 
The 
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The Enterprize is ſick. How could Communities, 
Degrees in Schools, and Brotherhoods in Cities, 
Peaceful Commerce from dividable Shores, 

The Primogenitive, and due of Birth, 

Prerogative of Age, Crowns Scepters, Lawrels, 

(But by Degree) ſtand in Authentick Place? 

Take but degree away, untune that String, 

And hark what Diſcord follows; each thing meets 
In meer oppugnancy. The bounded Waters 
Would lift their Boſoms higher than the Shores, 

And make a ſop of all this ſolid Globe: : 

Strength would be Lord of Imbecility, 

And the rude Son would ftrike his Father dezd : 

Force would be Right; or rather, Right and Wrong 

(Between whoſe endleſs jar Juſtice reſides) 

Would loſe their Names, and ſo would Juſtice too, 

Then every thing includes it ſelf in Power, 

Power into Will, Will-into Appetite, : 

And Appetite (an univerſal Wolf, | 

So doubly ſeconded with Will and Power) 

Muſt make perforce an univerſal prey, 

And laſt, eat up himſelf. Great Agamemmon, 

This Chaos, when Degre eis ſuffocate, 

| Follows the choaking: 

And this neglection of Degree is it, 

That} by a pace goes backward, in a purpoſe 

It hath to climb. The Generals diſdain d 

By him one ftep below; he by the next; 

That next by him beneath : So every ſtep, 

Exampled by the firſt pace, that is fick 

Of his Superior, grows to an envious Feayer 

Of pale and bloodleſs Emulation. ; 

And 'tis this Feaver that keeps Troy on foot, 

Not her ,own Sinews. To end a Tale of length. 

Troy in our weaknels lives, not in her ſtrength, 

Neſt. Moſt wiſely bath Ulyſſes here diſcover'd 

The Feaver, whereof all our Power is ſick. 

Aga. The Nature of the ſickneſs found, Ulyſſes, * 

What is the Remedy ? | 

Uly/. The great Achilles, whom Opinion crowns 
K — ITSLIEN 
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The Sinew, and the Fore- hand of our Hoſt, 
Having his Ear full of his airy Fame, 

Grows dainty of his Worth, and in his Tent 
Lies mocking our Deſigns. With him Patrocius, 
Upon a lazy Bed, the live-long day 
Breaks ſcurril Jeſts ; | 

And with ridiculous and aukward Action, 
(Which, Slanderer, he Imitation calls) 

He Pageants us. Sometimes, great Agamemnon, 
Thy topleſs Deputation he puts on; 

And like a ſtrutting Player, whoſe Conceit 

Lies in his Ham-ftring, and doth think it rich 
To hear the wooden Dialogue and Sound 
*Twixt his ſtretch'd footing, and the Scaffoldage, 


(uch to-be-pitied, and o'er-refted ſeeming 


He acts thy Greatneſs in) and when he ſpeaks, 


3 


'Tis like a Chime a mending; with terms unſquar'd;! 


Which from the Tongue of roaring Typhon dropt, 
Would ſeem Hypeiboles. At this tuity ſtuff 
Tte large Achilles, on his preſt-bed lolling, 

From his deep Cheſt, laughs out a loud Applauſe: 
Cries —— excellent | ——*tis Agamemnon juſt. 
Now play me Neſlor —— bum, and ſtroke thy Beard 
As he, being dreſt to ſome Oration. 

That's done; as near as the extremeſt Ends 

Of Parallels; as like as Vulcan and his Wife: 

Yet good Achilles ſtill cries, Excellent! 

Tis Neſſor right! New play him, me, Patroclus, 
Arming to anſwer in a Night- alarm 

And then, forſooth, the faint defects of Age 
Muſt be the Scene of Mirth, to cough and ſpit, 
And with a Palſie fumbling on his Gorget, 
Shake in and out the Rivet and at this ſport, 
Sir Valour dies; cries, O! enough Patroclus — 
Or, give me Ribs of Steel, I ſhall ſplit al! 

In pleaſure of my Spleen. And in this faſhion 
All eur Abilities, Gifts, Natures, Shapes, 

Severals and generals of Grace exact. 
Archievements, Plots, Orders, Preventions, 


Excitemenis to the Field, or ſpeech for Truce/ | 
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Succeſs or Loſs, what is, or is not, ſerves 
As ſtuff for theſe two, to make Paradoxes, 

Neſt. And in the Imitation of theſe twain, 
Who, as Ulyſſes ſays, Opinion crowns 
With an Imperial Voice, many are infect: 
Ajaz is grown ſelf-wilPd, and bears his Head, 
In ſuch a Rein, is full as proud a place, 

As broad Achilles, and keeps his Tent like him; 
Makes factious Feaſts, rails on our ſtate of War, 
Bold as an Oracle, and ſets Therſites, 

A Slave (whoſe Gall coins Slanders like a Mint) 
To match us in, Compariſons with Dirt, 

To weaken and diſcredit our Expoſure, 

How rank ſoever rounded in with danger. 

Uly/. They tax our Policy, and call it Cowardiſe, 
Count Wiſdom as no Member of the War, 
Fore-ſtall our Preſcience and efteem no AR, 

But that of Hand: The ſtill and mental Parts, 
That do contrive how many Hands ſhall ſtrike 
When' fitneſs calls them on, and know by meaſure 


Of their obſervant Toil, the Enemies weight, 


Why this hath not a Finger's dignity ; 
They call this Bed-work, Mapp'ry, Cloſet-War: 


So that the Ram, that batters down the Wall, 


For the great ſwing and rudeneſs of his poize, 
They place before his Hand that made the Engine, 
Or thoſe that with the fineneſs of their Souls, 

By Reaſon guide his Execution. 


Neſt, Let this be granted, and Achilles Horſe 


Makes many Thetis' Sons. [Tacket ſounds. 


Aga. What Trumpet? Look Menelaus. 
. Men, From Troy. 


Enter nes. 
Aga. What would you *fore our Tent ? 
Ene. Is this great Agamemnon's Tent, I pray you? 
Aga. Evea this. 30 
Ene. May one that is a Herald and a Prince, 


Do a fair Meſſage to his Kingly Ears? 


Asa. Wich ſurety ſtronger than, Achilles Arm, | 
*Fore all the Ge Heads, which with one Voice 
| "2 
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Call Agamemnon Head and General, 
Ene. Fair leave, and large ſecurity. How may 
A Stranger to thoſe moſt Imperial Looks, 
"Know them from Eyes of other Mortals ? 
Aga. How ? | : | 
Ene. Ay: I ask, that I might waken Reyerence, 
And on the Cheek be ready with a bluſh 
Modeſt as Morning, when ſhe coldly eyes 
The youthful Pb 
Which is that God in Office, guiding Men? 
Which is the high and mighty Agamemnon : 
Aga. This Trojan ſcorns us, or the Men of Troy 
Are Ceremonious Courtiers. + ares 
Ene. Courtiers as free, as deboniar, unarm'd, 
As bending Angels; that's their Fame, in peace: 
But when they would ſeem Soldiers, they have Galls, 
- Good Arms, ſtrong Joints, true Swords, and Fove's accord, 
Nothing fo full of Heart. But peace, Æncas, 
Peace Trojan, lay thy Finger on thy Lips, 
The worthinefs of Praiſe diſtains his worth, 
If that he prais'd himſelf, bring the Praiſe forth: 
What the repining Enemy commends, 
That breath Fame blows, that Praiſe ſole pure tranſcends. 
Aga. Sir, you of Troy, call you your felt, ZEneas ? 
_ ZEne. Ay, Greek, that is my Name. 
. Aga. What's your Affair, I pray you? 
Ene. Sir, pardon, tis for Agamemnon's Ears. 
Aga. He hears nought privately 
That comes from Troy. | 
Ene. Nor I from Troy come not to whiſper him, 
I bring-a Trumpet to awake his Ear, | 
IJ To ſet his Senſe on the attentive bent, 
And then to ſpeak. mt 
Aga. Speak frankly as the Wind, 
It is not Agamemnon s ſleeping hour; 
That thou ſhalt know, Trojan, he is awake, 
He tells thee fo himſelf, | 
Ene. Trumpet blow loud: | ict a 00 
Send thy braſs Voice thro? all theſe lazy Tents, _ 
And every Greek of Mettle, let him know 
| "Y e EEO ND What 
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What means fairly, ſhall be ſpoke aloud. 
1 N * [The Trumpet 5 ſound... 
We have, great Agamemnon, here in Troy, 
A Prince call'd Hector, Priam is his Father: 
Who in this dull and long continu'd Truce 
Is ruſty grown, he bad me take a Trumpet, 
And to this purpoſe ſpeak: Kings, Princes, Lords, 
If there be one amongſt the ſair ſt of Greece, 
That holds his Honour higher than his Eaſe, 
That ſee ks his Praiſe; more than he fears his Peril, 
That knows his Valour, and knows not his Fear, 
That loves his Miſtreſs more than in Confeſſion, 
(With truant Vows to her own Lips he loyes) 
And dare avow her Beauty and her Worth, 
In other Arms than hers ; to him this Challenge. 
Hector, in view of Trojans and of Greeks, 
Shall make it good, or do his beſt to do it, 
He hath a Lady, wiſer, fairer, truer. 
Than ever Greek did compaſs in his Arms, 
And will to Morrow with his Trumpet call, 
Midway between your Tents, and Walls of Trey, 
To rowze a Grecian that is true in love. 
If any come, Hector ſhall Honour him: 
If none-- he'll fay in Troy when he retires, © 
The Grecian Dames are Sun-burnt, and not worth 
The ſplinter of a Lance; even ſo much. 

Aga. This ſhall be told, our Lovers, Lord Zneas. 
If none of them have Soul in ſuck a kind, 
We have left them all at home: But we are Soldiers; 
And may that Soldier a meer Recreant prove, 
That means not, hath not, or is not in love; 
If then one is, or hath, or-means to be, 
That one meets Hector; if none, I'll be he. 

Neſt. Tell him of Neſtor; one that was a Man 
When Hector's Grandfire ſuckt; he is old now, 
But if there be not in our Grecian mold, 
One Nobleman, that hath one ſpark of Fire, 
To anſwer for his Love: tell him from me, 
I'll hide my Silver Beard in a Gold Beaver, 
And in my Vantbrace put this wither'd brawn, 
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And meeting him, will tell him, that my Lady 

Was fairer than his Grandam, and as chaſte 

As may be in the World; his Vouth is flood, 

Fll pawn this truth with my three drops of Blood. 
Ene. Now Heay'ns forbid ſuch ſcarcity of Youth. 
Ulyſ. Amen. 

Aga. Fair Lord ZEneas, 

Let me touch your Hand: 

. To our Pavillion ſhall I lead you firſt: 

Achilles ſhall have word of this Intent, 

So ſhall each Lord of Greece from "Tent to Tent : 

Tour ſelf ſhall feaſt with us before you go, | 

And find the welcome of a Noble Foe. [Exenns, 

Manent Ulyſſes and Neſtor. | 

Uly/. Neftor. 

Neſt. What ſays Ulyſſes? 
© Ulyſ. J have a young Conception in my Brain, 

Be you my Time to bring it to ſome ſhape. 

Neſt. What is't? 

Uly/. This tis: | 
Blunt wedges rive hard knots; the ſeeded Pride 
That hath to this maturity blown up 
In rank Achilles, muſt or now be cropt, 

Or, ſhedding, breed a Nurſery of like evil 

To over-bulk us all. 

Neſt. Well, and how now? 

U. This Challenge that the valiant Hedoy ſends, 
However it is ſpread in general Name, 
Relates in purpoſe only to Achilles. | 

Neſt. The purpoſe is perſpicuous even as Subſtance, 
Whole groſſneſs little Characters ſum up, 

And in the publication make no ſtrain : 

But that Achilles, were his Brain as barren 

As Banks of Lybia, tho', Apollo knows, | 

*Fis dry enough, will with great ſpeed of Judgment, 

Ay, with celerity, find He&or's purpoſe 

Pointing on him. 


Ulyſ. And wake him to the Anſwer, think you? | . 
Neſt. Yes, tis moſt meet; whom may you elſe oppoſe 


That can from Hector bring his Honour off, 


1 


— 
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If not Achilles? Thougb't be a ſportful Combat, 
Vet. in this Trial much Opinion dwells. 
For here the Trojans taſte our dear ſt repute | 
With their fin'ſt Palate: And truſt to me, U.yſes, 
Our imputation ſhall be odly pois'd 
In this wild Action. For the ſucceſs, 
Although particular, ſhall have a ſcantling 
Of gocd cr bad, unto the General: 
And in ſuch Indexes, although fmall Pricks 
To their ſubſequent Volumes, there is ſeen 
The baby figure of the Giznt-maſs 
Of things to come at large. It is ſuppos'd, 
He that meets Hector, iflues from our choice; 
And choice being mutual a& of al! our Souls, 
Makes Merit her Election, and doth boil 
As *ewere from forth us all; a Man diſtill'd 
Out of our Virtues; who miſcarrying, 
What Heart from hence receives the conqu'ring part 
To ſteel a ſtrong Opinion to themſelves, 
Which entertain'd, Limbs are his Inſtruments, 
In no leſs working, than are Swords and Bows 
Directive by the Limbs. 
V Give pardon to my Speech; 
Therefore tis meet, Achilles meet not Hector: 
Let us, like Merchants, ſhew our fowleſt Wares, 
And think perchance they'll ſell; if not, 
The Juſtre of the better, yet to ſne w, 
Shall ſhew the better. Do not conſent, 
That erer Hefor and Achilles meet: 
For both our Honour, and our Shame in this, 
Are dogg'd with two ſtrange Followers. 
Neſt, | ſee them not with my oli Eyes: What are they? 
Uly/. What Glory our Achilles ſhares from Hedlor, 
Were he not proud, we all ſhould wear with kim: 
But he already is too inſolent; 
And we were better parch in Africk Sun 
Than in the pride and falt ſcorn of his Eyes, 
Should he ſcape Hector fair. If he were foil'd, 
Why then we did our main Opinion cruſh 
In taint of our beſt Man. No, make a Lott'ry; 
K 4 T And 
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And by device let blockiſh Ajax draw * 

The ſort to fight with Hector: Among our ſelves, 

Give him allowance as the worthier Man, x al 

For that will Phyſick the great Myrmidon, 

Who broils in loud applauſe, and make him fall 

His Creſt, that prouder than blue Iris bends, 

If the dull brainleſs Ajax come ſafe off, 

We'll dreſs him up in Voices; if he fail, 

Yet go we under our Opinion till, 

That we have better Men. But hit or miſs, 

Our Projects life this ſhape of ſenſe aſſumes, 

Ajax imploy'd, plucks down Achilles Plumes. 
Neſt. Now Ulyſſes, I begin to reliſh thy adyice, 

And I will give a taſte of it forthwith | 

To Agamemnon, go we to him ſtreight; 

Two Curs ſhall tame each other; Pride alone 

Muſt tar the Maſtiffs on, as twere their Bone, ¶ Exeum. 


® 


5 
ACT l. SCENE I. 
SCENE tbe Grecian Camp. 


Enter Ajax and Therſites. 
. 


Ther. Agamemnon how if he had diles 
[Talking to himſelf. 


— 


full, all over generally. 

Ajax. Therſites. | 

Ther. And thoſe Biles did run-----fay ſo---.-did not the 
General run, were not that a Botchy core? 14 

Ajax. Dog. | «. 

7 Then there would come ſome matter from him: I 
ſee none now. | | | | 

Ajax. Thou Bitch-Wolf's Son, canſt thou not hear ? 
Feel rhen. on [Strikes him, 

Ther. The * a of Greece upon thee, thou Mungrel 
beef-witted Lord. e | | 

Ajax. Speak then, you whinid'ſt leayen, ſpeak, I will 
bear thee into handſomneſs. 9 = 
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Ther. I ſhall ſooner rail thee into wit and holineſs; but 
I think thy Horſe will ſooner con an Oration, than thou 
learn a Prayer without Book: Thou canſt ftrike, canſt 
thou? A red Murrain o'thy Jades tricks. 
= 2g Toads-ſtool, learn me the Proclamation. * 
er. Doeſt thou think 1 have no ſenſe, thou ſtrik ſt me 
_ The Proclamation. [thus ?” 
er. Thou art proclaim'd a Fool, I think. 
Ajax. Do not Porcupine, do not; my Fingers itch. 
Ther. I would thou didſt itch from Head to Foot, and 
I bad the ſcratching of thee, 1 would make thee the. 
loathſom'ſt ſcab in Greece, | 
Ajax. I ſay, the Proclamation. | 
er. Thou grumbleſt and raileſt every hour on Achilles, 
and thou art as full of Envy at his Greatneſs, as Cerberus 
is as Proſerpina's Beauty. I, that thou bark'ſt at him. 
Ajax, Miftreſs Therſites. 
Ther. Thou ſhouldſt ſtrike him, | 
Ajax. Cobloaf. 
er, He would pun thee into Shivers with his Fiſt, as 
a Sailor breaks . ow, 6 
Ajax, You whorſon Cur. eating him. 
Ther, Do, do. 0 
Ajax. Thou ſtool for a Witch. | | 
Ther. Ay, do, thou ſodden-witted Lord; thou haſt no 
more Brain than I have in my Elbows: An Aſinico may 
tutor thee. Thou ſcurvy vailaat Aſs, thou art here but 
to threſh Trojans, and thou art bought and fold among 
thoſe of any wit, like a Barbarian Slaye. If thou uſe to 
beat me, I will begin at thy Heel, and tell what thou art 
by Inches, thou thing of no Bowels, thou, 
Ajax. You Dog. ; 
| Ther. You ſcurvy Lord. ET 
Ajax. You Cur, _ [ Beating him. 
Ther. Mars his Idiot; do Rudeneſs, do Camel, do, do. 
Enter Achilles and Patroclus. 
Achil. Why, how now, Ajax? wherefore do you this? 
How now, Therſites? what's the matter, Man? | 
_ Ther. You ſee him there, do you? 
Achil. Ay, hat's the Marter? 
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Ther. Nay look upon him. 4 
Achil. So I do, what's the matter? ' 
Ther. Nay, but regard him well. , 
Achil. Well, why I do fo. 

They. But yet you look not well upon him; for whoſo- 
ever you take him to be, he is Ajax. 

Achil. 1 know that, Fool. 

Ther, Ay, but that Fool knows not himſelf, 

Ajax. Therefore I beat thee, 6 

Ther. Lo, lo, lo, lo, what modicums of wit he utt d, his 

Evaſions have Ears thus long. I have bobb'd his Brain 

more than he has beat my Bones: I will buy nine Sparrows 

for a Penny, and his Pia Mater is not worth the ninth Part 
of a Sparrow. This Lord (Achilles) Ajax, who wears his 

Wit in his Belly, and his Guts in bis Head, Pl tell you 


what I fay of him. 
Achil. What? p 1 1 due, 
Ajax offers to ſir m, Ac inter ofes., 
Ther. 16% this e Yo ve 
Achil. Nay, good Ajax. 19 thao + ih 
Ther, Has not fo much Wit —— 
Achil, Nay, I muſt hold you. | 4 
Ther, As will ſtop the Eye of Helen «Nebdle ons 
he comes to fight. | | | 


Achil, Peace, Fool. 
Ther, 1 would have peace and es * the Fool 


will not: he there, that he, look you there. 
Ajax. O thou damn d Cut, 1 fhall tt 
Achil, Will you ſet your Wit to a Fool's? 4 
Ther. No, I warrant you, for a Fool's will ſhame i ity 
Pat. Good Words, Therſfites. © wx” 
Achil. What's the Quarrel? AF tos 
4jax. 1 bad the vile Owl, go'learn me the tente of che 
Proclamation, and he rails upon me. | 
They. 1 ſerve thee-not, 3 SIN 


Well, go to, g fo & 
* I ſerve 255 voluntary. a eee 
chil. Your laſt Service was ET 8350 8 NEG 
ry, no Man is beaten voluntary: Ajax Was here the volun- 


Ls and you as under an Impreſs, 
* | Ther: 


3) 
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Ther. Ev'n ſo---a great deal of your Wit too lies in your 
Sine vs, or elſe there be Liars: Hector ſhall have a great catch, 
if he knock out either of your Brains, he were as good 
crack a fuſty Nut with no Kernel. 0 
Achil. What, with me too, Therſites? | 
Ther. There's Ulyſſes, and old Neſtor, whoſe Wit was 
mouldy e'er their Grandfires had Nails on their Toes, yoke 
you like draft Oxen, and make you plough up the war. 
Achil, What! what! 
Ther. Yes, good ſooth, to Achilles, to Ajax, to 
Ajax. I ſhall cut out your Tongue. ky 
Ther. Tis no matter, I ſhall ſpeak as much as thou at- 
terwards, 
Par. No more Words, Therſites. 
Ther. 1 will hold my peace when Achilles Brach bids 
me, ſhall 1? 
Achil. There's for you, Patroclus. | 
Ther. I will ſee you hang'd like Clotpoles, cer I come 
any more to your Tents, I will keep where there is Wit 
ſtirring, and leave the Faction of Fools. Exit. 
Pat. A good riddance. 
Achil. Marry this, Sir, is proclaim'd through all our Hof, 
That Hector, by the fifth hour of the Sun, 
Will with a Trumpet, twixt our Tents and Trey, 
To Morrow morning call fome Knight to Arms, 
That hath a Stomach, and fach a one that dare 
Maintain I know not what: *Tis Traſh, fareyycl. 
Ajax. Farewel! who ſhall anſwer him? 
Achil. 1 know not, tis put to Lott'ry'; otherwiſe 
He knew his Man. 
Ajax. O, meaning you, I will go learn more of it. Exit. 


SCENE II. Priam's Palace in Troy. 


Enter Priam, Hector, Troilus, Paris and Helenus, 1 


Pri. After ſo many Hours, Lives, Speeches ſpent, 
Thus once again ſays Neſtor from the Greeks, 
Deliver Helen, and all damage elſe 


(As Honour, loſs of Time, Travel, Expence, | : 
Wounds, Friends, and what elſe dear, that is conſum'd 


In | 
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In hot digeſtion of this Cormorant War) | 
Shall be ſtruck off, Hector, what ſay you to't? 


He#. Though no Man leſſer fears the Greeks than I, 


As far as touches my particular; yet, dread Priam, 
There is no Lady of more ſofter Bowels, | 
More ſpungy to ſuck in the ſenſe of fear, 

More ready to cry out, Who knows what follows, 
Than Hedi is; the wound of Peace is ſurety, 
Sutety ſecure; but modeſt doubt is call d 

The Beacon of the wiſe; the Tent that ſearches 
To'th'bottom of the worſt. Let Helen go. 


Since the firſt Sword was drawn about this Queſtion, 


Every Tithe Soul *mongſt many thouſand diſmes, 
Hath been as dear as Helen, I mean of ours: 
If we have loſt ſo many Tenths of ours 
To guard a thing not ours, nor worth to us 
(Had it our Name) the yalue of one ten; 
What merit's in that reaſon, which denies 
The yielding of her up? 

Trai. Fie, fie, my Brother: | 
Weigh you the worth and honour of a King 
(So great is our dread Father) in a Scale a 
Of common Ounces? Will you with Counters ſum 
The vaſt proportion of his Infinite? | 
And buckle in a waſte, moſt fathomleſs, 
With Spans and Inches ſo diminutive, 
As Fears and Reaſons? Fie for godly ſhame. 


Hel. No maryel, tho” you bite ſo ſharp at Reaſons, 


You are empty of them. Should not our Father 
Bear the great ſway of his Affairs with Reaſons, 
Becauſe your Speech hath none that tells him ſo ? 


Toi. You are for Dreams and Slumbers, Brother Prieſt, 
You fur your Gloves with Reaſons: Here are your Reaſons, 


You know an Enemy intends you harm: 
You know, a Sword imploy'd is perillous, 
And Reaſon flies the object of all harm: 
Who marvels then, when Helenus beholds 
A Grecian and his Sword, if he do ſet 

The very wings of Reaſon to his Heels: 


Or like a Star diford'd,——Nay, if we talk of Reaſo 
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And flie like chidden Mercury from ove, | 
Let's ſhut our Gates and ſleep: Manhood and Honour 
Should have hard Hearts, would they but fat their Thoughts 
With this cramm'd Reaſon: Reaſon and Reſpect 
Make Lovers pale, and luſty hood deject. 
Hect. Brother, ſhe is not worth 
What ſhe doth coſt the holding. 
Troi. What's ought, but as tis valu'd ? 
Hed. But Value dwells not in particular Will, 
It holds his Eftimate and Dignity, 
As well wherein *tis precious of it ſelf, 
As in the prizer: Tis made Idolatry, 4 
To make the Seryice ter than * God; . 
And the will dotes, that is inclinable 
To what infectiouſly it ſelf affects, 
Without ſome Image of th' affected Merit. 
Troi. I take to day a Wife, and my Election 
Is led on in the conduct of my Will; 
My Will enkindled in mine Eyes and Ears, 
Two trading Pilots twixt the dangerous Shores 
Of Will and Judgment. How may I avoid 
(Although my Will diſtaſt what is elected) 
The Wife I choſe? there can be no evaſion 
To blench from this, and to ſtand firm by Honour. 
We turn not back the Silks upon the Merchant, 
When we have ſpoil'd them; nor the remainder Viands 
We do not throw in unreſpective place, 
Becauſe we now are full. It was thought meet 
Paris ſhould do ſome Vengeance on the Greeks : 
Your Breath of full conſent bellied his Sails, 
The Seas and Winds (old Wranglers) took a Truce, 
And did him Service; he touch d the Ports defir'd, 


And for an old Aunt, whom the Greeks held Captive, 


He brought a Grecian Queen, whoſe youth and freſhneſs 
Wrinkles Apollos, and makes ſtale the Morning. 

Why keep we her? the Grecians keep our Aunt: 

Is ſhe worth keeping? why, the is a Pearl, 


| Whoſe Price hath launch'd above a thouſand Ships, 


And turn'd Crown'd Kings to Merchants, 
If you'll ayouch twas Wildom, Paris went, 2 
AER” 8 (As 
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(As you muſt needs, for you all cry'd, Go, go: » 
If you'll confeſs, he brought home noble Prize. 
(us you muſt needs; for you all clap'd your Hands, 
3 cry'd, Ineftimable;) oy do you now = 
The iſſue of your proper Wiſdoms rate, 
And do a deed that Fortune never did, 
Begger the Eſtimation, which you riz'd | 
Richer than Sea and Land? O Theft moſt baſe! | 
That we have ſtoln what we do fear to keep. 
But Thieves, unworthy of a thing fo ftoln, | 
That in their Country did them that Diſgrace, 6 
We fear to warrant in our native Place. | 
Enter Caflandra with her Hair about her Ears, 
Caf. Cry, Trojans, cry. 
Pri. What noiſe ? what ſhriek is this? 
Troi. Tis our mad Sifter, 1 do know her Voice, 
Caſ. Cry, Trojans. 
Heck. It is Caſſandra. . 
Caſ Cry, Trojans, cry; lend me ten thouſand yes, 
And 1 will fill — with prophetick Tears. | 
Hef. Peace, Siſter, Peace. 
Caf. Virgins and Boys, mid-Age and wrinkled old. 
Soft Infancy, that nothing can but cry, | 
Add to my Clamour: Let us pay betimes 
A moiety of that maſs of Moan to Gn * 
Cry, Trojans, cry, practiſe your Eyes with Tears, 
Troy — not to — goolly Him ſtand, n 
Our Fire-brand'Brother-Paris burns us all, 
Cry, Trojans, 3 a Helen and a Wo; 1 
Cry, cry, Troy burns, or elſe let Helen go. Exit. 
Hect. Now, youthfol Troilus, do not the bigh Strains 
Of Divination in our Siſter work 
Some touches of Remorſe? Or is your Blood 
So madly hot, that no diſcourſe of Reaſon, | 
Nor fear of bad Succeſs in a bad Cauſe, 2" 
Can qualifie the ſame ? | Ma 
Troi. Why, Brother Hector, | wear 
We may not think the juſtneſs of each act 
Such and no other than Event doth form it; 
Nor once deject the Courage of our Minds, | 
; hs Pecauſe 
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Becauſe Caſſandra's mad; her brain-fick Raptures 
Cannot diſtaſte the goodneſs of a Quarrel, 
Which hath our ſeveral Honours all engag'd 
To make it gracious. For my private part, 
Jam no more touch'd than all Priam's Sons, 
And Fove forbid, there ſhould be done amongſt us 
Such things as might offend the weakeſt Spleen, 
To fight for, and maintain. | | 
Par. Elſe might the World "convince of Levity, 
As well my Undertakings, as your Counſels: 
But I atteft the Gods, your full conſent 
Gave Wings to my Propenſion, and cut off 
All Fears attending on fo dire a Project. 
For what, alas, can theſe my fingle Arms? 
What Propugnation is in one Man's Valour, 
To ſtand the Paſh and Enmity of thoſe 
This Quarrel would excite? Yet, I proteſt, 
Were | alone to paſs the Difficulties, | 
And had as ample Power, as I have Will, 
Paris ſhould ne er retract what he hath done; 
Nor faint in the purſuit. 
Pri. Paris, you ſpeak ; 
Like one beſotted on your ſweet Delights; 
You have the Honey ſtill, but theſe the Gall, 
So to be Valiant, is no Praiſe at all. 
Par. Sir, I propoſe not meerly to my ſelf, 
The Pleaſures 2 Beauty brings with it: 
But I would have the Soil of her fair Rape 
Wip'd off in honcurable keeping her. 
What Treaſon were it to the ranſack'd Queen, 
Diſgrace to your great Worths, and Shame to me; 
Now to deliver her Poſſeſſion ups, | 
On terms of baſe Compulſion? Gan it be, 
That fo degenerate a ſtrain as this, 
Should once ſet foot within your generous Boſoms? 
There's not the meaneſt Spirit on our Party, 
Without a Heart to dare, or Sword to draw, 
When Helen is defended: Nor none fo Noble, 
Whoſe Life were ill beftow'd, or Death unfam'd, 
Where Helen is the Subject. Then, I ſay, 


Well 
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Well may we fight for her, whom we know well, 
The World's large Spaces cannot parallel. 
Hec. Paris and Tyoilus, you have both ſaid well: 


And on the Cauſe and Queſtion, now in hand, 


< 4W 


Have gloſs'd, but ſuperficially; not much 
Unlike young Men, whom graver Sages think 


Unfit to hear moral rr | 

The Reaſons you alledge, do more conduce ” 4 
To the hot Paſſion of diſtemper d Blood, | 
Than to make up a free Determination 

*Twixt Right and Wrong: For Pleaſure and Revenge, 
Have Ears more deaf than Adders, to the voice 

Of any true Deciſion. Nature craves 

All Dues be rendred to their Owners; now 


What nearer Debt in all Humanity, | k 


Than Wife is to the Husband ? If this Law 
Of Nature be corrupted through Afﬀection, 
And that great Minds, of partial Indulgence 
To their benummed Wills, reſiſt the ſame, 
There is a Law in each well-ordered Nation, 
To curb thoſe raging Appetites that are 
Moſt diſobedient an 
If Helen then be Wife to Sparta's King, 9 911 
(As it is known ſhe is) theſe moral Laws | 
Of Nature, and of Nations, ſpeak aloud 
To have her back return d. Thus to perfiſt 
In doing wrong, extenuates not wrong. 

* it much more heavy. Hectar s Opinion 
Is this in way of truth; yet ne ertheleſs, 
My ſpritely Brethren, I propged to you... 
In refolution to keep Helen till; | 
For tis a Cauſe that hath no mean dependance, 
Upon our joint and ſeveral Dignities. tt, 


Fl 
4 
© 


Troi. Why there, you touch'd the Life of our Deſigns 4 8 


Were it not Glory that we more affected, 

Than the performance of our heaving Spleens, 

I would not wiſh a drop of Trojan Blood | 
Spent more in her Defence. But, worthy Hector, 
She is a Theam of Honour and Renown, _ 


A Spur to valiant and magnanimous Deeds, 


POV O Whoſe _ 


— ao as ws * 


rte fractory. : id 


Wa ww.  =-,.,.oÞot my %. FA nd % 


TroriLus and CRESSIDA. 233 


Whoſe preſent Courage may beat down our Foes, 
And Fame, in time to come, canonize us. 
For I worms brave Hector would not loſe 
So rich advantage of a promis'd Glory, 
As ſmiles upon the Forehead of this Actien, 
For the wide World's Revenue. 

Hed. 1 am yours, ; 
Yon valiant Off-ſpring of great Priamus, 
I have a roiſting Challenge ſent amongſt 
The dull and factious Nobles of the Greeks, 
Will ſtrike Amazement to their drowtfie Spirits. 
I was advertis'd, their great General ſlept, 
Whilſt Emulation in the Army crept: 


This I preſume will wake him. Exeunt. 
SCENE II. The Greeian Camp. 
Enter Therſites ſolus. 


How now, Therſites? what, loſt in the Labyrinth of 
thy Fury? Shall the Elephant Ajax carry it thus? He 
beats me, and I rail at him: O worthy Satisfaction! 
would it were otherwiſe; that I could beat him, whilſt 
he rail'd at me: 'Stoot, I'll learn to Conjure and raiſe De- 
vils, but I'll fee ſome iſſue of my ſpiteful Execrations. 
Thea there's Achilles, a rare Engineer. If Troy be not 
taken till theſe two undermine it, the Walls will ſtand 
till they fall of themſelves. O thou great Thunder-dar- 
ter of Olympus, forget that thou art Fove the King of 
Gods; and Mercury loſe all the Serpentine Craft of thy 
Caduceus, if thou take not that little, little, leſs than 
little, wit from them that they have, which ſhort-arm'd 
ignorance it ſelf knows, is ſo abundant ſcarce, it will not 
in Circumvention deliver a Fly from a Spider, without 
drawing the maſſy Irons and cutting the Web: after 
this, the Vengeance on the whole Camp, or rather the 
Bone-ach, for that, methinks, is the Curſe dependant on 
thoſe that war for a Placket. I have ſaid my * 
2 Devil, Envy, ſay Amen. What ho? my A- 

illes ? . 
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Enter Patroclus. ah 

Taps Who's there? Therſites. Good Therſites come in 
and rail, ; ; 

Ther. If 1 could have remembred a gilt Counter, thou 
would'ſt not have flip'd out of my Contemplation, but it 
is no matter, thy ſelf upon thy ſelf. The common Curie 
of Mankind, Folly and Ignorance be thine in great Re- 
venue; Heay'n' bleſs thee from a Tutor, and Diſcipline 
come not near thee. Let thy Blood be thy direction till 
thy Death, then if ſhe that lays thee out, ſays thou art a 
fair Coarſe, I'll be ſworn and ſworn upon't, ſhe never 
ſhrowded any but Lazars, Amen. Where's Achilles? 

Patr, What, art thou devout ? waſt thou in a Prayer? 

Ther, Ay, the Heav'ns hear me. | 

Enter Achilles. 

Achil. Who's there? 

Patr. Therſites, my Lord. | 

Achil. Where, where? art thou come? why, my Cheeſe, 
my Digeſtion—— why haſt thou not ſerved thy ſelf up 
to my Table, ſo many Meals? Come, what's Agamem- 
non? 


Ther. Thy Commander, Achilles; then tell me, Patro- 


clus, What's Achilles? | 
Patr. Thy Lord, Therſites: then tell me, I pray thee, 
what's thy felt? 
Ther. Thy Knower, Patroclus: then tell me Patroclus, 
what art thou? __ | 
Patr. Thou may'ſt tell, that know'ſt. 
Achil. O tell. tell. | 
Ther. I'll decline the whole Queſtion. Agamemnon com- 
mands Achilles, Achilles is my Lord, I am Patrocluss Knower, 
and Patroclus is a Fol. 
Ther. Peace, Fool, I have not done. | 
Achil, He is a privileg d Man. Proceed, Therſites. 
Ther, Agamemnon is a Fool, Achilles is a Fool, Therſites 
is a Fool, and, as aforeſaid, Patroclus is a Fool. | 
- Achil. Derive this; come. | 
Ther. Agamemnon is a Fool to offer to command Achilles, 
Achilles is a Fool to be commanded of Agamemnon, Ther- 
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ſetes is à Fool to ſerve ſuch a Fool, and Patroclus is a Fool 
poſitive. 

Patr. Why am I a Fool! 

Enter Agamemnon, Ulyſſes, Neſtor, Diomedes, Ajax, 

and Chalcas. 

Ther. Make that demand to thy Creator, it ſuffices me 
thou art. Look you. who comes here? 

Achil, Patroclus, Ill ſpeak with no Body: Come in with 
me, Therſites. [ Exit. 

Ther. Here is ſuch Patchery, ſuch jugling, and ſuch 


Knavery : all the Argument is a Cuckold and a Whore, a 


good quarrel to draw emulatious Factions, and bleed to 


Death upon: Now the dry Srfigo- on the Subject, and 


War and Lechery confound all. 
Aga. Where is Achilles? | 
Patr, Within his Tent, but ill diſpos'd, my Lord. 
Aga. Let it be known to him that we are here. 

He tent our Meſſengers, and we lay by 

Our Appertainments, viſiting of him: 

Let him be told of, leſt perchance he think 

We dare not move the queſtion of our place, 

Or know not what we are. 

Patr. I ſhall fo ſay to him. | | 
Uly/. We ſaw him at the opening of his Tent, 

He is not ſick. | 
Ajax. Yes; Lion-ſick, ſick of a proud heart: you may 

call it Melancholy, if you will favour the Man, but by my 

head, tis Pride; but why, why? let him ſhevy us the 
cauſe. A word, my Lord; [To Agamemnon. 

Neſt. What moves Ajax thus to bay at him? 

Ulyſ. Achilles hath inveigled his Fool from him. 

Neſt. Who, Therjstes? 4 

Uly/. He. $4.6 | 
Neſt. Then will Ajax: lack Matter, if he have loſt his 
Argument, 


Uly// No; you ſee he is his Argument, that has his Ar- 


[Exits 


gument, Achilles, 


Neſt. All the better, this Fraction is more our wiſh than 
their Faction; but it was a ſtrong Counſel that a Fool 
could diſunite | 
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Uly/. The Amity that Wiſdom knits not, Folly may ea. 


ſily untye. 
Enter Patroclus. 

Here comes Patroclus. 

Neff. No Achilles with him? | X's 

D/. The Elephant hath Joints, but none for Courteſie; 

His Legs are Legs for neceſſity, not for flight. 

Patr. Achilles bids me ſay, ho- is much ſorry, 
If any thing more than your Sport and Pleaſure, 
Did move your Greatneſs, and this noble State, 


| To call upon him; he hopes it is no other, 


But for your Health and your Digeſtion-ſake ; 

An- after-Dinner's Breath. * 2 
Aga. Hear you, Patroclus; 

We are too well acquainted with theſe Anſwers: 

But his evaſion wing'd thus ſwift with ſcorn, 

Cannot outflie our Apprehenſions. 

Much attribute he hath, and much the reaſon, 

Why we aſcribe it to him; yet all his Virtues, 

(Not virtuouſly of his own part beheld) 

Do in our Eyes begin to loſe their Gloſs; 

And like fair Fruit in an unwholſom Diſh, 

Are like to rot untaſted ; go and tell him, 

We come' to ſpeak with him, and you ſhall not fin, 

If you do fay, we think him over-proud, 

And under-honeſt; in Self-affumption greater 

Than in the note of Judgment; and worthier than himſelf; 

Here tend the Savage Strangeneſs he puts on, 

Diſguiſe the holy Strength of their command, 


And under write in an obſerving. kind 


His humorous predominance; yea, watch 

His pettiſh Lines, his Ebbs, his Flows; as if 
The Paſſage and whole Carriage of this Action 
Rode on his Tide. Go tell him this, and add, 
That if he over-hold his Price ſo much. 
We'll none of him; but let him, like an Engine 
Not portable, lye under this report. e 
Bring Action hither, this cannot go to War: 
A ftirring Dwarf we do allowance give, 
Before a ſleeping Gyant ; tell him fo. 
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Pat. I ſhall, and bring his Anſwer panes [Exit. 

Aga. In ſecond Voice we'll not be ſatisfied, 
We come to ſpeak with him. Uyſſes, enter you. 

[Exit Uly ſſes. 

Ajax. What is he more than another? 

Aga. No more than what he thinks he is. ä 

Ajax. Is he ſo much? do you not think he thinks him- 
ſelf a better Man than I am ? 

Aga. No queſtion. 

Ajax. Will you ſubſcribe his —— and ſay, he is? 

Aga. No, noble Ajax, you are as ſtrong, as valiant, as 
wiſe, no leſs noble, neck more gentle, and altogether 
more tractable. 


Ajax. Why ſhould a Man be proud? How doth Pride 
grow? I know not what it is. 

Aga. Your Mind is clearer, Ajax, and your. Virtues the 
fairer; he that is proud, eats up himſelf. Prideis his own 
Glaſs, his own Trumpet, his own Chronicle, and what- 


ever Praiſes it ſelf but in the Deed, deycurs the Deed in 


the Praiſe. : 
Ajax. 1 do hate a proud Man, as I hate the engendring 
of Toads. | 
Neſt. Yet he loves himſelf: Is't not ſtrange? 
Dy. Achilles will not to the Field to- Morrow, 
Aga. What's his Excuſe? 
 Ulyf. He doth rely on none; 
But carries on the Stream of his Diſpoſe, 


Without obſervance or reſpect of any, 


Ia Will —— —— in Self- admiſſion. 
Aga. Why will he not, upon our fair requeſt, 
N his Perſon, and Gate the Air ab ra 
Uly/. Things ſmall as Nothing, for "Requeſts fake only 
He makes Important: Poſſeſt he is with Greatneſs, 
And ſpeaks not to himſelf, but with a Pride 
That quarrels at Self. breath. Imagin'd Wrath 
-Holds in his Blood ſuch ſwoln and hot Diſcourſe, 
That 'twixt his mental and his active Parts, 


Kingdom'd Achilles in commotion rages, 


And batters gainſt it ſelf; what ſhould I fay? 


He 


| 
| 
1 
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He is ſo plaguy proud, that the death-takens of it 
Cry no recovery. 

Aga. Let Ajax go to him. 102 
Dear Lord, go you and greet him in his Tent; 
*Tis ſaid he holds you well, and will be led 
At your Requeſt, a little from himſelf, 

Ulyſ. O, Agamemnon, let it not be ſo. 
We'll conſecrate the Steps that Ajaæ makes, 
When they go from Achilles; ſhall the proud Lord, 
That-baſtes his Arrogance with his own Seam, 


> And neyer ſuffers matter of the. World 


Enter his Thoughts, fave ſuch as do revolve 

And ruminate himſelf? Shall he be worſhip'd, 

Of that we hold an Idol, more than he? 

No, this Thrice Worthy, and Right Valiant Lord, 
Muſt not ſo ſtale his Palm, nobly acquir d, 

Nor by my Will aſſubjugate his bie * 

As amply Titled, as Achilles is, by going to elahiiles; 
That were to enlard his Fat, already, Pride, 

And add more Coles to Cancer, when he burns 
With entertaining great Hyperion, 

This Lord go to him? Fupiter forbid, 


And fay in Thunder, Achilles go to him. 


Neſt. O this is well, he rubs the Vein of him. 


Dio. And how his Silence drinks up this Applauſe. 


Ajax. If! go to him With my en bitt. 
Til path him o'er the Face. 5 
Aga. O no, you ſhall not go, 


7 


Ajax. N ee Ve hte let | 


* to him. 


/ Not for the worth that hangs upon our * | 


22 A paultry Inſolent 1 , 
How be deſcribes himſelb, | 11 1 


& 45 Can he not be ſociable? 
245 


The Raven chides blackneſ.. 0 * 25 
Ajax. VIL let his Humours Blood. 


Aga. He will be the Phyſician, hard ou'd be the Paint 


Ajax. And all Men were o my lind * 
U. Wit would. be out * ane 
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Ajax. He ſhould not bear it fo, he ſhould eat Swores 
firſt ; ſhall Pride carry it? 

Neſt. And 'twould, you'd carry half. 

A He would have ten ſhares. 

Ajax, I will knead him, I'll make him ſupple, he's not 
yet through warm. | 

Neſt. Force him with Praiſes, pour in, pour in, his Am- 
bition is dry. | 

Ulyſ. My Lord, you feed too much on this diflike, 

Neſt. Our noble General, do not do fo. 

Dio. You muſt prepare to fight without Achilles. 

Ulyſ. Why, *tis this naming of him doth him harm. 
Here is a Man------but *tis betore his Face 
I will be ſilent. 
Neſs. Wherefore ſhould you ſo? 


He is not emulous, as Achilles is, 


N Know the whole World, he is as valiant. 
Ajax. A whorſon Dog! that ſhall palter thus with-us------ 
would he were a Trojan. | 
Neſs. What a Vice were it in Ajax now. 
Ulyſ. If he were proud. 
Dio. Or covetous of Praiſe. 
Uly/. Ay, or ſurly born. 
Dio. Or ſtrange, or ſelf- affected. c poſure; 
Uly/; Thank the Heav'ns Lord, thou art of a ſweet Com- 
Praiſe him that got thee, ſhe that gave thee ſuck: 
Fame be thy Tutor, and thy parts of Nature 
Thrice fam'd beyond, beyond all Erudition; 
But he that diſciplin'd thy Arms to fight, 
Let Mars divide Ecernity in twain, 
And give him half; and for thy Vigor, 


Bull- bearing Milo his addition yield 


To Sinewy Ajax; I will not praiſe thy Wiſdom 


Which, like a bourn, a pale, a ſhore; confines 


Thy ſpacious and dilated Parts; here's Neſtor 
Inſtructed by the Autiquary times: 

He muſt, he is, he cannot but be wiſe. - 

But pardon, Father Neſtor, were your Days 
As green as Ajax, and your Brain ſo temper d, 


Lou 


| 
| 
| 


| 
| 


- — ͤ— 


F 


* 


240 Tromus and CRKERSSID A- 


'You ſhould not have the eminence of him 3 
But be as Ajax. 7 


Ajax. Shall I call you Father? 
Uly/. Ay, my good Son. 
Dio. Be rul d by him, Lord Ajax. 
Uly/. There's no tarrying here, the Hart Achilles 
Keeps thicket ; pleaſe it our General, 
To call together all this State of War; 
Freſh Kings are come to Troy; to-Morrow 
We muſt with all our main of Power ſtand faſt: 
And here's a Lord (come Knights from Eaſt to Weſt, _ 
And cull their Flower) es ax ſhall cope the beſt, 
Aga. Go we to Council, let Achilles ſleep; 
Light Boats may fail fwife, though great bulks draw deep. 
[ Exeunt. 


Sas ———_—_— 


ACT HI. SCENE I. 
8 CEN E Troy. 


Enter Pandarus, and à Servant. Muſick within. 
Tan. L Riend! you! pray you a word: Do not you er 
the . Lord Paris? 

Ser. Ay, Sir, when he goes before me. 

Pan. Lou do N upon him, I mean? 

Ser. Sir, I do depend upon the Lord. 

Pan. Hung depend upon a Noble Gentleman: 1muft needs 

iſe him 

2 The Lord be praiſed. | 

Pan. You know me, do you not? 

Ser. Faith, Sir, ſuperficially. 

Pan, Friend, know me better. I am the Lord Pandarn:. 

Ser. I hope I ſhall know your Honour dener. 

Pan. I do deſire it, 

Ser. You are in the ſtate of Grace ? 

Pan. Grace, not ſo, Friend, Honour and Lordſhip are my 
Titles: What Muſick is this? | 

Ser, I do but partly know, Sir; Ris Muſick in pars 

Pan, 
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Pan. Know you the Maſicians? Feen 
r nr 
Pan. Who play they to? _ 

Ser. To the Hearers, Sir. & 

Pan, At whoſe pleaſure, Friend? ., - + 
Ser. At mine, Sir, and theirs that loye Muſick.  . 

Pan. Command, I mean, Friend. | 


18. 
"3 + -— 


Ser, Who ſhall T command, Sir? e 

Pan. Friend, we underſtand not one another: I am too 
ccurtly, and thou art too canning. At whole requeſt do 
C PR 

Ser. That's to't indeed, Sir; marry, Sir, at the requeſt of 
Paris, my Lord, who's there in Perſon, with him the mor- 
tal Venus, the Heart. blood of Beauty, Love's invifible Soul. 

Pan, Who, my Couſin Creſida ? 

Ser. No, Sir, Helen; could you not find out that by her 
Attributes? | 2488 : 

Pan. It ſhould ſeem, Fellow, that thou haſt not ſeen 
the Lady Cyeſſida.- I come to ſpeak with Paris from the 
Prince Troilus: I will make a Complemental Aſſault upon 
him, for my Buſineſs ſeethes. i | | 

Ser. Sodden Buſineſs, there's a ſtew'd Phraſe indeed: 

| g Enter Paris and Helen. 

Pan. Fair be to you, my Lord, and to all this fair Com- 
pany: Fair deſires in all fair meaſure fairly guide them, 
— nine to you, fair Queen, fair Thoughts be your fair 
Pillow. 1 igp 

Helen. Dear Lord, you are full of fair Words. * 

Pan. You ſpeak your fair pleaſure, ſweet Queen: fair 


o 
N * 


Prince, here is good broken Muſick. 


Par. Vou have broken it, Couſin, and by my Life you 
ſhall make it whole again, you ſhall piece it out with a 
piece of your performance. Nel, he is full of Harmony. 

Pan. Truly, Lady, no. | bony | 

Helen. O, Sir. | | 
Pan. Rude in ſooth, in good ſooth very rude. | 

Par. Well ſaid, my Lord; well, you fay fo in fits. 

Pan. I have Buſineſs to my Lord, dear Queen; my Lord, 
will you vouchſafe me a Word? | 
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Helen. Nay, this ſhall not hedge us out, we'll hear you 
fing certainly. 
Pan. Well, ſweet Queen, you are pleaſant with me; 
but, marry thus, my Lord, my dear Lord, and molt e- 
ſteemed Friend, your Brother Troilus — i 
. Helen, My Lord Pandarus, honey-ſweet Lord. 
Pan. Go to, ſweet Queen, go to — 
Commends himſelf moſt affectionately to | 
Helen. You ſhall not bob us out of our * 5 
If you do, our Melancholy upon your Head. | 
Pan. Sweet Queen, ſweet Queen, that's a ſweet Queen, 
I faith 
Helen. And to make a feet Lady ſad, is a ſower Offence. 
- Nay, that ſhall not ſerve your turn, that ſhall it not ia 
truth la. Nay I care not for ſuch Words, no, no 
Pan. And, my Lord, he defires you, that if the King 
call for him at Supper, you will make his excuſe. 
Helen. My Lord Pandarus —— 
Pan. What ſays my ſweet Queen, my very, very fireer 
Queen? 
Par. What Exploit's in hand, where ſups he to Nigbt ? 
Helen. Nay, but my Lord. 
Pan. What fays my ſweet Queen? my Couſin will fall 
out with you, 
Helen. You muſt not know where he ſups. 1 
Par. With my diſpoſer Creſida. : 
Pan. No, no, no ſuch matter, you are wide, come, your 
diſpoſer is ſick. 
Par. Well, Pll make excuſe. q 1 
Pax. Ay, good my Lord; w uld you ſay Creſſida? 
No, your poo diſpoſer's fick. f FSR 1 
Par. ſpy "I 
Fan. You ſpy, what do you ſpy? Cons, give me an 
Inftrument now, ſweet Queen. 
Helen. Why this is kindly done. + 
7 Pan. My Neice is horrible in love with a thing you 
have, ſweet Queen. 


Helen. She ſhall have it, my Lord, if it be not my Lord 
a 


Pan, He? no, ſhe'll none of him, they two are twain. 
* 
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Helen. Falling in after falling out, may make them threes — 
Pan. Come, come, III hear no more of this. I! ſing 
you a Song now. | l | . 
Helen. Ay, ay, prithee now; by my troth, ſweet Lord 
thou haft a fine Fore-head. 
Pan. Ay, you may, you may 
Helen. Let thy Song be Love: This Love will undo us all. 
Oh. Cupid, Cupid, Cupid. 
Pan. Love! ay, that it ſhall, i faith. 
Par. Ay, good now, Love, Love, nothing but Love. 
Pan, In good troth it begins ſo. | 


Love, Love, nothing but Love, ſtill more: 
For O, Love's Bow 

Shoots both Buck and Doe: 

The Shaft confounds not that it wounds, 
But tickles ſtill the Sore : 

Theſe Lovers ery, oh ho they dye; 

Yet that which ſeems they wound to kid, 

: Doth turn oh ho, to ha ha he: N 

So dying Love lives ſtill, | 

O ho a while, but ha ha ha; 

O ho groans ont for ha ha ha—— hey ho. 


Helen, In Love faith to the very tip of the Noſe. 

Far. He eats nothing but Doves, Love, and that breeds 
hot Blood, and hot Blood begets hot Thoughts, and hot 
Thoughts beget hot Deeds, and hot Deeds are Love. | 

Pan. Is this the Generation of Love? Hot Blood, hot 

Thoughts, and hot Deeds? why they are Vipers, Is Love 
a Generation of Vipers? 
Sweet Lord, who's afield to Day? | 

Par. Heffor, Deiphobus, Helenus, Anthenor, and all the 
gallantry of Troy, I would fain haye arm'd to Day, but 
my Nell would not have it fo. Wi, | 
How chance my Brother Troilus went not ? | 

Helen. He hangs the Lip at ſomething; you know all, 
Lord Pandarus. 

Pan. Not I, honey ſweet Queen: I long to hear how 


they ſped to Day: 
Inv : L 2 You'll 
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You'll remember your. Brother's Excuſe? 
Par. To à Hair. 


Fan. Farewel, ſweet Queen. won vun 
"Helen. Commend me to your Nizce. 


Pan. I will ſweet Queen, Exit. Sound a | Retrear,. 


Par. They're come from Field; let us to Priam's . 
To greet the Warriors. Sweet Helen, I muſt woo you, | 
To help unarm our Hector: His ſtubborn Buckles, 

With theſe your white enchanting Fingers toucht, 
Shall more obey, than to the edge of Steel, 

Or force of Greekiſh Sinews, you ſhall do more 

' Than all the Iſland Kings, allem reat Hector. 

Helen. Twill make us proud to we your Servant, Paris: 

Vea, what he ſhall receive of us in duty, 

Giyes us more palm in Beauty than we ve: 

- Yea, over-ſhines our ſelf, r 

_ Sweet, above thought, I love the. [ Exeunt. 

Enter Pandarus, and Troilus's Man. 

Pan. How now, where's thy Maſter, at my Couſin 
- Creſſida' s? 

Ser. No, Sir, he ſtays for you-to conduct him thither. 

Enter Troilus. 
Pan. O, here he comes; How now, how now? 

Troi. Sirrab, walk off. 

Pan. Have you ſeen my Couſin? 

Toi No, Pandarus: I ſtalk about her Door 
Like a ſtrange Soul upon the Stygian Banks 
Staying for waftage. O be thou my Charon. 
And give me ſwift tranſportance to thoſe Fields, 
Where I will wallow in the Lilly Beds 
Propos'd for the deſerver. O gentle Pandarus, 
From Cupid's Shoulder pluck his Painted Wings, 
And fly with me to Creſſid. 
Pan. Walk here v' th Orchard, PI bring her fraight. 
[Exit Pandarus, 
oi. I am giddy; ExpeRation whirles me round, "14 
Th" imaginary reliſh is ſo ſweet, = 
That it enchants my Senſe; what will it be 
When that the watry Palates taſte indeed 
Loye $ thrice reputed Nectar? Death, I fear me; 
Sounding 
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Sounding Deſtruction, or ſome Joy too fine, 
Too ſubtile, potent, and too ſharp in ſweetneſs, 
For the Capacity of my ruder Powers; 
I fear it much, and I do fear beſides, 
That ſhall loſe diſtinction in my Joys, _ 
As doth a Battel when they charge on heaps 
The Enemy flying. | uh 
. ner Pandarus. | 
Pan. She's making her ready, ſhe'll come ſtraight; you 
muſt be witty now, ſhe does ſo.bluſh, and fetches her 
Wind ſo ſhort, as if ſhe were fraid with a Sprite: I'll fetch 
her; it is the prettieſt Villain, ſhe fetches her breath ſo 
ſhort as a new ta en Sparrow. [Exiz Pan. 
Troi. Even ſuch a Paſſion doth embrace my Boſom: 
My Heart beats thicker than a: feyerous Pulſe, - 
And all my Powers do their beſtowing loſe, 
Like Vaſſalage at unawaresencountring 
The Eye of Majeſty. 
Enter Pandarus and Creſſida. 

Pax. Come, come; what need you bluſh? 
Shame's a Baby; here ſhe is now, ſwearthe Oaths now to her, 
that you have ſworn to me. What, are you gone again, you 
muſt be watch'd ere you be made tame, muſt you? Come 
your ways, come your ways, and you dra backward we !! 
put you 1'th' Files: Why do you not ſpeak to her? Come 
draw this Curtain, and let's ſee your Picture. Alas the day, 
how loath you are to offend day- light? and twere dark you'd 
cloſe ſooner. So, ſo, rub on, and kiſs the Miſtreſs; how now, 
a kiſs in Fee · farm? build there, Carpenter, the Air is ſweet. 
Nay, you ſhall fight your Hearts out ere I part you. The 
Faulcon has the Tercel, for all the Ducks i' th' Riyer: Go 
to, go to. ä ä 

Troi. Vou have bereft me of all Words, Lady. 
Pan. Words pay no Debts, give her Deeds: But ſhe'll 

bereave you o'th' Deeds too, if ſhe call your Activity in 
queſtion: What, billing again? here's in witneſs whereof 
the Parties interchangeably Come in, come in, Ii go 
get a Fire. | [Exit Pan. 

Cre. Will you walk in, my Lord? ' 

Troi, O Creſſida, how often have I wiſht me thus? 

| L 3 | Cre, 
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Cre: Wiſht, my Lord! the Gods grant; O, my Lord. 
Voi. What fhould they grant; what makes this pretty 
abruption; what too curious Dreg eſpies my ſweet Lady 


in the Fountain of our Love? 
Cre. More Dregs than Water, if my Fears have Eyes. 


Toi. Fears make Devils of Cherubins, they never ſee 


truly. 


the worſt, oft cures the worſe. 

Troi. © let my Lady apprehend no fear, 

In all Cupid s Pageant there is preſented no Monſter, 
Cre. Nor nothing monſtrous neither ? | þ 
Troi. Nothing but their Undertakings, when we yow 

to weep Seas, live in Fire, eat Rocks, tame Tygers, think- 

ing it harder for our Miſtreſs to deviſe Impoſition enough, 
than for vs to undergo any Difficulty impoſed. This is 
the monſtroſity in Love, Lady, that- the Will is infinite, 
and the Execution confinꝰd; that the Defire is boundleſs, 

and the Act a Slave to limit. 8 
Cre. They fay all Lovers ſwear more per formance than 

they are able, and yet reſerve an Ability that they never 


perform: vowing more than the perfection of ten; and dii- 
charging leſs than the tenth part of one. They that have 
the Voice of Lions, and the act of Hares, are they not 


Monſters? | 

Troji. Are there ſuch? ſuch are not we: Praiſe us as we 
are taſted, allow us as we prove: Our Head ſhall go bare, 
till Merit crown it; no Perfection in reyerſion ſhall have a 


Praiſe in preſent; we will not name Deſert before his Birth, 


and being born, his addition ſhall be humble; few Words to 
fair Faith. Troilus ſhall be ſuch to Creſida, as what Envy 
can ſay worft, ſhall be a mock for his Truth; and what 
Truth can ſpeak trueſt, not truer than Tyoilus. 
Cre, Will you walk in, my Lord? 
Enter Pandarus. 

Pan. What, bluſhing till? have you not done talking 
yet? | 
Cre, Well, Uncle, what folly I commit, I dedicate co 
you. 

2 f Pan. 


Cre. Blind fear, that ſeeing Reaſon leads, finds ſafer 
footing than blind Reaſon ſtumbling without Fear; to fear 


* 
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Pan. I thank you for that; if my Lord get a Boy of you, 
you'll give him me; be true to my Lord, if he flinch, 
chide me for it. | 

Troi. You know now your Hoſtages; your Uncle's 
Word and my firm Faith. ka 

Pan. Nay, I'll give my Word for her too; our Kindred, 
though they be long ere they are woo'd, they are con- 
ſtant being won: They are Burrs, I can tell you, they'll 
ſtick where they are thrown. | | 

Cre. Boldneſs comes to me now, and brings me Heart: 
Prince Troilus, I have lov'd you Night and Day, * 
For many weary Months. 
Toi, Why was my Creſſad then ſo hard to win? 

Cre. Hard to ſeem won: But I was won, my Lord, 
With the firſt glance that ever —— Pardon me 
If I confeſs much, you will play the Tyrant: 
I love you now, but not *cill now, ſo much 
But I might maſter it-+---in faith I lie 
My thoughts were like unbridled Children, 2 
Too head- ſtrong for their Mother; ſee we 
Why have 1 blabb'd ?. who ſhall be true to us 
When we are ſo unſecret to our ſelves? 
But though I lov'd you well, I woo'd you not, 
And yet good faith I wiſht my ſelf a Man: 
Or that the Women had Mens privi 
Of ſpeaking firſt, Sweet, bid me hoſd my Tongue, 
For in this Rapture I-ſhall ſurely ſpeak 
The thing J ſhall repent; ſee, your Silence 


Coming in dumbneſs, for my weakneſs draws 


My Soul of Counſel from me. Stop my Mouth, 
Troi. Andhall, albeit ſweet Muſick iſſues thenee. [ King. 
Pan, Pretty, i faith. | 
Cre, My Lord, I do beſeech you pardon me; 

*Twas not my purpoſe thus to beg a Kiſs: 


I am aſham'd;-----O Heav'ns, what have l done 


For this time will I take my leave, my Lord. 

Troi. Your leave, ſweet Creffiat 
Fan. Leave! and you take leave till to Morrow Morn- 
ing | | 

Cre, Pray you, content you. 

L4 Tro 
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Tyoi. What offends 2. Noa ba 
Cre. Sir, mine ou Compan 
Troi. You cannot ſhun — ir Kl 
Cre. Let me go and try: 
I have a kind of {elf reſides with you: 7 
But an unkind ſelf, that it ſelf will leave, 
To be another's Fool. Where is my Wit? 
I would be gone: I ſpeak I know not what. 
_ Well know they what they ſpeak, that ſpeak fo 
wiſely. 
Cre. Perchance, my Lord, Iſhew more Craft than Low, 
And fell ſo roundly to a large Confeſſion, | 
To angle for your Thoughts: But you are wiſe, 
At elſe you love not; for to be wiſe and love, 
Exceeds Man's might, and dwells with Gods above. 
Troi. O that I thought it could be in a Woman; 
And if it can, I will preſume in yu, ; 
To feed for ay her lamp and flames of Love, 
To keep her Conſtancy in plight and youth, 
Out-living Beautics outward, with a Mind | 
That d — renew ſwifter than Blood decays. 4 
Or that Perſwaſion could but thus convince me, 7 
That my integrity and truth to you, 
Might be affronted with the match and weight 
Of ſuch a winnowed purity in Love: 
How were I then up-lifted ! But alas, 
I] am as true as Truth's Simplicity, 
And ſimpler than the Infancy of Truth. 
Cre, In that I'll war with you. 2-405. 1 
Troi. O virtuous Fight, 
When right with right wars, who ſhould. be moſt hes 
True Swains in Love, ſhall in the World to come 
Approve their truths by Troilus; when their Rhimes, 
Full of proteſt, of oath, and big compare, 
Want ſimilies: Truth tired with Iteration, 
As true as Steel, as Plantage to the Moon, 
As Sun to Day, as Turtle to her Mate, 
As Iron to Adamant, as Earth to th' Center: 
Yet after all compariſons of truth, — 
(As Truth's Authentick Author to be cited) | 3%; 
As true as Troilus, ſhall crown up the Verſe, E 
And 
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And ſanctifie the Numbers. 

Cre. Prophet may you be- | 
If 1be falſe, or ſwerve a hair from truth, | 
When time is old and hath forgot it ſelf, 

When Water-drops have worn the Stones of Troy, 
And blind Oblivion ſwallow'd Cities up, 

And mighty States characterleſs are grated 

To duſty nothing; yet let Memory, 

From falſe to falſe, among falſe Maids in love, 
Upbraid my Falſchood ; when they've ſaid as falſe 
As Air, as Water, as Wind, as ſandy Earth; 

As Fox to Limb, as Wolf to Heifer's Calf; 

Pard to the Hind, or Step-dame to her Son; 

Yea, let them ſay, to ſtick the Heart of Falſehood, 
As falſe as Creſſid. 

Pan. Go to, a Bargain made: Seal it, ſeal it, Il be the 
Witneſs. Here Þ hold 'your Hand; here my Couſin's; if 
ever you prove falſe to one another, ſince I have taken ſuch 
Pains to bring you together, let all pitiful Goers-between be 
call'd, to the World's end, after my Name: Call them all 
Panders ; let all conſtant Men be Troiluſſes, all falſe Women 
Creſida s, and all Brokers between, Panders; ſay, Amen, 

Troi. Amen. c 

Cre. Amen. 

Pan. Amen. 
Whereupon I will ſnew you a Chamber, which Bed, be- 
cauſe it ſhallnot ſpeak of your pretty encounters, preſs it to 
Death: Away. (Any | 5 | 
And Cupid grant all Tongue-ty'd Maidens here, 

Bed, Chamber, and 32 to provide this geer. ¶ Exeunt. 


SCENE ll. De Grecian Camp. 


Euter Agamemnon, Ulyſſes, Diomedes, Neſtor, Menelaus 

| =o and Calchas. | 

Cal. Now, Princes, for the Service I have done you, 
Th' advantage of the time prompts me aloud, | 

To call for recompence: Appear it to your Mind, 

That through the fight I bear in things to come, 

I have abandon'd Troy, left my Poſſethon, | 
| Ly | X In- 
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Incurr'd a Traitor's Name, expos'd my ſelf, 

From certain and poſſeſt Conveniencies, 

To doubtful Fortunes, ſequeſtring from me all 

That Time, Acquaintance, Cuſtom, and Condition, 

Made tame, and moſt familiar to my Nature. 

And here to do you Service am become 

As new into the World, ſtrange, unacquainted, 

I do beſeech you, as in way of taſte, 

To give me now a little benefit, 

Out of thoſe many Regiſtred in Promiſe. 

Which you ſay live to come in my behalf. [24 
Aga. What wouldſt thou of us, Trojan? Make demand. 
Cal. You have a Dejan Priſoner, call'd Authenor, 

Yeſterday took: Troy holds him very dear. 

Oft haye you (often have you Thanks therefore) 

Defir'd my Creffd in right Exchange, 

Whom Troy hath ſtill deny d: But this Anthenor, 

I know, is fach a wreſt in their Affairs, 

That their Negotiations all muſt ſlack, 

Wanting this Manage ; and they will almoſt 

Give us a Prince o th' Blood, a Son of Priam, 

In change of him. Let him be ſent, great Princes, 

And he ſhall buy my Daughter: And her Preſence 

Shall quite ſtrike off all Service I have done, 5 

In moſt accepted pain. 

Aga. Let Diomedes bear him, 

And bring us Craſſd hither: 'Calchas ſhall have 

What he requeſts of us: Good Diomede, | 

Furniſh you fairly for this eaterchange; 

With all, bring Word, if Hector will to Morrow 

Be anſwer'd in his Challenge. Aſax is ready. 

Dio. This ſhall 1 undertake, and 'tis a Burthen 
Which I am proud to bear. [Exit, 
Enter Achilles and Patroclus, in their Tent, 
Uly/. Achilles ſtands i th' entrance of his Tent; 

Neaſe ir our General to paſs ftrangely by him, 

As if he were forgot; and Princes all, 

Lay negligent and looſe regard upon him: 

I wil come laſt, tis like he'll queſtion me, L 
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If ſo, I have Deciſion medicinable, ; 
To uſe between our Strangeneſs and his Pride, 
Which his own Will ſhall have defire to drink; 
It may do good: Pride hath no other Glaſs 
To ſhew it ſelf, but Pride; for ſupple Knees 
Feed Arrogance, and are the proud Man's Fees. 
Aga. We'll execute your Purpoſe, and put on 
A form of St {s as we paſs along, 
So do each Lord, and either greet him not, 
Or elſe diſdainfully, which ſhall ſhake him more, 
Than if not look't on, I will lead the Way. 
Achil. What, comes the General to ſpeak with me? 
You know my Mind. T'll fight no more 'gain(t Troy. 
Aga. What fays Achilles, would he ought with us? 
Neſt, Would you, my Lord, ought with the General? 
Achil. No. 
Neſt. Nothing, my Lord. 
Aga. The better. l 
Achil. Good Day, good Day. 
Men. How do you? How do you? 
Achil. What, does the Cuckold ſcorn me? 


Aja. How now, Patroclus? ” 
hil. Good Morrow, Ajax. 
Aja. Ha? 
Achil. Good Morrow. 
2 Ay, and good next Day too. Zreum. 
il. What mean theſe Fellows? Know they not Achilles? 


Patr. They paſs ſtrangely: They were us d to bend 
To ſend their Smiles before them to Achille? 
To come as humbly as they us'd to creep _ | 
To Holy Altars. 9 

Achil. What, am I poor of late? 
"Tis certain, Greatneſs once fall'n out with Fortune, 
Muſt fall out with Men too: What the declin d is 
He ſhall as ſoon read in the Eyes of others, 
As feel in his owa Fall: For Men like Butter-flies, 
Shew not their meal Wings, but to the Summer ; 
And not a Man, for being {imple Man, 
Hath any Honour, but bonour'd by thoſe Honours . 
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Prizes of Accident, as oft as Merit: 
Which when they fall (as being ſlippery geber 
The Love that lean'd on them as ſlippery too, 
Doth one pluck down another, and together 
Dye in the Fall: Zut tis not ſo with me, 
Fortune and I are Friends, I do enjoy 
At ample point all that I did poſſe 
Save theſe Mens Looks. who do'methinks find out 
Something in me not worth that rich Bebolding, 
As they have often given. Here is Ulyſſes. 
Fil interrupt his Reading. How now Ulyſſes? 
Ulyſ. Now, great Thetis Son! 
Achil. What are you reading? 
Uly/. A ſtrange Fellow here 
Writes me, that Man, how dearly ever parted, 
How much in having, or without, or in, a 
Cannot make boaſt to have that which he hat; 
Nor feels not what he owes, but by Reflection, 
As when his Virtues fhining upon others, | 
Heat them and they retert that Heat again 
To the firſt Giver. 
Aachil. This is not ſtrange, Ulyſſes, 
The Beauty that is born here in the Face, 
The Bearer knows not, but commends it ſelf, 


Not going from. it felt, but Eye to Eye oppos d, 


Salute each other, with each others Form. 
For Speculation turns not to it ſelf, 
Till it hathr travell d, and is marry d there Fo 
Where it may fee its ſelf; this is not ſtrange at all, 
Uly/. 1 do not ſtrain at the Poſition, | 
It is familiar; but at the Author's drift; 
Who in his Circumſtance, expreſly proves 
That no Man is the Lord of any thing, 
'Tho' in and of him there is much conſi 
ill he communicate his Parts to other? 
Nor doth he of himſelf know them for ou | 
Till he behold them formed in th' Appli i | 
Where they're extended! Which like an Arch reverbrates 
The Voice again; or like a Gate of Steel, 
Fronting the Syn, receives and renders back 
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His Figure and his Heat. I was much rapt in this, | 
And apprehended — inmediaely * Ren 

The unknown . ; 

Heav'ns! What a Man is there? A very y-Horle, 

That has he knows not what' Nature, what things a aro 
Moſt abject in Regard, and dear in Uſe; 

What things again moſt dear in the Eſteem, | 
And poor in Worth: Now ſhall we ſee to Morrow, 
An act that very chance doth throw upon him: 

Ajax renown'd! O Heav'ns, what ſome Men do, 
While ſome Men leave to do“! 

How ſome Men creep in skittiſn Fortunes Hall, 
Whiles others play the Idiots in her Eyes: 

How one Man eats into another's Pride, 

While Pride is feaſting in his Wantonneſs! 

To ſee theſe Grecian Lords! why, even already; 


They clap the Lubber Ajax on the Shoulder, 4 
As if his Foot were on brave Hectors Breaſt,. 
And preat Troy ſhrinki 278 8 y 


Ach1l. I do believe i 115 


For they paſt by me, as Miſers do by Beggars, 
Neither gave to me good word, nor good look: 
What, are my Deeds forgot? 
Uly{. Time bath, my Lord, a Wallet at his Back, 

Wherein he puts Alms for Oblivion: | 
A great-ſiz d Monſter of Ingratitudes: 
Thoſe ſcraps are good Deeds paſt, 
Which are devour'd as faſt as they are made. 
Forgot as ſoon as done: Perſeverance, dear my Lords: . 
Keeps Honour bright: To have done, is to hang. 
Quite out of faſhion, like a-ruſty Male 
In monumental Mock*ry: Take the inſtant way, 
For Honour travels in a Streight ſo nerrow, _, 
Where one but goes abreaſt, Keep then the Path. 
For Emulation hath a thouſand Sons, 
That one by one purſue; it you give Way 
Or hedge aſide from the direct forth right, 

. Like to an entred Tide, they all ruſh by, 

5 And leave you hindmoſt; 


Ane e in firſt Rank, 
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Lye there for pavement to the abject, near | 
Oer- run and trampled on: Then what they do in preſent 
Tho! leſs than yours in paſt, muſt o'er-top yours: 
X Time is like a 5 wow 1 
That ſlightly ſhakes hi ing Gu th' Hand; 
And with y cutiretch'd, . he would fly, 
Graſps in the Comer; the Welcome ever fmiles, - 
And Farewel goes out ſighing: O let not Virtue ſeek 
Remuneration for the thing it was; for Beauty, Wit, | 
High Birth, Vigour of Bone, Deſert in Service, ; | 
Love, Friendſhip, Charity, are Subjects all 
To envious and calumniating Time: 
One touch of Nature makes the whole World Kin; 
That all with one conſent praiſe new-born Gauds, 

' Tho' they are made and moulded of things paſt, 
And go to Duſt, that is, a little Gilt; 
More Laud than Gilt o'er-duſted, 


, Ge Dd a . 


The preſent Eye, praiſes the preſent Object. f 
Then marvel not, thou great and compleat Man, 7 
That all the Greeks begin to worſhip Ajax; I 
Since things in motion 'gin to catch the Eye, 9 
Than what not ſtirs; the Cry went out on thee, 4 
And ſtill it might, and yet it may _ 8 
If thou would'ſt not entomb thy ſelf alive, 8 
And caſe thy Reputation in thy Teat; A 
Whoſe glorious Deeds, but in theſe Fields of late, B 
Made emulous miſſions mongſt the Gods themſelves, 
And drave great Mars to Faction. 
Achil. oft this my Privacy, 2-74 | 
J have ſtrong Reaſons. 1 M 
Ny. But gainſt your Privacy, 
The Reaſons are more potent and heroical: T 
Tis known, Achilles, that you are in Love | © 
With one of Priam's Daughters. | | — 
Achil. Ha! known! | en Py 
Uly/. Is that a wonder ? | By 
The Providence that's in a watchful State, | x 
Knows almoſt every grain of Pluto's Gold; | 11 
Finds bottom in th uncomprehenſive deep, | _ 
Keeps place with thought; and almoſt like the Gods, Tc 
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Does thoughts unveil in their dumb Cradles: 

There is a Myſtery (with whom relation 

Durſt never meddle) in the Soul of State; 

Which hath an Operation more divine, 

Than Breath of Pen can give expreſſure to: 

All the commerce that you have had with Troy, 

As perfectly is ours, as yours, my Lord, 

And better would it fit Achille: much, 

To throw down Hector, than Polyxena. 

But it muſt grieve young Pyrrhus now at home, 

When Fame ſhall in his Iſland ſound her Trump; 

And all the Greekiſh Girls ſhall tripping fing, 

Great Hector's Siſter did Achilles win; 

But our great Ajax bravely beat down him. 

Farewel, my Lord----l, as your Lover, ſpeak; 

The Fool ſlides o'er the Ice that you ſhould break. 
Patr. To this effect, Achilles, have I mov'd you; 

A Woman, impudent, and manniſh grown, 

Is not more loath'd than an effeminate Man, 

In time of Action: 1 ſtand condemn'd for this; 

They think my little ſtomach to the War, 

And your great love to me, reſtrains you thus: 


Sweet, rouſe your ſelf; and the weak wanton Cupid 


Shall from your Neck unlooſe his amorous fold, 
And like a dew-drop from the Lion's mane, 
Be ſhook to Air. WET» 
Achil. Shall Ajax fight with Hector!—- 
Patr. Ay, and perhaps receive much Honour by him. 
Achil. I ſee my Reputation is at Stake, 
My Fame is ſhrewdly gor'd. 
Patr. O then beware: | 
Thoſe wounds heal ill that Men do give themſelves: 
Omiſſion to do what is neceſſary, 
Seals a Commiſſion to a blank of Danger, 
And Danger, like an Ague, ſubtly taints 


Even then when we fit idly in the Sun, 


Achil. Go call Therſives hither, ſweet Patroclus, 
T1} {end the Fool to Ajax, and defire him 


T'invite the Trojan Lords, after the Combat, 
To fee us here unarm'd: I have a Woman's longing, 


An 
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An Appetite that I am fick withal. 
To ſec great Hector in the weeds of Peace. * 
| -* Enter Therſites. 5 | 
To talk with him, and to behold his Viſage 
Even to my full of view. A labour ſav d 
Ther. A wonder! © 
Achil. What? | 923 
Ther. Ajax goes up and down the Field, asking for 
himſelf. MINE 1 & 2? 
Achil. How ſo? | | 
Ther. He muſt fight ſingly to Morrow with Hector, and 
is ſo prophetically proud of an heroical Cudgelling, that 
he raves, in ſaying nothing. 5 . 
Achil. How can that be? 


- 


Ther, Why, he ſtalks up and down like a Peacock, a 


ſtride and a ſtand; ruminates like an Hoſteſs that hath no 
Arithmetick, but her Brain to ſet down her Reckoning; 
bites his Lip with a politick regard, as who ſhould ſay, 
there were Wit in his Head, and twou'd out; and ſo 
there is, but it lies as coldly in him as Fire in a Flinr, 
which will not ſhew without knocking. The Man's un- 
done for ever; for if Hector break not his Neck i'th' Com- 
bat, he'll break't himſelf in Vain-glory. He knows not 
me: I ſaid, Good morrow, Ajax. And he replies, 
Thanks Agamemmnon. What think you of this Man, that 
takes me for the General? He's grown a very Land- 
fiſh——--languageleſs——--a Monſtee; a plague of O- 
Pinion, a Man may wear is on both ſides, like a Leather 
Jerkin. IE teig vir 251 1 an. 

Achil, Thou muſt be my Ambaſſador to him, Therſites. 
Ther. Who 1?----why he'll anſwer no Body; he proteſles 
not anſwering; ſpeaking is for Beggars z he wears his Tongue 
in's Arms; I will put on his preſence; let Patroclus make 
his demands to me, you ſhall ſee the Pageant of Ajax. 
Achil. To him; Patroclus tell him, ] humbly defire the 
valiant Ajax, to invite the moſt valorous Hector to come 
unarm d to my Tent, and to procure ſafe Conduct for his 
Perſon, of the Magnanimous and moſt Illuſtrious, ſix or 
ſeyen times honour d Captain, General of the Grecian Ar- 


my, Agamemnon, Ce. Do this, | * 


o 


Fats. 


© 


neee. 2 4oSS 
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Patr. Fove bleſs great Ajax. 

Ther. Hum 

Patr. I come from the worthy: Achilles. 

Ther. Ha! 3 5 

Patr. Who moſt humbly deſires you to invite Hedor to 
his Tent.” _ | | | 

Ther. Hum---- 

Patr. And to procure ſafe Conduct from Agamemnon, 

Ther. Agamemnon— | 

Patr. Ay, my Lord, 

Ther. Ha! F 

Patr. What ſay you to't? | 

Ther. God be wi'you, with all my Heart. 

Patr. Your anſwer, Sir. ww | 

Ther. If to Morrow be a fair Day, by eleven a Clock, 
it will go one way or other; how ſoever, he ſhall pay for 
me ere he has me. 4 

Patr. Your anſwer, Sir. 

Ther, Fare ye well with all my Heart. 

Achil. Why, but he is not in this tune, is he? 

Ther. No but he's out a tune thus; what Muſick will 
be in him, when Hector has knockt out his Brains, I know 
not. But I am ſure none; unleſs the Fidler Apollo get his 
Sinews to make Catlings on. 

Achil. Come, thou ſhalt bear a Letter to him ſtraight, 

Ther. Let me carry another to his Horſe; for that's the 
more capable Creature. ; 

Achil. My Mind is troubled like a Fountain ſtirr d. 
And | my ſelf ſee not the bottom of it. [ Exit. 

Ther. Would the Fountain of your Mind were clear 
again, that I might water an Aſs at it; I had rather 
be a Tick in a Sheep, than ſuch a valiant Ignorance. 

an 0 | Exeunt. 


ACT 
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ACT W. SCENE I. 


Enter at one Door Eueas with & Torch, at another, Paris, 
Deiphobus, Anthenor, and Diomede with Torches, 


Par. CEE ho, who is that there? 
Dei. It is the Lord Ænueas. 
Exe. Is the Prince there in Perſon ? 
Had I ſo good occaſion to lie long, | 
As you, Prince Paris, nothing but heav'nly bulineſs 
Should rob my Bed-mate of my Company 
Dio. That's my Mind too: Good Morrow, Lord Zneas, 
Par. A valiant Greek, ZEneas, take his Hand, 
| Witneſs the proceſs of your Speech within; 
You told, how Diomede, a whole Week, by Days 
Did haunt you in the Field, 
Eye. Health to you, valiant Sir, 
During all queſtion of the gentle Truce: | 
But w meet you arm'd, as black Defiance 
As Heart can think, or Courage execute. | 
Dio. The one and th other Diomede em . 
Our Bloods are now in calm, and ſo long, health; 
But when Contention and Occafion meet, 
By Fove, III play the Hunter for thy Life, 
With all my Force, Purſuit and Policy. | 
Eni. And thou fhalt hunt a Lion that will flie 
With his Face backward in human gentleneſs: 
Welcome to Trey — now by Anchiſes Life, 
Welcome indeed —— By Venus Hand I ſwear, 
No Man alive can love in ſuch a ſort, | 
The thing he means to kill, more excellently. 
Dio. We ſympathize. Fove, let ZEnens live 
(If to my | ra his Fate be not the glory) 
A thouſand compleat courſes of the Sun: 
But in mine emulous Honour let him die, 
With every Joint a wouud, and that to Morrow. 
Aue We know each other well. 
Dio. We do; and long to know each other worſe. 


Par. 
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Pair. This is the moſt deſpightfull'ſt, gentle Greeting 

The nobleſt, hateful Love, that e er I heard of. 
What Buſineis, Lord, fo early? 

Ene. 1 was ſent for to the King; but why, I know 
nor. . 

Pay. His purpoſe meets you; it was, to bring this Greek 
To Calchas's Houſe, and there to render him, 
For the enfreed Anthenor, the fair Creſſid. 
Let's have your Company; or, if you pleaſe, 
Hafte there before us. I conſtantly do think 
(Or rather call my Thought a certain Knowledge) 


My Brother Troilus lodges there to Night. 


Rouſe him, and give him note of our approach, 
With the whole Quality whereof, I fear | 
We ſhall be much unwelcome. 
Ene. That I aſſure you. 
Troilus had rather Troy were born to Greece, 
Than Cyrefid born from Troy. 
Pay. There is no help; p 
The bitter diſpoſition of the time will have it ſo. 
On, Lord, we'll follow you. 
Ene. Good Morrow all, Exit Æues. 
Par. And tell me, Noble Diomede; faith tell me true, 
Even in the Soul of good ſound Fellowſhip, 
Who in your thoughts merits fair Helen moſt ? 
My ſelf, or Menelaus? 
Dio. Both alike, | 
He merits well to have her that doth ſeek her, 
Not making any ſcruple of her Soilure,; 
With ſuch à Hell of pain, and world of Charge. 
And you as well to keep her that defend her, 
Not palating the taſte of her Diſhonour, 
With ſuch a coftly loſs of Wealth and Friends; 
He, like a puling Cuckold, would drink up 
The Lees and Dregs of a flat tamed Piece ; 
You, like a Letcher, out of whoriſh Loins, 
Are pleas'd to breed out your Inheritors: 
Both merits pois'd, each weighs no leſs nor more, 
But he as he, with heavier for a Whore. 
Par. You are too bitter to your Country-woman. 
Dio. 


A 
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Dio. She's bitter to her Country: Hear me, Paris, 
For every falſe drop in her baudy Veins 
A Grecian's Life hath ſunk; for every Scruple 
Of her contaminated Carrion weight, 
A Trojan hath been ſlain. Since ſhe could ſpeak, 
She hath not given fo many good Words breath; _ 
As, for her, Greeks and Trojans ſuffer'd Death; 1 
Par. Fair Diomede, you do as Chapmen do, 
Diſpraiſe the thing that you defire to buy: 
But we in ſilence hold this Virtue well; 
We'll not commend what we intend to ſell.” 
Here lyes our way. 
Enter Troilus and Creſſida. 
Troi. Dear, trouble not your ſelf; the Morn is wh; 
Cre. Then, ſweet my Lord, III call wy Unde downe 
He ſhall unbolt the Gates. | | 
Troi, Trouble him not- 
To Bed, to Bed ſleep ſeat thoſe p prett res, 
And give as ſoft attachment to thy Senſes, 
As Infants empty of all thought. 
Cre. Good-Morrow then. | | 
Doi. I prithee now to Bed. Wn 
Cre. Are you a weary of me? OLI RY 
Troi. O Creſiaa ! but that the buſie Day | 
Wak'd by the Lark, has rous'd the Ribald as 
And dreaming Night will hide our ou no-longer, 
I would not trom thee, 
Cre. Night hath been too brief. 


Troi.Beſhrew the Witch! with venomous . ſne u. 


As hideouſly as Hell; but flies the graſps of Love, 
With Wings more momentary, ſwifter chan Thought: | 
You will catch cold, and curſe me. 2 | 
Cre. Prithee tarry-----you Men will never tarry---- 
© fooliſh Creſida----:1 might have ſtill held off, 
And then you would have tarried. Hark, theres one up. 
Pan. within. What's all the Doors — * 
Troi. It i is your Uncle. 
Bunter e 1 
Cre. A Peftilence on him; now ow be be W Ne 
I ſhall have ſuch a Life —— . 


— 


8 


gy 
Pan, 


My matter is ſo harſh; There is at hand, 
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Pay, How now, how now? how go Maiden- heads? 
Hear, you Maid; where's my Couſin Creſid? | 

Cre. Go hang your ſelf, you naughty mocking Uncle: 
You bring me to do- - and then you flout me too. 

Pan. To do what? to do what? let her ſay, what: 
What have I brought you to do? ; 

Cre. Come, come, beſhrew your Heart; you'll ne er be 
good; nor ſuffer. others. 

Pan. Ha, ha! alas poor Wretch; a poor Chipochia, haſt. 
not ſlept to Night? Would he not (a naughty Man) let it 
ſleep; a Bug-bear take him. (one knocks. 

Cre. Did I not tell you?. Would he were knock d i'th' 


- 


Head. Who's that at Door ?----Good Uncle go and ſee ---- 


My Lord, come you again into my Chamber: 
You {mile and mock me, as if I meant naughtily. 

Troi. Ha, ha---- - 

Cre. Come, you are deceiv d, I think of no ſuch thing. 
How earneſtly they knock----Pray you come in, | Knock. 
1] would not for half Trey have you ſeen here. [ Exeunt. 

Pan. Who's there? what's the matter? will you beat 
down the Door? How now? what's the matter? | 

Enter Eneas. 

Ene. Good- Morrow Lord, good Morrow. 

Pan. Who's there, my Lord Zneas? by my troth, I 
knew you not; What News with you ſo early? 

Ene. Is not Prince Troilus here? 

Pan, Here! what ſhould he do here? BEN 

Ene. Come, he is here, my Lord, do not deny him: 
It doth import him much to ſpeak with me. | 

Pan. Is he here, ſay you? tis more than I know, I'll be 
ſworn; for my own part, I came late; What ſhould he 
do here? | 
Ane. Who----nay, then: -Come, come, you'll do him 
wrong, ere y are aware: You'll be ſo true to him, to be 
falſe to him: Do not you know, of him, but yet go fetch 
him hither, go: Fs | 
$411; Len er, Trois, | 
Troi. How now ? what's the matter? 
Ane. My Lord, 1 ſcarce have leiſure to ſalute you, 


Paris 


— 
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Paris Brother, and Deiphobus, 

The . Diomede, and our Ant henor 

Deliver 'd to us, and for him forthwith, 

Ere the firſt Sacrifice, within this Hour, 

We muſt give up to Diomedes Hand 

The Lady Creſids. 

Troi. Is it concluded ſo? q 

Ene. By Priam, and the general State of Troy. 

They are at hand, and ready to effect it. ; 

Toi. How many Atchieyements mock me! 

I will go meet them; and my Lord Æneas, 

We met by chance, you did not find me here. | 

ze. Good, good, my Lord; the ſecrets of Nature 

-Have not more Gift in taciturnity. | ¶Exeunt. 

| Enter Pandarus and Creſſida. | 

Pan. Is't poſſible? no ſooner got, but loſt: The Devil 
take Anthenor; the young Prince will go mad: A Plague 
upon Anthenor; I would they had broke's Neck. 

Cre. How'now? what's the matter? who was here? 
Pan. Ah, ah! ; | | 
Cre. Why figh you ſo profoundly? where's my Lord? 

gone? Tell me, ſweet Uncle, what's the matter? 

. Would I were as deep under the Earth, as I am 

Co £ | : 

Cre. O the Gods ! what's the matter? 

Pan. Prethee get thee in; would thou had'ſt ne'er been 
born: I knew thou would'ſt be his Death. O poor Gen- 
tleman! A Plague upon Authenor. 

Cre. Good Uncle, I beſeech you, on my Knees, I beſeech 
you what's the matter? 

Pan. Thou muft be gone, Wench, thou muſt be gone: 
thou art chang'd for Anthenor; thou muſt go to thy Fa- 


ther, and be gone from Troilus: Twill be his Death; twill 


be his bane; he cannot bear it. 2 70 
_ © Cre. O you immortal Gods! I will not go. 

Pan. Thou muſt. h 

Cre. I will not, Uncle: I have forgot my Father. 
I know no touch of Confanguinity: FO 
No Kin, no Love, no Blood, no Soul ſo near me, 
As the ſweet Troilys; © you Gods divine! 


Make 


Make 
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Make Cre/id's name the very Crown of Falſhood, 


If ever ſhe leave Troilus: Time and Death, 


Do to this Body what extremity you can; 
But the ſtrong Baſe and building of my Love 
Is, as the very centre of the Earth, | 
Drawing all things to it. I will go in and Weep. 
Pan. Do, do. ; 
3 my bright Hair, and ſcratch my praiſed 
eeks, 

Crack my clear Voice with Sobs, and break my Heart 
With ſounding Troilus. I will not go from Troy. [ Exit. 
Enter Paris, Troilus, Eneas, Deiphobus, Anthenor, 
and Diomedes. 

Par. It is great Morning, and the Hour prefixt 
Of her delivery to this valiant Greek | 
Comes faſt upon: Good my Brother Troilum, 


Tell you the Lady what ſhe is to do, 


And hafte her to the purpoſe. 
| Troi, Walk into her Houſe : 

FIl bring her to the Grecian preſently ; 

And to his Hand when I deliver her, 

Think it an Altar, and thy Brother Troilus 

A Prieft, there offering to it his Heart. 

Far. I know what tis to Love, 

And would, as I ſhall pity, I could help, 

Pleaſe you walk in, my Lords. [ Ex0mnt, 
Enter Pandarus and Creffida. 

Pan. Be moderate, be moderate. 

Cre. Why tell you me of moderation? 
The Grief is fine, full perfect that 1 taſte, 
And no leſs in a Senſe as ſtrong, as that 
Which cauſeth it. How can I moderate it? 
If I could temporize with my Affection, 

Or brew it to a weak and colder Palate, 
The like allayment could I give my Grief, 
My Love admits no qualifying Croſs, 
Enter Troilus. 
No more my Grief in ſuch a precious Loſs. 


Pan. Here, here, here he comes, -a ſweet Duck. 
Cre. O Troilus, Troilus! 


Pan. 


* 


— — — 
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Pan. What a Pair of Spectacles is here! let me embrace 
too: Oh Heart, as the goodly ſaying is; O Heart, heavy 
Heart, why fitteſt thou without breaking? — where he 
anſwers again; Becauſe thou-can'ft-not eaſe thy ſmart 
by Friendſhip, nor by ſpeaking; there was never a truer 
Rime; let us caſl away nothing, for we may live to have 
need of ſuch a Verſe; we ſee it, we ſee it: How now, 
Lambs? ver kn een ö 

Troi. Creſſida, I love thee in ſo ſtrange a Purity; 

That the bleſt Gods, as angry with my Fancy, 

More bright in Zeal, than the Devotion which * 
old Lips blow. to their Deities, take thee from me. 
Cre. Have the Gods Envy? ? ” A 

Pan. Ay, Ay, Ay, Ay, tis too plain a Caſe. 
Cre. And is it true, that I muſt go from Troy ? 
Troi. A hateful Truth. | | 

Cre. What, and from Tyoilus too? 

Troi. From Troy, and Troilus. 

Cre. Is it poſſible? e ti e re A 

Troi. And ſuddenly: While injury of Chance 
Puts back leave- taking, juſtles roughly by 2 
All time of pauſe, rudely beguiles our Lips 
Of all rejoyndure; forcibly prevents | 
Our lock'd Embraſures; ſtrangles our dear Vows, - 
Even in the Birth of our own labouring Breath. © 4 


We two, that with ſo many thouſand Sighs 


Did buy each other, muſt poorly ſell our {elyes, 
With the rude brevity and-diſcharge of one; 


Injurious time, now, with a Robber's haſte, 


Crams his rich Thievery up, he knows not how. 
As many farewels as be Stars in Heaven, 
With diftin& Breath, and conſign'd Kiſſes to them, 


Hie fumbles up all in one looſe adieu; 


And ſcants us with a fingle tamiſh'd Kiſs, 
Diſtaſted with the Salt of broken Tears. | 
Eneas within. My Lord, is the Lady ready? , 
Troi. Hark, you are call'd. Some ſay, the Genius fo 
Cries, Come, to him that inſtantly muſt die. 17% 
Bid them haye Patience; ſhe ſhall come anon, 
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Pan. Where are my Tears? Rain, to lay this Wind, or 
my Heart will be blown up by the Root. 

Cre. I muſt then to the Grecians? 

Troi. No remedy. - 
Cre. A woful Creſid, mongſt the merry Greeks, 
Troi. When ſhall we ſee again? 

Hear me, my Love; be thou but true of Heart 
Cre. I true? how now ? what wicked deem is this? 
Troi. Nay, we muſt uſe Expoſtulation kindly, 

For it is parting from us: 5 

I ſpeak not, be thou true, as fearing thee: 2 

For I will throw my Glove to Death himſelf, 

That there's no maculation in thy Heart; 

But be thou true, fay I, to faſhion in, 

My ſequeut Proteftation : Be thou true, 

And I will ſee thee. | 
Cre. O you ſhall be expos'd my Lord, to dangers 

As arg —— But I * true. 

Troi. And I'll grow Friend with danger: 

Wear this — | 
Cre, And this Glove. 

When ſhall 1 ſee you? 

Tyoi. I will corrupt the Grecian Centinels 

To give thee nightly Viſitation, 

But yet be true. | 
Cre. O Heav'ns ! be true again. 

Troi. Hear while I ſpeak it, Love: 

The Grecian Youths are full of ſubtle Qualities, \ 

They're loving, well compos d, with gift of Nature, 

Flowing and ſwelling o'er with Arts and Exerciſe; 

How Novelties may move, and Parts with Perſon —— 

Alas, a kind of godly Jealouſie, f 

Which, 1 bcſeech you, call a virtuous Sin, 

Makes me afraid. | 
Cre. O Heay'ns, you love me not! 

Troi. Die I a Villain then: 

In this I do not call your Faith in queſtion 

So manly as my Merit: I cannot She, 

Nor heel the high Lavolt; nor ſweeten Talk; 

Nor play at ſubtle Games; fair Virtues all. 
Vol. V. M To 
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To which the Grecians are moſt prompt and pregnant: | A 
But I can tell, that in each Grace of theſe, | 1. 
here lurks a ſtill and dumb - diſeourſive Devil, ö Fe 
That tempts moſt cunningly: But be not tempted. (1 
Cre. Do not think 1 will Vl 
Troi. No, but ſomething may be done that we will not: 

And ſometimes we are Devils to our ſelves, | * Le 
When we attempt the frailty of our Powers, | Tc 
Preſuming on their changeful potency. PII 

Eneas within. Nay, good my Lord.) Pl 
Troi. Come kiſs, and let us part, Sh 
Paris within. Brother Troilus. I'll 
Trei. Good Brother, come you hither, x 

And bring Æueas and the, Grecian with you. Th 

Cre. — Lord, will you be true? | La« 

Troi. Who I? Alas, it is my Vice, my Fault: To 

'While others fiſh with Craft oy great Opinion, 

I. with great truth, catch meer Simplicity: _ 1 

While ſome with cunning gild their Copper Crowns, 4 

With truth and plainneſs I do wear mine bare: | Th 

; Enter Eneas, Paris, and Diomedes. Th: 

Fear not my Truth; the Moral of my Wit 1 

Is plain and true, there's all the reach of it. 1 
Welcome, Sir Diomede, here is the Lady, 4 

Which for Authenor we deliver you. Let 

At the Port (Lord) Ill give her to thy Hand, The 

And by the way poſſeſs thee what ſhe is. On 

Entreat her fair, and by my Soul, fair Greek, 

If e er thou ſtand at mercy of my Sword, 

Name Creſſid, and thy Lite ſhall be as ſafe 

As Priam is in. lion. * 8 En 

Diam. Fair Lady Creſſid, | 

So pleaſe you, fave the Thanks this Prince expects: A 

The luſtre in your Eye, Heay'n in your Ch | Anti 

'Pleads your fair uſage, and to Diomede Give 

You ſhall be Miſtreſs, and command him wholly... That 

Troi. Grecian, thou doſt not uſe me courteouſly, May 

To ſhame the Seal of my Petition towards thee. And 

By praiſing her. I tell thee, Lord of Greece, A, 


She is as far bigh-ſoaring o'er thy Praiſes, - Now 
T — As 
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As thou unworthy to be call'd her Servant: 

I charge thee uſe her well, even for my Charge: 
For by the dreadful Pluto, if thou doſt not, 
(Tho' the great bulk Achilles be thy Guard) 

FI! cut thy Throat. 

Diom. Oh be not mov'd, Prince Troilus; 

Let me be privileg'd by my Place and hleſſage, 
To be a Speaker 4 When I am hence, | 
PII anſwer to my Luft: And know, my Lord, 
Pl! nothing do on charge; to her own worth 

| She ſhall be priz J: But that you ſay, be't ſo: 
I'll ſpeak it in my Spirit and Honour No. 

Troi. Come to the Port 1II tell thee, Diomede, 
This Brave ſhall oft make thee to hide thy Head: 
Lady, give me your Hand And as we walk, 
To our own ſelves bend we our needtul Talk. 

[ Sound Trumpet. 


Par. Hark, Hector's Trumpet! 
Ene. How have we ſpent this Morning? 

The Prince muſt think me tardy and remiſs, 

That ſwore. to ride before him in the Field. 
Par. Tis Troilus fault. Come, come to Field with him. 
Dio. Let us make ready ſtrait. ' 
ne. Yea, with a Bridegroom's freſh alacrity 

Let us addreſs to tend on Hedtor's Heels: * 

The Glory of our Trey doth this day lye 5 i 

On his fair Worth, and ſingle Chivalry. Exeunt, 


SCENE II. The Grecian Camp. 


Enter Ajax Armed. Agamemnon, Achilles, Patroclus, 
Menelaus, Ulyſſes, Neſtor, Calchas, Cc. 


Aga. Here art thou in appointment freſh and fair, 
Anticipating Time. With ſtarting Courage, 
Give with thy Trumpet a loud note to Troy, 
Thou dreadful Ajax, that the appalled Air 
May pierce: the Head of the great Combatant, 
And hale him hither. 
Ajax. Thou Trumpet, there's my Purſe; 
Now crack thy Lungs, and ſplit thy Brazen Pipe: 
M 2 Blow 


| 
$ 
| 
| 
| 
| 
N 
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Blow Villain, 'till thy ſphered bias Cheek | 
Out-ſwell the Cholick of puft Aquilon- wy 
Come ſtretch thy Cheſt, and let thy Eyes ſpout Blood: 
Thou bloweſt for Hector. | 
: Wd No Trumpet anſwers. 
Achil. Tis but early days. 
Enter Diomede and Creſſida- N 
Aga. Ist not young Diomede with Calchas Daughter ? 
DM 'Tis he, 4 ken the manner of his Gate, | 
He riſes on his Toe; that Spirit of his 
In Aſpiration lifes him from the Earth, 
Aga, Is this the Lady Creſida? 
Die. Even ſhe, | 
Aga. Moſt dearly welcome to the Greeks, ſweet Lady. 
Neft. Our General doth ſalute you with a Kiſs. 
Ulyſ. Yet is your Kindneſs but particular; twere better 
ſhe were kiſt in-general. 
. _— very courtly Counſel : Pl begin. So much 
or Neſtor. 
Achil I'll take that Winter from your Lips; fair Lady: 
Achilles bids you welcome. "ae 
Men. I had good Argument for kiſſing once. 
Patr. But that's no Argument for kiſſing now; 
For thus pop'd Paris in his Hardiment. 
/ Oh deedly Gall, and theme of all our Scorns, 
For which we loſe our Heads to gild his Horns. 
Patr. The firſt was Menelaus kiſs----this mine 
Patroclus kiſſes you. 
Men. O this is trim. 
Patr Paris and I kiſs evermore for him. 
Men. I'll have my kiſs, Sir: Lady, by your leave. 
Cre. In kiffing do you render, or receive: 
Patr. Both take and give, | 
Cre. Ill make my match to give, | 
The kiſs you take is better than you give; therefore no kiſs, 
Men. [ll give you boot, I'll give you three for one. 
Cre. You are an odd Man, give even, or give none. 
Men. An odd Man, Lady? every Man is odd. 
Cre. No, Paris is not; for you know *rtis true, 
| That you are odd, and ke is even with you, 
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Men. You fillip me o th head. 
Cre. No, I'll be ſworn. | 
Ulyſ. It were no match, your Nail againſt his Horn: 
May I, ſweet Lady, beg a kiſs of you? 
Cre. You may: 
/ I do delire it. 
Cre. Why beg then. 
Uly/. Why then, for Venus ſake give me a kiſs: 
When Helen is a Maid again, and his 
Cre. | am your debtor, claim it when tis due. 
Uly/. Never's my Day, and then a Kiſs of you. 
Dio. Lady, a word —T'll bring you to your Father — 
Neſt. A Woman of quick Senſe. | 
[Diomedes leads out Creſſida, then returns. 
Y Fie, fie upon her: 
There's Lang in her Eye, her Cheek, her Lip: 
Nay, her Foot ſpeaks, her wanton Spirits look out 
At every joint, and motive of her Body : 
Oh theſe Encounters, are fo glib of Tongue, 
They give a coaſting welcome ere it comes; 
And wide unclaſp A Tables of their Thoughts, 
To every tickling Reader: Set them down, 
For ſluttiſn ſpoils of Opportunity, 
And Daughters of the Game. 
Enter Hector, Paris, Troilus, Ancas, Helenus, and Attendants. 
All. The Trojans Trumper. 
Aga. Yonder comes the Troop. 
ZEne. Hail all you ſtate of Greece; what ſhall be done 
To him that Victory commands? or do you purpoſe, 
A Victor ſhall be known? Will you, the Knights 
Shall to the edge of all extremity 
Purſue each other, or ſhall be divided 
By any Voice, or order of the Field ? 
Hector bad ask. 
Aga. Which way would Heclor have it ? 
Ene. He cares not, he'll obey Conditions. 
Aga.dTis done like Hector, but ſecurely done, 
A little proudly, and great deal diſprizing 
The Knight oppos'd. 2 
Ene. If not Achilles, Sir, ** is your Name? 
| 3 
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Aehil. If not Aohilles, nothing. ö : 

Ene. Therefore Acbilies; but whate'er, know this 

Is the extremity of great and little : | 

Valour and Pride excel themſelves in Hedor ; 

The one almoft as infinite as-all, - | 

The other blank as nothing; weigh him well; 

And that which looks like Pride, is Curteſie; 

This Ajax is half made of Hedor's Blood, 

In love whereof, half Hecbor ftays at home; 

Half Heart, half Hand, half He#or, comes to ſeek 

This blended Knight, half Trojan and half Greek. 
Achil. A Maiden Battel then? O, I a you: | 
Aga. Here is Sir Diomede: Go, gentle Knight, 

Stand by our Ajax; as you and Lord ZEneas 

Conſent upon the order of their Fight, 


So be it; either to the uttermoſt, 


Or elſe-a breach, the Combatants being kin, 
Half ſtints their ftrife before their ſtrokes begin. 
Uly/. They are oppos'd already. 2 
Ajax. What Trojan is that fame that looks fo heavy 
DU The youngeſt Son of Priam, Te EP 
And a true Knight; they call him Troilzs; 
Not yet mature, yet matcbleſs, firm of Word, 
Speaking in Deeds, and deedleſs in his Tongue; 
Not ſoon provok d. nor being provok'd ſoon calm d. 
His Heart and Hand both open, and both free; 
For what he has he gives, what thinks he fhews 
Yes gives he not till Judgment guide his Bounty, 
Nor dignifies an impair Thought wich Breath; 
Manly as Hector, but more dangerous, 
For Hector in his blaze of Wrath ſubſcribes, . 
To tender ObjeaAs; but he in heat of Action 
Is more vindicative than jealous Loye, 
They call him Poilus, and on bim erect 


A ſecond hope, as fairly built as Hector. 


Thus ſays Eneas, one that knows the Youth, 
Even to his Inches; and with private Soul, 
Did in great Zion thus tranſlate him to we. P Alarum. 
Aga. They are in Action. Hector and Ajax f, ht. 
Neſt. Now Ajax hold thine on. | | 
Troi, Hector, thou ſleep, awake thee, 
| Ai 
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Aga. His Blows are well diſpos d; there Ajax. 
: [ Trumpets ceaſe. 


Dio. You muſt no more. 

Ene. Pringes, enough, ſo pleaſe you. . 

Ajax. 1 am not warm yet, let us fight again. 

Dio. As Hector pleaſes: 

Hect. Why then, will I no more: 

Thou art, great Lord, my Father's Siſter's Son, 

A Couſin German to great Priam's Seed: 

The obligation of our Blood forbids 

A gory Emulation twixt us twain; , 

Were thy Commixion Greek and Trojan ſo, 

That thou could'ſt ſay, this Hand is Grecian all, 

And this is Trojan; the Sinews of this 

All Greek, and this all Ty: My Mother's Blood 

Runs on the dexter Cheek, and this Siniſter * 

Bounds in my Father's: By Jove multipotent, 
Thou ſhould not bear rom me a Greekiſh, Member 
Wherein my Sword had not impreſſure made 

Of our rank feud; but the juſt Gods gainſay, 

That any drop thow'borrow'ſt from thy Mother, 

My ſacred Aunt, ſhould by my mortal Sword 

Be drain d. Let me embrace thee, Ajax: 

By him that Thunders, thou haſt luſty Arms; 

Hector would have them fall upon him thus 
Couſin, all honour to thee. 8 

Ajax. 1 thank thee, Hector 
Thou art too gentle, and too free a Man: 

I came to kill thee, Couſin, and bear hence 
A great addition earned in thy Death, 

Hef. Not Neoptolemns fo mirable, | 
On whoſe brighe Creſt, Fame with her loud'ſt O yes, 
Cries, this is he, could promiſe to himſelf 
A thought of added Honour torn from Hector. 

Ene. There is expectance here from both the ſides: 
What further you will do. 5 

Hef. We'll anſwer it: 

7 he iſſue is Embrace ment: Ajax, farewel. 
Ajax. If 1 might in Entreaties ſiñd ſucceſs, 
As {eld | have the chance; I would deſire 
M 4 My 


| - When thou haſt hung thy adyanc'd Sword i'th' Air, 
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My famous Couſin to our Grecian Tents. 


Dio, Tis Agamennen's wiſh, and great Achilles 

Doth long to ſee unarm'd the valiant Hector. | 
Hef. Zxeas, call my Brother Troilus to me: 

And ſignifie this loving Interview | 

To the expectors of our Trojan part: | 

Defire them home. Give me thy Hand, my Couſin : 

I will go eat with thee, and ſee your Knights, 
Agamemnon and the reſt of the Greeks come forward. 
Ajax. Great Agamemmnon comes to meet us here. 
He#. The worthieſt of them, tell me name by name; 

But for Achilles, mine own ſearching — big | 

Shall find him by his large and portly fize. 
Aga. Worthy of Arms, as welcome as to one 

That would be rid of ſuch an Enemy, 

But that's no welcome: Underſtand more clear, 

What's paſt and what's to come, is ſftrew'd with husks 

And formleſs ruin of Oblivion: 

But in this extant moment, faith and troth, 

Strain'd purely from all bollow bias drawing, 

Bids thee with moſt divine Integrity, | 

From Heart of very Heart, great He#or, welcome. 
Hect. I thank thee, moſt Imperious Agamemnon. 

Aga. My well-fam'd Lord of Troy, no leſs to you. 
| [To Troil. 
Men. Let me confirm my Princely Brother's Greeting, 
You brace of warlike Brothers, welcome hither. 
Het. Whom muſt we anſwer? 
Ene. The Noble Menelans. | | 
Hed. O---you my Lord----by Mars his Gauntlet thanks, 

Mock not, that I affect th' untraded Oath, | 

Your quondam Wife ſwears ſtill by Venus Glove, 

She's well, but bad me not commend her to you. 

Men. Name her not now, Sir, ſhe's a deadly Theme, 
Hed. O pardon-—1 offend. | * 
Neſt. I have, thou gallant Trojan, ſcen thee oft 

Labouring for Deſtiny, make cruel way ; 4 

Through ranks of Greekiſh Youth; and I have ſeen thee, 

As hot as Perſeus, ſpur thy Phrygian Steed, * ' # 

And ſeen thee ſcouring Forfeits and Subduements, 
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Not letting it decline on the declined : 

That I have ſaid unto my Standers-by, 

Lo, Fupiter is yonder dealing Life. 

And I have ſeen thee pauſe, and take thy Breath, 
When that a Ring of Gyeeks have hem'd thee in, 
Like an Olympian wreftling. Thus I have ſeen, 
But this thy Countenance, ſtill lock d in Steel, 

I neyer ſaw till now. I knew thy Grandfire, 
And once fought with him ; he was a Soldier good, 
But by great Mars, the Captain of us all, 

Never like thee, Let an old Man embrace thee, 


And, worthy Warrior, welcome to our Tents. 


ue. Tis the old Neſtor. | 
Hef. Let me embrace thee, good old Chronicle, 


| That haſt ſo long walk'd Hand in Hand with Time, 


Moſt reverend Neſtor, I am glad to claſp thee. 
Neſt. I would my Arms could match thee in Contention, 
As they contend with thee in Courteſie. | 
Hed. I would they could. 
Neft. Ha? by this white Beard Id fight with thee to- 
Morrow. Well, welcome, welcome; I have ſeen the time 
D 1 wonder now how yonder City ſtands, 
When we have here the Baſe and Pillar by us. 
Hed. I know your Favour, Lord Ulyſſes, well. 
Ab, Sir, there's many a Greek and Trojan dead, 
Since firſt I ſaw your ſelf and Diomede 
In ig, on your Greekiſh Embaſſie. 
Ulyſ. Sir, I foretold you then what would enſue. 
My Propheſie is but half his Journey yet. 
For yonder Walls that partly front your Town; 
Yond Towers, whoſe wanton tops do buſs the Clouds, 
Muſt kiſs their own Feet. 
Hect. I muſt not believe you: 
There they ſtand yet; and modeſtly I think, 
The fall of every Phrygian Stone will coſt 


A drop of Grecian Blood ; the end crowns all, 


And that old commen Arbitrator, Time, 
Will one Day end it, | 
Ulyſ. So to him we leave it. 
Moſt gentle, and moſt valiant Hector, welcome; 


M 5 Aſter 
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After the General, I beſeech you n ekt 
To feaſt with me, and ſee me at my Tent. 
Achil. 1 ſhall foreſtal thee, Lord Ulyſſes, thou: 
Now Hedor, I have fed mine Eyes on thee, 
I have with exact view perus'd thee, Hector, 
And quoted joint by joint, ; 
Hef. Is this Achilles: 
Achil. J am Achilles, 
He#, Stand fair, I prithee, let me look on thee: 
Achil, Behold thy fill. | 1 
Hed. Nay, I have done already. 
Achil. Thou art too brief, 1 will the 6 time, 
As I would buy thee, view thee, limb by limb. 
Hef. O, like a Book of Sport thou lt — me o'er: 
But there's more in me than thou underſtand'ſt. 
Why doſt thou fo oppreſs me with thine Eye? 
Achil. Tell me, you Heav'ns, in which partof his Body 


Shall I deſtroy him ? Whether there, or there, or there, 


That I may give the local Wound a name, 

And make diſtin& the very breach, where-out 

Hector s great Spirit flew. Anſwer me, Heav'ns. | 
Hei. It would diſcredit the bleſt Gods, proud Man, 

To anſwer ſuch a Queſtjon : Stand again, 

Think'ſt thou to catch my Life ſo . 

As to prenominate in nice 

Where thou wilt hit me dead? 

Achil, I tell ther, yea. 4 
Hect. Wert thou 1 Oracle to tell me . | 
I'd not believe thee: Henceforth guard thee well, 
For Fl not kill thee there, nor there, nor there, 

But by the Forge that ſtythied Mars his Helm, 
Tl kill thee every where, yea o er and oe rr. 

You wiſeſt Grecians, pardon me this brag, 

His Inſolence draws Folly from mY F 

But I'll endeavour: Deeds to match Words, 

Or may I never | 
Ajax. Do not chaſe thee, Couſin ;. 

And' you, Achilles, let theſe threats alone 

Till iccident or purpole bring you tot. 


You may have ey'ry. day n of Heclor, 
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If you have Stomach. The general State, I fear, 
Can ſcarce intrett you to be odd with him. 
Hed, I pray you, let us ſee you in the Field, 

We have had ing Wars ſince you refus'd 

The Grecian's Cauſe. k 
Achil. Doſt thou intreat me, Hector? 

To Morrow do I meet thee, fell as Death, 

To Night, all Friends. | 

He#, Thy Hand upon that match. 

Aga. Firſt, all you Peers of Greece go to my Tent, -. 
There in the full convive you; afterwards, 1 
As Hectors Leiſure, and 11 Bounties ſhall 
Concur together, ſeverally intreat im. 

Beat loud the Taborins, let the Trumpets blow; <- 
That this great Soldier may his welcome know. ¶ Exeane. 
; Manent Troilus and Ulyſſes, _ 

Troi. My Lord Ulyſſes, tell me, 1 beſeech you, 

In what place of the Field doth Calchas keep? 
Ulyſ. At Menelaus Tent, moſt Princely Troilas; 

There Diomade doth feaſt with him to Night; 

Who neither looks on Heay'n, nor on Earth, 

But gives all gaze and bent of amorous view 

On the iair Cr. 

Tyoi. Shall I, tweet Lord, be bound to thee ſo much. 

After you part from Agamemnon's Tent, 
To bring me thither ? | 
D You ſhall command me, Sir: 
As gently. tell me, of what Honour was 
This Cre/ida in Troy; had ſhe no Lover there, 
That wails her. abſence? 
Troi. O Sir, to ſuch as boaſting ſhew their Scars, 
A mock is due: Will you walk on, my Lord? 
She was belov'd, ſhe low d; ſhe is, and doth, | 
But Qill, Cweet Love is Food for Fortune's tooth. I Exe. 


AC. T. 
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ACT v. SCENE I. 


SCENE before Achilles': Text in the Grecian 
Enter Achilles and Patroclus. LT 


* LL heat his Blood with Greekiſh Wine to Night, 
Which with my Scimitar I'll cool to morrow. 


Patroclus, let us Feaſt him to the height. 

Patr. Here comes Therſites. 

: | Enter Therſites. ” 

Achil. How now, thou core of Envy? 
Thou cruſty batch of Nature, what's + & News ? | 
Ther, Why, thou Picture of what thou ſeem'ſt, and Idol 
of Idiot-worſhippers, here's a Letter for thee. | 

Achil. From whence, Fragment? 

Ther. Why, thou full diſh of Fool, from Troy. 

Patr. Who keeps the Tent now ? 

Ther. The Surgean's Box, or the Patient's Wound. 

Patr. Well Said, Adverſity; and what need theſe Tricks? 

Ther. Prithee be filent, Boy, I profit not by thy talk, 
Thou art thought to be Achilles's Male-Varlet. 

Patr. Male-Varlet, you Rogue? What's that? | 

Ther, Why, his maſculine Whore. Now the rotted Diſ- 
eaſes of the South, Guts-griping, Ruptures, Catarrhs, loads 
o' Gravel i'th* Backs, Lethargies, cold Palſies, and the like, 
take and take again ſuch ſterous Diſcoveries. 

Patr. Why, thou damnable Box of Envy, thou, what 
mean'ſt thou to Curſe thus ? 8 | 

Ther. Do I curſe thee? 4 

Patr. Why no, you ruinous Butt, you whoreſon indi- 


ſtinguiſhable Cur. ; 

Ther. No? Why art thou then exaſperate, thou idle im- 
matterial Skein of ſley d Silk: thou green Sarcenet flap for 
a fore Eye; thou Taſlel of a 9 thou? Ah, 


how the poor World is peſtred with ſuch Water- flies, di- 
minutives of Nature, | 
Patr. Out Gall! 


Ther. Fiach Egg! 45 
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Achil. My ſwyeet Patroclus, I am thwarted qui 


From my great purpoſe in to morrow's Battel: 


Here is a Letter from Queen Hecuba, 
A Token from ber Daughter, my fair Love, 


Both taxing me, and gaging me to keep 


An Oath that I have ſworn. I will not break it, 
Fall Greek, fail Fame, Honour, or go, or ſtay, 
My major Vow lyes here; this I'll obey. 


Come. come, Therſites, help to trim my Tent, 


This Night in Banqueting muſt all be ſpent. 
Away, Patroclus. Exit. 

Ther, With too much Blood, and too little Brain, theſe 
two may run mad: But if with too much Brain, and too 


little Blood, they do, VII be a Curer of Mad-men, Here's 


Agamemnon, an honeſt Fellow enough, and one that loves 


| Quails, but he hath not ſo much Brain as Ear-wax; and the 


good Transformation of Jupiter there his Brother, the Bull, 
the primitive Statue, and oblique Memorial of Cuckolds, 
a thrifty ſhooting-horn in a Chain, hanging at his Brother's 
LEE to what Form, but that he is, ſhould Wit larded with 
Malice, and Malice forced with Wit turn him to? to an Aſs 
were nothing, he is both Aſs and Ox; to an Ox were nothing. 
he is both Ox and Aſs; to be a Dog, a Mule, a Cat, a 
Fitchew, a Toad, a Lizard, an Owl, a Puttock, or 3 Her- 
ring without a Roe, I would not care: But to be Mene- 
laws, I would conſpire againſt Deſtiny. Ask me not what 
J would be, if I were not Therſite:; for I care not to, be 
the Lowſe of a Lazar, ſo I were not Menelaus. Holy-day, 
Spirits and Fires. | 
Enter Hector, Ajax, Agamemnon, Ulyſſes, Neſtor, and 
Diomede, with Lights. 

Aga. We go wrong, We go wrong. 

Ajax. No, yonder tis, there where we ſee the light. 

Hect. I trouble you. | 

Ajax. No, not a whit. % 

Euter Achilles. 

Uly/{. Here comes himſelf to guide you. 

Achil. Welcome brave Hector, welcome Princes all. 
Aga. So, now fair Prince of Troy, I bid good Night, 
Ajax commands the Guard to tend on you. 3 

Het. 
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Hef. Thanks, and good Night to the Greek's General. 

Men. Good Night, my Lord. | 

Hef. Good Night, ſweet Lord Menelaus. 

Ther, Sweet Draught---ſweet quoth a---ſweet Sink, ſweet 
Sever, | | | 


Achil. Good Night, and welcome, both at once, to thoſe 


that go or tarry. 
Aga. Good Night, : 
Achil, Old Neſtor tarries, and you too, Diomede 
Keep Heftor Company an hour or two. . 
Dio. 1 cannot, Lord, I have important Buſineſs, 
The tide whereof is now; Good Night, great Hector. 
Heli. Give me your Hand. | 11 5 
Uly/. Follow his Torch, he goes to Calchas's Tent, 
Fil keep you Company, [To Troilus. 
Tyroi, Sweet Sir, you honour me. d ö 
He. And fo good Night. Let | 
Achil. Come, come, enter my Tent, [Exentt., 
Ther. That fame Dromede's a falſe hearted Rogue, a moſt 
unjuſt Knave: I will no more truſt him when heleers, than 
1 will-a'Serpent when he hiſſes: He will ſpend his Mouth 
and Promiſe, like Brabler the Hound; but when he per- 
forms, Aſtronomers foretel-it, that it is prodigious, there 
will come ſome change: The Sun borrows of the Moon, 
when Diomede keeps his word. 1 will rather leave to fee 
Hector, than not to dog him: They ſay, he keeps a Troſan 
Drab; and uſes the Traitor Galchas his Tent. Ill after —— 
Nothing but Leachery ; all incontinent Varlets. ¶ Exeunt. 
SCENE Il. Calchas's Tent. 
Dio. What are you up here, ho? ſpeak. 
Cal. Who calls? I 
Dio. Diomede ; Calchas, I think; vrhere's your Daughter? 
Cal. She comes to you, 
Enter Troilus and Ulyſſes, after them Therſites. 
Ulz/. Stand where the Torch may not diſcover us. 
| Enter Creſſid. ahh. ; 
Troi. Cy!ſid come forth to him? 


Cre. Diomede. 
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Cre. Now my ſweet Guardian; hark, a word with you. 

[Whiſpers 

Troi. Yea, ſo familiar? Ver 84 | 

JHV She will ſing to any Man at ſight. | 

Th » And any Man may find her, if be can take her 
wn 


life: ſhe's noted. 


Dio. Will you remember? | 
Cre. Remember? yes. | 
Dio. Nay, but do then; and let your mind be coupled 


with your words. 


Troi. What ſhould ſhe remember? 

Ulyſ. Liſt. 1 

Cre. Sweet, Honey Greek, tempt me no more to Folly. 
Ther. Roguer y- . | | 

Dio. Nay, then. 

Cre, I'll tell you what. * 

Dio. Fo, fo, come tell a pin, you are a forſworn- 
Cre. In Faith I cannot: What would you have me do? 
Ther. A jugling Trick, to be ſecretly open. 

Dio. What did you ſwear you would beſtow on me? 
Cre. I prithee do not hold me to mine Oath ; 


Bid me do any thing but that, ſweet Greek, 


Dis. Good Night, 
Troi. Hold, Patience 
Uly/. How now, Trojan? 


9 


Dio. No, no, good Night: I'll be your Fool no more. 


Toi. Thy better muſt. 


Cre. Hark, one word in your Zar. 
Troi. O Plague and Madneſs! 
Uly/. You are mov'd, Prince; let us depart, I pray you, 


Leſt your diſpleaſure ſhould enlarge it ſelf 
To wrathful Terms: this place is dangerous; 
The time right deadly: I beſeech you ge. 


Troi. Behold, I pray you — 
Ulyſ. Nay, good my Lord go off: 


You flow to great diſtraction: Come, my Lord, 


Troi. | pray thee ſtay. 
. You hare not patience ;. come, 


_—— - 
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Troi. I pray you ſtay; by Hell, and Hell's Torments, 
I will not ſpeak a word. | 
Dio. And ſo good Night. 
Cre. Nay, but you part in anger. "3 
Troi. Doth that grieve thee? O wither'd truth! 
Ulyſ. Why, how now, Lord? 
Tros. By Fove, I will be patient. 
Cre. Guardian----why, Greek 
Dio. Fo, fa, adieu, you palter, 
Cre. In Faith, I do not: come hither once again. 
Ulyſ. You ſhake, my Lord, at ſomething ; will you go? 
You will break out. 
Tysi. She ſtroaks his Check. 
NU Come, come. 
Tai. Nay, ſtay; by Fove, 1 will not ſpeak a word. 
There is between my Will, and all Offences, 
A guard of Patience, ſtay a little while. 
Ther. How the Devil Luxury with his fat Rump, and 


Potato Finger, tickles theſe together: Fry, Letchery, fry. 


Dio. But will you then? 
Cre. In Faith I will come; never truſt me elſe. 
Dio. Give me ſome token for the ſurety of it. 
Cre. I'll fetch you one. [Exit, 
Ulyſ. You have ſworn patience. 
Toi. Fear me not, ſweet Lord, 
I will not be my ſelf, nor have cognition 
Of what I feel: I am all Patience. 
BY | Enter Creſſida. 
Ther. Now the Pledge, now, now, now. 
Cre. Here Diomede, keep this Sleeve. 
Toi. O Beauty! where is thy Faith? 
_ Uly. My Lord. | 
Troi, I will be patient, outwardly I will, 
Cre. You look upon that Sleeve; behs!d it well: 
He loy'd me: -O falſe Wench :----Giye't me again. 
Dio. Whoſe was't? 
Cre. It is no matter now I haye't again, 
I will not meet with you to morrow Night: 
I prithee, Diomede, viſit me no more. 
_ Ther, Now ſhe ſharpens: well ſaid Whetſtone, 
Dio 


2 
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Dio. I ſhall have it. 
Cre. What, this? 
Dio, 4 — Pledge 
Cre. O all you — O pretty, pretty 3 
Thy Maſter * hon lyes thinking in his Bed, 
Of thee and me, and ſighs, and takes my Glove, 
And gives memorial dainty Kiſſes to it: 
As I kiſs thee, 
Dio, Nay, do not ſnatch it from me. 
Cre. He that takes that, takes my Heart withal. 
Dio. I had your Heart before, this follows it. 
Troi. I did ſwear Patience. 
Cre. You ſhall not have it, Diomede: Faith you ſhall not, 


III give you ſomething elſe. 


„Dio. I will have this: Whoſe was it? 
Cre. It is no matter. 
Dio. Come tell me whoſe it was? | 
Cre, Twas one that lov'd me better than you will. 
But now you have it, take it. | 
Dis. Whoſe was it ? 
Cre. By all Diana's Waiting-women yonder, 
And by her ſelf, I will not tell you whoſe. 
Dio. To morrow will I wear it on my Helm, 
And prieve his Spirit that dares not challenge it. : 
Troi. Wert thou the. Devil, and wor'ſt it on thy Horn, 
It ſhould be challeng'd. 
Cre. Well, well, tis done, tis paſt; and yet it is not 
I will not keep my word. 
Dio. Why then farewel, 


Thou never ſhalt mock Diomede again. 


Cre. You ſhall not go; —one cannot ſpeak a word, 
But it ſtraight ſtarts you. 
Dio. I do not like this fooling. 

Ther. Nor I, by Pluto: But that that likes not me, plea- 
ſes me beſt, | | 

Dio. What, ſhall I come? the hour. * 

Cre. Ay, come: -O Jovel. do, come: I fhall be plagu d. 

Dio. Farewell till then. [Ex#, 

Cre. Good Night: I prethee come: 
Troilus, farewel; one Eye yet looks on thee, 8 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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But with my Heart, the other Eye doth fee —— 
Ah poor our Sex; this fault in us J find, 
The error of our Eye, directs our Mind. 
What Error leads, muſt err: O then conclude, 
Minds ſway'd by Eyes, are full of turpitude. [Exit 
Ther. A proof of ſtrength ſhe could not publiſh more; 
Unleſs ſhe ſay, my Mind is now turn'd Whore. 
%, Als done, my Lord. / 
Troi. It is. Flic ; | | 
Ny. Why ſtay we then? 
Troi. To make a recordation to my Soul, 
Of every Syllable that here was ſpoke: 
But if 1 tell how theſe two did co- act, 
Shall I not lie in publiſhing a Truth? 
Sith yet there is a credence in my Heart, , 
An eſperance ſo obſtinately ſtrong, N * 
That doth invert that teſt of Eyes and Ears; 
As if thoſe Organs had deceptious Functions, , 
Created only to caluminate, 7 | 
ys here? ur $157 I 
% cannot conjure, Troſan. 1 * 
Troi. She was not ſure. 
Uly/. Moſt ſure ſhe wass. u of Xn 
Troi. Why, my Negation hath no taſte of Madneſs, | 
Ul. Nor mine, my Lord: Crſſd was here but now. 
Troi. Let it not be believ'd for Waman-hoad :. ; 
Think we had Mothers; do not give advantage 
To ſtubborn Criticks, apt without a Theme 
For depravation, to ſquare the general Sex 
By Creſſids Rule. Rather think this not Cid. 0 

Ty. What hath ſhe done, Prince, that can ſoil our 

Mothers? | 
Troi. Nothing at all, unleſs that this were ſhe. 
Ther. Will he Twagger himſelf out on's own Eyes? 

* Troj, This ſhe? no, this is Diomede's Creſſid: 
If Beauty have a Soul, this is not ſhe: 
If Souls guide Vows, if Vows are Sanctimony, 
If Sanctimony be the Gods delight, 

If there be Rule in Unity it ſelf, 
This is not ſhe, O madnels of Diſcourſe! 
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That Cauſe ſets up, with and againſt thy ſelf, 

By foul Authority; where Reaſon can revolt 

Without Perdition, and Loſs aſſume all Reaſon, 

Without Revolt. This is, and is not Creſſid. 

Within my Soul, there doth commence a fight 

Of this Wang Nau, that a thing inſeparate 

Divides more wider than the Sky and Earth. 

And yet the ſpacious breadth of this Diviſion 

Admits no Orifice for a point, as ſubtle 

As Ariachne's broken woof, to enter; 

Inſtance, O inſtance! ſtrong as Platos Gates; 

Creſſid is mine, tied with the Bonds of Heay'n; 

Inſtance, O inſtance! ſtrong as Heav'n it ſelf, 

The Bonds of Heav'n are {l'p'd, difloly'd and loos d, 

And with another Knot five finger tied: 

The fraQions of her Faith, orts of her Love. 

The fragments, ſcraps, the bits, and greafieReliqu*s, - 

Of her o'er-caten Faith, are bound to Diomede, | 
Ulyſ. May worthy Troilus be half attach d 


With that which here his Paſſion doth expreſs ? 


Troi, Ay, Greek, and that ſhall be divulged well; 
In Cheers as red as Mars his Heart | 3 
Iaflam'd with Venus----never did young Man fanc 
With ſo Eternal, and ſo fix'd a Soul- 

Hark, Greek, as much as I do Creſſida love, 

So much by weight hate I her Diomede: 1 
That Sleeve is mine, that he'll bear in his Helm: 
Were it a Cask compos d by Vulcan's Skill 

My Sword ſhould dite it: Not the dreadful Spout, 
Which Ship-men do the Hurricano call, 
Conſtring'd in Maſs by the Almighty Finger 

Shall dizzy with mBSre Clamour Neptune Ear 

la his deſcent, than ſkall my prompted Sword 
Falling on Diomede. | 

Ther. He'll tickle it for his Concupy. 

Troi. O Creſſid! O falſe Creſſid! falſe, falſe, falſe! 
Let all Untruths ſtand by thy itained Name, 

And they'll ſeem glorious. 

. O contain your ſelf: 

Your Paſſion draws Ears hit her. 


Enter 


| 
| 
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15 - Enter Eneas. Rs 
Ene. I have been ſeeking you this hour, my Lord: 
Hector by this is arming him in Troy. 
Ajax, your Guard, ſtays to conduct you home. 
Troi. Have with you, Prince; my courteous Lord, 
adieu. 
Farewyel; revolted fair: And, Diomede, 
Stand faſt. and wear a Caſtle on thy Head. 
Uly/. IIl bring you to the Gates. 
| Thos, Accept diſtracted Thanks. 
[Exeunt Troilus, Aneas, and Uly les. 
Ther. Would I could meet that Rogue Diomede, I would 
eroak like a Raven: I would bode, I weuld bode : Patro- 
clas will give me any thing for the intelligence of this 
Whore: The Parrot will not do more for an Almond, 
than he for a commodious Drab : Letchery, Letchery, 
ſtil! Wars and Letchery, nothing elſe holds faſhion. A 
burning Devil take them. [Exit 


SCENE III. Troy. 


Enter Hector and Andromache. 


And. When was my Lord ſo much ungently temper d, 
To ſtop his Ears 2 admoniſhment Ju 
Unarm, unarm, and do not fight to day. 

Het. You train me to offend you; get you gone. 

By the everlaſting Gods, I'll go. 
And. My Dreams will ſure prove ominous to day. 
Hef. No more, I ſay. 3 
Emer Caſſandra. 

Caſ. Where is my Brother Hector: 

And. Here Sifter, arm'd, and bloody in intent: 
Conſort with me in loud and dear Petition; 

Purſue we him on Knees; for I have dreamt 

Of bloody turbulence; and this whole Night 

Hath nothing been but ſhapes and forms of Slaughter. 
O, tis true. 

Hef, Ho! bid my Trumpet ſound: 

Caf. No Notes of fally, for the Heav'ns, ſweet Brother. 

Hef. Be gone, I ſay: The Gods have heard me ſwear. 


v 


N. 
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Caſ. The Gods are deaf to hot and peeviſh Vows; 

They are polluted Offerings, more abhorr'd 

Than ſpotted Livers in the Sacrifice, 

And. O, be perſwaded, do not count it holy, 

To hurt by being juſt; it were as lawful 

For us to count we give what's gain'd by Thefts, 

And rob in the behalf of Charity. 

Caf. It is the purpoſe that makes ſtrong the Vow ; 

But Vows to every purpoſe muſt not hold: 

Unarm, {ſweet Hector. 

Hef. Hold you ſtill, I ay; 

Mine Honour keeps the Weather of my Fate; 

Life every Man holds dear, but the dear Man 

Holds Honour far more precious-dear than Life. 

Enter Troilus. 

How now, young Man; mean'ſt thou to fight to day? 
And. Caſſandra, call my Father to perſwade. : 
He&. No Faith, young Troilus ; doff thy Harneſs, Youth: 

I am to day ith yein of Chivalry: | 

Let grow thy Sinews till their knots be ſtrong, 

And tempt not yet the bruſhes of the War. 

Unarm go; and doubt thou not, brave Boy, 

I'll ſtand to day, for thee, and me, and Troy. 

Toi. Brother, you have a vice of Mercy in you; 

Which better fits a Lion, than a Man. 8 
Hef, What Vice is that? Good Tyoilus, chide me for it. 
Troi. When many times the Captive Grecian: fall, 

Even in the fan and wind of your fair Sword, 

You bid them riſe, and live. | 
Hed. O, *tis fair play. 

Troi. Fools Play, by Heav'n, Hector. 
Hef. How now? how now? 
Troi. For th Love of all the Gods, 

Let's leave the Hermit Pity with our Mothers; 

And when we have our Armours buckeld on, 

The venom'd Vengeance ride upon our Swords, 

Spur them to ruful Work, reia them from ruth. 

Hect. Fie, Savage, fie. 
Troi. Hector, then tis Wars. 1 
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Hed, Troilus, I would not have you fight to day. Ha 
Troi. Who ſhould with hold me? | Ho 
Not Fate, Obedience, nor the Hand of Mars, Bel 
Beckning wich fiery Truncheon my retire: Lil 
Not Priamus and Hecuba on Knees, | An 
Their Eyes o er- galled with recourſe of Tears; : | 
Nor, you, my Brother, with your true Sword drawn, 
Oppos d to hinder me, ſhould ſtop my Way; Th 
| But by my Ruin. l 
| n Enter Priam and Caſſandra. | 80 
Caf. Lay hold upon him, Friam hold him faſt: Do 
| He is thy Crutch; now if thou loſe thy ſtay, a 
| Thou on him leaning, and all Trey on thee; ; 
Fall all together. | , 
g | Priam. Come, Hector, come, go back: a Ic 

| Thy Wife hath Dreamt; thy Mother hath had Viſions; 5 
Caſſandra doth foreſee; and I my ſelf, 8 . 
Am like a Prophet, ſuddenly enrapt, ü : 
] To tell thee that this day is Ominous: | f 2 
N Therefore come back. | 
Hef, neas is a- field. | 
And 1 do ſtand 'engag'd to many Greeks, ſo 
Even in the Faith of Valour, to appear wh 
This Morning to them. | on 
Priam. Ay, but thou ſhalt not go. 5 ane 
Hef, I muſt not break my Faith: | Cy 
You know me Dutiful, therefore, cear Sir, | the 
Let me not ſhame reſpect; but give me leave | 
To take that courſe by your Conſent and Voice, the 
| Which you do here forbid me, Royal Priam. Tt 
' | Caf. O, Priam, yield not to him. : Ge 
| Andr. Do not, dear Father. M 
Heft. Andromache, 1 am offended with you: Bu 

| Upon the love you bear me, get you in. 

| Txxit Andromache. 
Toi. This fooliſh, dreaming, ſuperſtitious Girl, Py 


Makes all theſe bodements. 
Caſ. O farewel, dear Hector: 
Look how thou dieſt; look how thy Eyes turn pale; 
Look how thy Wounds do bleed at many vents; * 
l 8 ar 
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Hark how Troy roars; how Hecuba cries out; 
How poor Andromache ſhrills her Dolour forth; 
Behold Diſtraſticn, Frenzy and Amazement, 
Like witleſs Anticks, one another meet. 

And all cry Hector, Hector s dead: O Hector! 

Troi. Away, 

Caf. Farewel: Yet, ſoft: Hector I take my leave; 
Thou do'ſt thy ſelf, and all our Troy deceive. [Exit, 
Hect. You are amaz'd, my Liege. at her Exclaim: 

Go in and cheer the Town, we'll forth and fight; 
Do deeds of praiſe, and tell you them at Night. 
Priam, Farewel: The Gods with ſafety ſtand about thee: 
[ Alarum. 
Toi. They are at it, hark: Proud Diomede, believe 
I come to loſe my Arm, or win my Sleeve, 
5 Enter Pandarus. 

Pand. Do you hear, my Lord? do you hear? 

Troi, What now? - 

Fand. Here's a Letter come from yond poor Girl 

Troi. Let me read. 

Pand. A whorſon Ptifick, a whorſon raſcally Ptiſick, 
ſo troubles me; and the fooliſh Fortune of this Girl, and 
what one thing, and what another, that I ſhall leave you 
one o'theſe days; and I have a Rheum in mine Eyes too, 
and ſuch an ach in my Bones, that unleſs a Man were 
2 I cannot tell what to think on't. What ſays ſhe, 
there | 

Troi. Words, Words, meer Words; no Matter from 
the Heart. 

Th Effect doth operate another way. [Tearing the Letter. 
Go Wind to Wind, there turn and change together: 
My Love with Words and Errors ſtill ſhe feeds; 
But edifies another with her Deeds. | 
Pand. Why, but hear you----- 
e. Troi. Hence, Brothel, Lacquy. x ar and Shame . 
Purſue thy Life, and live ay with thy Name. ¶ Exeunt. 


—— 
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SCE N E IV. The Feld between Troy and | 


the Camp. 
Alarum. Enter Therſites. 


Ther. Now they are clapper-clawin 2 another, 11! © 


look on: That diſſembling abominable Varlet, Diomede, 
— got that ſame ſcurvy, doating, fooliſh young Knave's 


| Sleeve of Troy, there in his Helm: I would fain ſee them 


meet, that, that ſame young Trojan Aſs, that loves the 
Whore there, might ſend that Greeki/h Whore-maſterly 
Villain, with the Sleeve, back to the diſſembling luxuri- 
hu Drab, of a ſleeveleſs Errant. O'th' t'other fide, the 
_ of thoſe crafty ſwearing Raſcals, that ſtale old 
e-eaten dry Cheeſe, Neſtor; and that ſame dog-fox 
Ulyſſes is not prov'd worth a Blackberry. They ſet me up 
in Policy that mungril Cur Ajax, againſt that Dog of as 
bad a kind, pred And = is aa Cur 4jax prouder 
than the Cur Achilles, and will not arm to Day. Where- 


upon the Grecians begin to proclaim Barbariſm, 3 


ey grows into an ill Opinion. 
Eiter Diomede and Troilus. 


Soft — here comes Sleeve, and t other. 

Troi. Fly not; for ſnould ſt thou take the River Sha, 1 
would ſwim after. 

Dio. Thou doſt miſcall Retire: 
Ido not fly, but advantagious Care 
rr me from the odds of Multitude; | 

ve at thee. They go off fightin 

. Ther. Hold thy Whore, Grecian: We 8 
Trojan: Now the Sleeve, now the Sleeve, now the Sleeve. 

Enter Hector. 


Hed. What art thou, Greek? art thou for Hector match? | 
Art thou of Blood and Honour? 


Ther. No, no: I am a Raſcal; a ſcurvy railing Kaste, 
a very filthy Rogue. | 
Hect. I do believe thee — live. Exit. 
Ther. God- a- mercy, that thou wilt believe me; but a 
Plague break thy Neck. for frighting me; what's be- 
come of the wenching Rogues? I think, they have mw 
lowe 
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Preſent the 
Fellow, commend my Service to her Beauty: 
Tell her, I have chaſtis'd the amorous Trojan, 
And am her Knight by proof. b / 
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lowed one another. 1 would laugh at that Miracle 


yet in a ſort, Letchery eats it ſelf: I'll ſeek them. [| Exir. 

Enter Diomedes and Servant. | 

Dio. 3 my Servant, take thou Troilus's Horſe, 
air Steed to my Lady Creſſid : 


Ser. I go, my Lord. 
Enter Agamemnon. 
Aga. Renevvr, rene w, the fierce F 
Hath beat down Menon: Baſtard Margarelon 


- Bath Doreus Priſoner, * 


And ſtands Coloſſu: wiſe) waving his Beam, 


| "Upon the paſhed coarſes of the Kings, 


Epiſtropia and Cedus: Polyxines is {lain ; 
Amphimachus and Thos deadly hurt; 


Patroclis ta en or ſlain; and Palamedes 
Sore hurt and bruiſed ; the dreadful Sagittary 


Appals our Numbers; haſte we, Diomade, 

To Reinforcement; or we periſh all. 

— »* 'Pnter Neſtor. 
Neſt. Go bear Patrocluss Body to'Hobilles, 

And bid the ſoail'd-pac'd Ajax arm for ſhame, 
There are a thouſand Hettors in the Field: 
No here he fights on- Gathe his Horſe, 

And there lacks work; anon he's there foot, 

And there they fly or dye; like ſcaled Sculls. 
Before the belching Whale: Then is he yonder, 
And there the ſtraying 'Gheeks;' ripe for his edge, 

Fall down before him, like the Mower's Swath; 

Here, there, and every where; be leaves and takes; 


Dexterity ſo obeꝰying ite, 
That — 2 


what he woll, oes, and does fo much, 
That Proof is call d ij mpoſſibility. | 
een Enter Ulyſſes. 

U. Oh, Courage, Courage, Princes; great Achilles 


Is arming, weeping; curſing, vowing cance ; 


Patroclus's Wounds' rowyz d his drowſie Blood, 
Together with his mangled Myrmidons, 
—ä ht 


—  — — — — 
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Crying on Hector. Ajax hath loſt a Friend. 
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That noſeleſs, handleſs, hackt and chipt, come to =_ 


And foams at Month, and he is arm'd, and at it, N 
Roaring for Troilus, who hath en to Day * B. 
Mad and fantaſtick Execution, : | 97 
Engaging and redeeming of himſelf, | 
With ſuch a careleſs Force, and forceleſs Care, | I 
As if that Luck in very ſpite of . of 018 ki E 
Bad him win all. 18 | 
| Enter Ajax. 
Ajax. Troilus, thou Coward, Tila 42 4 Exit. 
Dio. > there, there. 12 5674 
. .Neft. So , bo, we draw dagen 47 wit | {lohan 
eier Achille. 
Achil. Where i is this Hector? 
Come, come, thou Boy- killer, ſhew thy face: 
Know what it is to meet Achilles angry. 
Hector, ares Hector? I will none but Hecdor. | ſ Exit, 
Enter Ajax. 
Ajax. Tela, thou Coward — ſhew thy Head, 


hPa A, wt —— 


Enter Diomede. 
Dio. Troilus, I ſay, where's Troilus :? 
Ajax. What wouldſt thou? 
Dio. I would correct him, d | 
Ajax. Were | the General, „ $38 5151 3 
Thou ſhould'ſt have my Office, 
Ere that Correction: Troilus, 1 fay, what, Troilus? 
Enter Troilus. rs 
Troi. Oh Traitor Diomede! | 
Turn thy falſe Face, thou Traitor. 
And pay thy Life, thou oweſt-me for my Horſe. 
Dio. Ha, art thou there? | 
Ajax. VII fight with him alone, and Diomede. 7 
Bi. He is my: prize, I will not look upon. 


. at 47 


s _Troi, Come, both you cogging Greeks, have at you both. 


[Exennt fighting, 


Enter Hector. 

Hed. Yea, Troilus? O well fought, my youngeſt Brother 
Enter Achilles. 

chil, Now do I ſee thee; have at thee, Heclor. 1 


at, 
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Hed. Pauſe, if thou wilt. Wadern Figbt. 


Achil. I do diſdain thy Sourteſie. prou MO. | 


Be happy that my Arms are out of u 
My reſt and negligence, befriend thee now, 
But thou anon ſhalt hear of me again: 

Till -when, go ſeck thy Fortune. 

Hedt. Fate thee well; 2 
I would have been much more a freſher Man, 
Had I expected thee; how now my Brother? 


Enter Troilus. 

Troi. 2 hath ta en Æneas; ſnall it be? 
No by the flame of yonder glorious Heava 
He ſhall not carry him: I'll be taken too, ah 47% 
Or bring him off: Fate, 1 me what I fay;,....- +. 


I wreak not, though thou end my Life to, Day. [ Extt, 
iter one in Armour. 
Hed. stand, ſtand, thou Greek, "Irene 
Thou art a goodly Mark: a 
No? wilt thou not? I like thy Armour — * | 
I fruſi it, and unlock the Rivers all, 
But I'll be Maſter of it; wilt thou not, Beaſt, abide ? 
Why then fly on, IIl hunt thee for thy Hide. [ Exit. 
Enter Achilles with My rmidoas. 
Achil. Come here about me, you my Ami 
Mark what I fay, attend me where 1 wheel, 
Strike not a Stroke, but keep your ſelyes in. Na 8 
— when 1 have the bloody Hector found, 
Kopelc him with your Weapons round about: 
lleſt manner execute your Arms. 
2 me, Sirs, and my proceeding Exe: | 
It is decreed — Heclr 1 Great muſt die. [ Exe. 
Enter Therſites, Menelaus and Paris. | 
Ther. The Cuckold, and the Cuckold. maker are at it 
Now: Bull. now Dog; loo, Pars, ioo; no my double 


. 
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ben d Sparrow ;, loo, Paris, loo; the Bull has che Game: 
ware Horns, ho. [Exit Paris and Menelaus 


_ Enter Raa d. 
Baſt. Turn, Slave, and fight. 8 
Ther, What art thou? 1 c 
Baſt. A Baltard Son of Prigmn's. IS Wi. - to 


— — — — 
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Ther. 1 am x Baſtard too, I love Baſtards, I am a Ba- 


ſtard begot, Baſtard inſtructed, Baſtard in Mind, Baſtard 
in Valour, in every thing Illegitimate: One Bear will not 
bite another, and Wherefore ſhould one Baſtard? Take 
heed, the Quarrel's moſt omiabus to us: If the Son of a 
-Whore fight for a Whore, he tempts Judgment: Fare wel, 
Bard. % ae e 250m * O. 
Baſt. The Devil take thee Coward. [ Exeumt. 
Euter Hector. n 
He. Moſt putrified Core! fo fair without: 
Thy goodly Armour thus hath coft thy Life. 
Now is my day's work done; Til take good Breath: 
Rel Sword; thou haſt thy fill of Blood and Death. 
6; Enter Achilles, and his Myrmidons. 
Achil. Look, Hecror, no the Sun begins to ſet; 
How ugly Night comes breathing at his Heels: 
Even with the veil and darking of the Sun, Wo. 
To cloſe the Day up," Heco Life is done, 
If They fall pon Hector and kill him. 
_ He: Tam armed, forego this vantage: Greek." 
Ashil. Sttxke, Fellows, firiks;" this is the Man I ſeek. 


On, Myrmiildns,"try* y 
ii e Gee e e 
Hark, a Retreat öpOH U ur Grermm part 
Myr. The Trojan Frumpets ſound the like, my Lord, 
Achil. The dragon Wing of Night o'er ſpreads the Earth; 
And, Sticklerhke, the Armies ſepatate sn; 
My half ſupt Sword, that frankly would have fed, 
Pleas'd this dainty Bit, thus goes to Bed. 
ene Et his Body to my Horſe's Tail! 
Along the Field, I will the Trojan=erail.* © TExeant. 
CO | U * m _ god = (ni [Seurid Retreat. 4 Shout. 
Enter Agamemnon, yax, Menelaus, Neſtor, Diomede, 
ant the'yeſt Marching, 
Aga. Hark, hark, what ſhout is that? 
ee 338 366's 1 
Sol. Achilles! Achillat! Hocker (hin; Athilles ? 
| | Ajax, 
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Ajax, If it is b yet bragleſs let it be: 
Great Hector was as good a Man as he. 
Aga. March patiently along; let one be ſent 
To pray Achilles ſee us at our, Tent. 
If in his Death the Gods have us befriended, | 
Great, Troy is ours, and our ſharp Wars are ended. 
Enter Aneas, Paris, Antenor and Deiphobus. . 
Dis. Stand ho, yet are we Maſters of the Field, 
Never go home, here ſtarve we out the Night. 
Sg 10 t Euter Troilus. [1 | ! 
; Troi. Hector is ſlain. ae 9 > 
All. Hector the Gods forbid! N 
Troi. He's dead, and at the Murtherer's Horſe's Tail, 
In beaſtly ſort dragg d through the ſhameful, Field. 
Frown on, you — your rage with ſpeed; 
Sit Gods upon your Thrones and (ile at Troy. | - 
1 once, det your brief Plagues be Mercy, 
And linger not our ſure Daſtructions on-. 
Ene. My Lord, you do diſcomfort all the Hot. 
Troi. Yow underſtand me not; that telh me {0 5... 
I do not ſpeak of flight,: of fear, of Death. 
But dare all imminenee, that Gods and Men 
Adqremabeir Dangers in. Fiector is gone: 
Who ſhall tell Pam ſo? or Hema??? 
Let him tat dvi a Serieteb· Owl ay be call d, 
Go in to Troy; and ſuy there, Hedor's dead 
There is a word ill. Priam turn ogt nes 
Make Wells, and Niobes of the Maids and Wives; 
Cool Statues of the Ycuth; and, in a Word, 
Scare Troy out of it ſelf. But march away, 
Hector is dead: There is no more to ſay. 
Stay yet, you vile abominable Tents, 
Thus proudly pight upon our Phrygian Plains : 
Let Titan riſe, as early as he dare, 
I'll through and th 
No ſpace of Earth Gall ſander oup-two Hates, 
I'll haunt thee, like à wicked Conſcience till, 
That mouldeth Goblings ſwiſt as Frenſies thoughts. 
Strike a free march to Troy, with comfort go: 
N 3 Hope 


E 


h you. And thou great fiz'd Coward 


— 
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Hope of Reyenge ſhall hide our inward Woe.” 
Enter Pandarus. 
Pan. But hear you, hear you? 
Toi. Hence, Brothel, Lack . [gnominy and Shathe 
Strikes him. 
Purſue thy Life, and live aje with thy N [ Exemnnt. 
Pan. A goodly med'cine for mine aking Bones: Oh 
World! World! World! thus is the poor Agent — 5d: 
Oh, Traitors and Bawds; how earneſtly are you ſet at 
Work, and how ill requited? why ſhould our Endeavour 
be ſo deſir d, and the Performance ſo loath d? What Verſe 
for it? what inſtance for it? —— Let * _ __ 
Full merrily the Humble Bee'doth ſing Nes 
Till he hath loſt his Hony and his Sting; sd 11 
But being once ſubdu'd in armed Tail, V uo Buren 
Sweet Honey and {ſweet Notes together fail. $5 
Good Traders in the Fleſh, ſet this in your painted Cloths 
As many as be here of Pandar's Hall, 
Your Eyes balf out, weep out at Pandar's Fall; A. 
Or if you cannot weep, yet give ſome groans, * 
Though not ſor me, yet for your aking , 
Brethren and Siſters of the hold: door Trade, 
Some two Months hence, my Will ſhall here be made: 
It ſhould be now, but that my fear is this, u 
Some galled Gooſe of chef would hiſs; 
Till then, II ſwear, and ſeek about for Eaſes, 
And at that time Pan you 10 nen kek! it, 
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Dramatis \Rerſonw,. 


M E N. 


Ce Martius Coriolanus, a Noble Roman, 
bated by the Common People. 

Titus Lartius, X Generals againſt the Volſcians, aud 

— Cominius, c Friends to Coriolanus. 
Menenius Agrippa, Fiend zo Coriolanus. 
Siciniug Velutus, 2 Tribunes of the People, and E- 
Junius Brutus, 85 nemies to Cotiolanns. 
Fullus Aufidius, General of the Volſcians. 
Lieutenant to Aufidius. 
Toung Martius, Sos 10 Coriolanus.. 


WO M- E N. 


Volumnia, Mother 10 — 7 
Virgilia, Mile te Ga — 1 
Valeria, Niend 40 V 


Roman and Voneigg ee, . Lieors,. 
Soldiers, C e Aufidius, 


and other an 
— * . | 


The SCE N S Rome and 
partly in the 7 err io the Volſcians, 
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ACT. * SCENE L 


Euter a Company of Mutinous Citizens, with Saves, 
Clubs, and aher Hane. 1 


T4 Av, I a 
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1 D 1 CITIZEN. FEST 
EE n E we Loy wording bear 
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: * 
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9 - 
7 
| all. 
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1 ie. e ee to 
die than to famifh? ß 
| All. Refoly'd, refoly'd. . 
— . you know, Cains Marti- © 
us is chief Enemy to People 
en chief Enemy 0 ate 1 undd 
1 Cit. Let us kill him, and well have cm ut ourown 
Price? 128 wVerdiaa>v (noon one! » * . 
All. No more talking ont, let't be toon away; away. 
2 Cie. One word good Citi ens. 
I Cir. We are accounted poor Citizens; the Fatricians 
: What Authority ſurfeits on. would relieve us: 
090 1 Wen. NT vH hed delt 


19 


Ek 
* 


— 


aw F. 
— * 


| Ir they would yield us but the ſuperfluity, while it were 


cularize their Abundance; © Our ſufferance is,a_2an t 
them. Let-us revenge this with oũr Pikes; ere , 
come Rakes: For the Gods know, I ſpeak this in hung 
ger for Bread, not in thirſt for Reyenge. 


* 1 would you proceed eſpecially againſt Nie. 

. IN 

* All, Againſt him firſt: He's à very Dog to the Com 

monalty. | {of ek i 
2 Cit. Conſider you what Services he has done for his 


%, as 


> 


1 Cit. Very well: and could be content to give him 
good Report for't; but that he pays himſelf with being proud. 

Ally Nay,; but ſpeak not . I 

1 Cit. I fay unto you, what he hath done fatnouſly, 
he did it to that end; thongh ſoft conſcienc'd Men can 
be content to ſay it was for his Country, he did it to- 


plez{e his Mother, and to he partly proud, which he is, 


even to the altitude of his Virtue | 

2 Cit. What he cannot help in h's Nature, you account 
a Vice in him: You muft in no 8 he is Covetbus. 
1 Cit. If muſt not, I need not be berren of Aceuta- 


tions; he hath Faults, with ſurplus, to dire in Repetition; 
| ! ebene within. 


What Shouts are thoſe? The other ſide Welk City is, riſen; 
why ſtay we prating here? To th Capitol 
All. Come, comet e n nth. Jeri el 
1 Git, Soft who comes here?! 
| Enter Menenius Fri oni 1-115 21 ww 
2 Cit, Worthy Menenius ons ew Rakes always 
lov'd the *People: 2vzl ow Eng mil lig h 19.1 40 
1 Ciz. He's one honeſt enough, would albthereſt were {y, 
Aen. Whit work's, my Countrymen, in hand? 
Where go you with your Bats and Clubs? The Matter 
Speak, I pray you 7 1009 , e 
2 Cit. Our Bufineſs.is not unknown to they Senate, they 
bare had inkling, this Fortnight, what we intended 8 
| which 


—_—— 
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which now we'll ſhew em in Deeds: they ſay, poor Suit- 


0 ys r 


Arms too- 
? Men. Why Maſters, my good Friends, mine hon:{t 
'Neighboyrs, will you undo your ſelves? 
1 2 Cit, We cannot, Sir, we are undone already. 
4 Men. 1 tell you, Friends, moſt charitable care 
Have the Parricians of you: for your Wants, 
Your ſufferings in this Dearch you may as well 
Strike at the Heav'n with your Staves, as lift them + 
Againſt the Roman State; whoſe courſe will on 
The way it takes, cracking ten thouſand Curbs - 
Oft more ſtrong link'd aſunder, than can ever 

Appear in your Impediment. For the Dearth; 
' The Gods, not the Patricians make it; and 
Your Knees to them, not Arms, mutt help. Alack, 
You are tranſported by Calamity 
Thither, where more attends you; and you ſl inder 
The Helms oth! State, who care for you, like Fathers, 
When you curſe them as Enemies. 


repeal daily any wholſom Act eſtabliſhed againſt the Rich, 
and proyide mare 


there's all the love they bear us. 
Men. Either you mut. .. 
Confeſs your 5 word'rous malicious, 
Or be accus'd of Folly. I ſhall tell you 
A pretty Tale, it may be you have heard it, 
But ſince it ſerves my purpoſe, I will venture 
To ſcale't a little more, 
2 Cit. Well, 855 
Ill hear it, Sir — yet you muſt not think 
To fob off cur Diſgrace with a Tale: 
But, and 't pleaſe you, deliver. | 
Men. There was a time when all the Rodi-s Membere 
Rebell'd againſt the Belly; thus accus'd it 
That only like a Gulf it gd remain | 


7 


['3 TY K 


ers have ſtrong Breaths, they ſhall know we have ſtrong 


2 Cit. Care for us!]. True indeed, they ne er car d for us- 
yet. Suffer us to famiſh, and their Store-honſes cramm'd 
with Grain: Make Edicts for Uſury, to ſupport Uſurers ; 


peeing Statutes daily, to chain up and 
reſtrain the Poor. If the Wars eat us not up, they will, and 
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th midſt o th Body, nian ; C 
Still cupbording the Viand, never | 
Like Labour wich the reſt; where th' other Toftruments- 
Did ſee, and hear, deviſe, inſtru, walls, feel, 
And mutually participate, did miniſter + 
Unto the Appetite, and Affection common 
Of the whole Body. The Belly anfiver'd — - 
2 Cir. Well, Sie, What anſwer made the Belly? 
Men. Sir. I ſpall tell you with a kind of ſmile, 
Which ne'er came from the Lungs, but even thus 
(For look you, I may make the ty fmile, Aas 
As well as ſpeak) it tauntingly reply 
To the diſcontented Members, the ner * 
That envied his Receit; even ſo moſt fitly, 
As you malign our Senators, for that 
They are not ſuch as you | 
The agli lt Heat. were, big — 
crown d He e o 
” The Comnkitor Heart, the Arm 4 Bee: - 1694s B04 1 
Our Steed the Leg, the Tongue our Trumpeter 55 | N 
With other Muniments and petty. Helps , B 
In this our Fabrick, if that they —— N Ar 
Men. What then? —— For me this Fellow ſpeaks. Ye 
What then? what then? 9 | 
2 Cit. Should by the Cormorant pely be ö os 
Who is the ſink o th Body —— 297 oY 
Men. Well, —— what thed? _ „ n! Tt 
2 Cit. The former Agents; if they did comphin, er Le 
What could the Belly. anſwer? 
Men. I will tell you, | 
If youll beſtow a {mall (of what you have mY 
Patience, a while; you'll hear the Belly's anſwer. 
2 Cit. Yare long about it. | | 
Men Note me this, good Friend; _ © | 
Your moſt grave Belly was deliberate, Ke is rn 
Not raſh, like his Accuſers, and thus anfwer'd; _ 
True is it, my incorporate Friends, quoth 5 


o 


rr 


That receive the general Food at firſt | 
Which you do live upon; and fit it is, | | | Ber 
Becauſe I. am the Store · houſe, and the Shop © | Th 


. ohm Body. But if you do remember, 
Pens it gh che Rivers of your Blood 


Even to the Court, the Heart, 20 th" ſeat oth Brain, 
And through the Cranks and Offices of Man, 1 
The ſtrongeſt Nerves, and ſmall inferior Veins 

From me receive that natural competent 

whereby they live. And though that all at once, 

You, my good Friends, (this ſays the Selly) mark Wee of] 

2 Cit. Ay, Sir, well, well. 

Men. h all at once, cannot 
See, what 1 do deliver out to each, 

Yet I can make my Audit up; that all 

From me do back receive the Flow'r of all, 

And leave me but the Bran. What ſay you tot? 

2 Cit, It was an anſwer----how apply you this? 

Men. The Senators of Rome are t 925 Belly, " 

And you the mutinous Members; — 7 Fre 

Their Counſels, and their Care; digeſt things a” 
Touching” the Weal oth Common, ou ſhall 

No publick Benefit which you receive, 

But it proceeds or comes from them to you, | 
And no way from your ſelyes. What do you think ?- 
You, the great Toe of this Aſſembly? . 

2 Cie. I the great Toe! Why the great Toe? | 
As For that being one o th loweſt, baſeſt, pooreſt 
Of this moſt- wife Rebellion. think goelt formoſt: | 

Thou Raſcal, that are worſt in Blood to 525 | 

Lead'ft firft to win ſome —_ 

But make you ready your Riff Bats and Clubs 

Rome and her Rats are at the point of Pare. | 

The one ſide muſt have Bail. an ann 
Buer Caius Martius. 

Hail, 6 N * 

Mar. Thanks. What's tter, en rr 
That rubbing the poor itch ow 05 ow K 
Make your — Scabs. Was 

2 Cit. We have eyer your word. a 

Mar. He that will 72 8800 Words to thee, will flatter 
Beneat abhorring. hat Sc you a Cars, © - 

e not Peace, nor War? The one affrights'you; - 


— — 


* * 
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The other makes you proud. He that truſts to ju, 
Where he ſhould find your Lions, finds your Hares : 
Where Foxes; Geeſe you are: No ſurer, no, 
Than is the coal of Fire upon the Ice, 

Or Hailſtone in the Sun. Your Virtue is, 

To make him worthy, whoſe Offence ſubdues him, 
And curſe that taſtice, did it. Who deſerves Greatneſs, 
Deſerves your Hate; and your Aſſections are | 
A ſick Man's Appetite, who defires molt that, N 
Which would encteaſe: his Exil. He that depends 
Upon your Favours, ſwims with ſins of Lead. 


And hews down Oaks with Ruſhes. Hang ee ye! . 


With every Minute you do change a Mind, 

And call him noble, that was now your Hate, 

Him Vile, that was your Garland. What's dds e 
That in the ſeveral places of the City 17 | 
You cry againit the Noble Senate, who... 


(Under the Gods) keep. you. in awe, which. ele NY 7 1 N 
Would feed on one another? What's their 42555 _ 
Men. For Corn at their oa Rates, where * . 225 


The * is well ſtor d. | 
Mar, Hang em: Thy ſa) 5 | | 
They'll fit by th' Fire; and — to — 1 
What's done. i th. Capitol; who's like to riſe. 
Who thrixes, and who declines: Side bo ne 


Conjectural Marriages; making. Parties ſtoong, o - 14 41, 


And feebling ſuch as ſtand not in their liking, |. | 
Below their cobled Shoes... They fay,there's bed 
Would the Nobility lay aſide their Ruh, 
And let me uſe a Sword, 1'd make a Quarry... 

With thouſands of theſe quarter d Slaves, as dieb 
As I could pitch my. Lance. 


Men. Nay, theſe are almoſt Fon ebe. 5 * 


For though abundantly they, lack Diſcreuon,; 
Yet are they paſſing cowardly, Bur, I beleech, ige. 5 
What ſays the —— Troop ? 77" ft | 1 | 
Mar. They are diſſolv'd; hang em, p 
They ſaid they were an bungry, figh'd; forth EN: 
That Hunger broke StoneWalls that Dogs muſt eat. 


That Meat e made far mauiſhi —. that the Gods. ſent net 


T Corn 


— 
1 
' #3; * 
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Corn for the Rich Men only — With theſe ſhreds _ 
They vented their Complainings; Which being g anſwer'd, 
And a Petition granted them, a ſtrange one, 
To break the H-art of Generoſity, 
And make bold Power look pale; they threw their Caps 
As they would hang them on the Horns * ese 
Suiting their Emulation. Ila bo 

Men. What is granted them? 

Mar. Five Tribunes to defend their vulgar Wiſdoms, 
Ot their own choice. One's Junius Brutus, | 
Sicinins Velutus, and I know not- S death, 

The Rabble ſhould have firſt unrooſt the City. 

Ere ſo prevail'd with me; it will in time 

Win upon Power, and throw forth greater Themes 

For Inſurrections arguing, - Vole): mod: „ ens | 
Men. This is t | 
Mar. Go. get you ome; you Fragments. 


TK | | 
\ Eqran.a: Meſſenger: > 109 e Trey 


— mj — — — — — 9 
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1455 Where's Caius Martius? 
Mar. Here what's the Matter? | 
Meſ. The News is, Sir, the Vol/cies are in arme. 
Mar. L am glad on't; then we ſhall haye means to ven- 
Our muſty ſuperfluity. See, gur beſt Elders - 
Enter Sicinius Velutus, Junius, Brutus, Cominius, * 
bod ; bai Lutius, with other Senators. 
; 1 Sen, Martius, tis true, n you have. lately told. us, 
| The Volſcies axe; in Arai 20079h nol 19901 ST x x: 
- Mar. They have a Leider, ot r 
; Tullius Aufidins, that will put you to . 111 it 
I-fin in envying his.Nobilicy:: - - dw = | 
And were 1 any thing but what Lam, * 
could wiſh me only he, 
Com. You have — together? 
Mar, Were half tothalf the World by thi Ears and he 
Upon my Party, Id revolt, to make 
Only my Wars with him. Ne. is a Lion 
That I am proud to hunt. 
1 Sen. Then worthy, Mention. * AF Pe oY 
Attend upon Cominius to theſe Mares. mo wo meds AM 
1 _ it is your former promiſe. 
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Mar. Reet AY 
And 1 am conſtant: Tirus Bene — 24+ 518 
Shalt ſee me one more ſtrike at Twllins's how: f 
What, art thou iff? Stand'ſt out 1 A 
Tit. No, Cains Martius, 
I'll lean upon ane Crutch, and bebt with bebe ; 
Ere (by behind IO. 
bre 8 
1 168. Locle ee to — where Vow 
Our greateſt Friends tend us. js 
Tit. — you on; — * we mu follow 
right wort 1 riori 
* Noble — Fry 
1 Sen. Hence tò your Homes--be gone. [To the Citizens 
Mar. Let them follow, ie 1 
The Volſcies have much Corn: take theſe Rats thither 
To gna their Gatiiers.' ' Worſhiipful! Motineers;*) 
Your Valour puts well forth; pray follow. — 
[Citizens fleat away. Mainent" Sicinius ani Brutũs. 
Sic. Was ever Man Ar 15 15 this Martine? * 
| Bru, He has no &qual. 3 * 
— When we We choſen Tribunes foe the People—-- 
__ vou his 1 ehe Eben 17 
25 eee 
mod d. not to gird t Gods. 
Sie Ir, Bong mp 1 rage r 
ru. The preſent Wars devour bien, he i ee. | 
Too proud to be ſo valiant. 
Sic. Such a Nature, tickled viel Soest, difdaing: 
the Shadow which he treads on at! ; but L do won - 
der, his [nſolence can brook / to be cbtu mandel: under 
Comiius af vino ate tie, bugs | 
Bru, Fame, at the which be aims: N wet u nv 
In whom alfeady he is Well grad Gander! - 1 84 
Better he held, nor mofe attalf thaw by 7050 Vun nagt! 
A place below the'firſt;"for What Mmſſerbies 
Shall be the General's fault, tho he perom 8 1 807 
To the utmoſt of a Man; and cenſre 
Will then cry out of Martius: b e ehe den 
Had born the Buſinels— 10 of 7. ITS 
Woe 2 


2 


They needs muſt ſhew themſelves, 
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Sic. Beſides, if things go well. 
Opinion, that ſo ſticks on Martius, ſhall. 
Of his demerits rob Cominiuss. 

Bru. Come; half all Cominiuss Honours are to Martius, 
Though Martius earn d them not; and all his Faults. | 
To Martius ſhall be Honours,, dre eve 
In ought he merit nor. a\2340D |! 

Sic. Let's hence, and hear 
How the diſpatch is made, and in what fatbon, 

More than his ſingularity, he goes. 
Upon this preſent Action. wh by 

Bru, Let's $ along. Fe n © [Exennt, 


SEN E IL. Cons. 


Enter Talus Avfidjus, with Senators of Coriolus 
1 Sen. So, your Opinion is, Aufrdins, \ © 
That they of — entred in ou Counſels, 
And know how we proceec. 
Auf ls it not yours? 
What ever hath been thought on in this. State 
That, coyld be brought to bodily act, ere Rome 
Had Circumventian ? tis not four Days gone. 
Since I heard thence -: theſe are the Words I think 
I have the Letter here, yes — here i is; 
They have preſt à Power, but it is not known- 
Whether for Eaſt or Welt; the Dearth is great, 
The People Mutinous; and it is rumeur d 
Comminigus, Martius your old Enemy, 
(Who is of Rome worſe hated than of you) 
And Timur Lartius, a molt valiant Roman, 
Theſe three lead on this Preparation | 
Whither tis bent----moſt- Uikely,” tis for you: 
Conſider of it. | e 
x Sen. Our Army's in the Field: 
We never yet made doubt, bur Rome was ready, 
To anſwer us. 


Auf Nor did you think it fo | 
To keep your great pretences veil'd, till w 


/ 


which i the licking: 
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It ſeem'd appear d to Rome. By the diſ cover, 


We ſhall be ſhortned in our Aim, which was Fong” 


To take in many Towns, ere (almoſt) Rome 
Should know we were a-foot, 
2 Sen. Noble Aufi dius. 11% 4h 
Take your Commiſſion, hie you to your Bands 
Let us alone to guard Coriolus, 302 115777 001000 5 
If they ſet down before's: for the remoye. + 
Bring up your Army But, I think, y ou II find 
They've not prepar d for us. 
Auf. O, doubt not that, pi 2 
I ſpeak from Certainties. Nay more. 
Some parcels of their Power are forth already, _ 
And only hitherward. I leave your Honours. *' 


* . 


If we and Caius Martius chance to meet, jt : 3 
"Tis ſworn between us, we ſhall ever ſtrike, 


Till one can do no more. 
All. The Gods aſſiſt you 
Auf. And keep your Honours ſafſme. br, 
1 Sen. Paved, Frm 4097 362 Ab. 
2 Sen, Farewell. aA 2 50 4 | 


„ 18 CEN E. III. Rem. 
Enter Volumnia and Virgilia, They fit down. on two low 
A 0 NIE; cc fn 1905 
Vol. 1 pray you, Daughter, Sing, or expreſs your ſelf 
in a more comfortable ſort: If my Son were my Hul- 
band, 1 would freelier rejoice in that abſence-wherein he 
won Honour, than in the Embracements of his Bed, 
where he ſhould ſhew- moſt Love. When yet he was but 
tender-bodied, and the only Son of my Womb; when 
Youth with Comlineſs plucked all gaze his way; When 
for a Day of Kings Entreaties, a Mother ſhould not {ell 
him an Hour from her beholding, I, conſidering how Ho- 
nour would become ſuch a Perfon, that it was no better 
than PiRure-like to hang by th' Wall, it Renown made it 
nor ſtir, was pleas'd to let him ſeek Danger where he was 
like to find Fame: To a cruel War ſent him, eds Bacre 


- 


— 
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he revirind, bis Brows bound with Oak. I tell thee, 
Daughter, I ſprang no more K y at firſt hearing he 


was a Man child, than now in fi 
umſelf a Man, 
2 But had he died i in the BuſineGs, Madam, how. 
then? 
Vol. Then his pood Report ſhould have been my Son; 
therein od have found Hue: Hear me protels ſin- 
cerely: had I dozen Sons each in my love alike, and 
none leſs dear than thine and my good Martius, I had 
rather eleven dye nobly for their Country,” than one vo- 
e ſurfeic out of Action. 1. 
EBnier a Gentlewoman. a 

Gent Madam, the Lady Valeria is come to wise you. 

Vir. Beſeech you, give me leave to retire my _ 

Vol. Iadeed thou ſhalt not: | Arp 
Methinks I hear hither your Husband's Drum 
I ſee him pluck Aufidius down by th' Hair: 

(As Children from a Bear) the Volſcies ſhunning bim: 
Methinks I ſee him ſtamp thus and call thus 
Come on, ye Cowards, ye were got in fear 
N y you were born in Rome] bis blood Brow, - 
With his mail'd Hand, then wiping," forth he gocs. 
Like to a Harveſt-Man, that's tack'd to mow, 

Or all, or loſe his hire. 

Vir, Nis bloody Brow ! Oh Fupiter, no Blood, 

Vol. Away, you Fool; it more becomes a Man 
Than gilt his Trophy. The Breaſt of Hecuba, 

When ſhe did ſuckle Hedbor, look d not lovelier 
Than Hector's Forchead, when it ſpit forth Blood 
At Grecian Swords contending; tell Valeria . 
We are fit to bid her Welcome, - [Exit Gent. 
Vir. Heav'as bleſs my Lord from fell Aufidius. 
. Vol. He'll beat Aufidiuss Head below his Kaee, 
And tread upon his Neck. . ... 
Enter Valeria with an Uſher, and 4 Gentleweman... | 
Val. My Ladies both, good Day to you, 
Pol. Sweet Madam — 
* am glad to ſee your Ladyſhip—- 


| Val: 


ſeeing he had proved 


. 
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1 7 ? a C 3 os rn ALD ; 
Val. How do you both? You are manifeſt — 
ers. What are you ſowing here? A fine ſpot in goed faich. 
How does your little Sehr EE „ eee r eee 
V. I thank your Ladyſhip; Well, good Madam 
Vol. He had rather ſee the Swords, and hear a Drum, 
than look upon his School maſter.. . v1 
Val. A my word, the Father's Son: I'll ſwear tis a 
very pretty Boy. A my troth. I look d on him o Med 
neſday half an hour together haas ſuck. a confirm d Coun- 
retiance.” I ſa him run after a gilded Butterfly, - and 
when he caught it, he let it go again, and after it again 3 
and over and over he comes, and up again, and caught it 


did ſo ſet his Teeth and did tear it, Oh, 1 warrant how 
be mammockt it:: 
Val. Indeed la, tis a Noble Child. 
Vir. A Crack, Madam. 


Val. Come, lay alide your Stitchery, 1 muſt have you 


play the idle Huſvviſe with me this Afternoon. -- EY IT 
Vir. No, good Madam; - n4 ar ff en tf . . 35 

I will not out of Doors. 3 #1 
Val. Not Gut of Bobs g. 
Vol. She ſball, ſhe (ſhall 


Vir. Indeed no, by yeur Patience; I'll not over the 


Threſhold, till my Lord return from the Ware 
Pal. Fie, you confine your ſelf unreaſonably! 
Come, 72 mult go viſit the gobd Lady thut yes in. 

Vir. I will iſh her ſpeedy strengtli, und viſit her with 
my Prayers, but cannot go thicher i 
vol. Why; Ppray 5ass% br 1 

Vir. Tis not to five Labour, nor that I want Love. 
Val, You would be another'Penelope;" yet they ſay, all 
the Yarn ſhe ſpititin VDiyſers abſcace;" did but fill I:haca. 
— of Moths. — . — 
e as your Fi , that ou mi t leave TI J . 
. e 
Vir. No, good Madam, pardon' me, indeed I will not 
forth. © LEE ' Sn [UL 355 VE 


P 


Val. 


again; or whether his fall enrag d him, or how 'twas, he 


— 
— 
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Tal 1-6 ls with me, and ru tell you excellent 
News of your Husbanlc. 
Vir. Oh, good Madam, there can bo nous yet: | 
Val. Verily ooo with you; there came News 
from him laſt Ni 
Vir. Indeed Mada 33 Gb 
Val.-In earneſt it's true, I heard ester Teak it. 
Thus it is the Volſcies have an Army forth, againſt whom 
Cominius the General is gone, with one Part of our Reman 
Power. Your Lord; and Titus Lartius are ſet down before 
their City Coriolus, they nothing doubt prevailing. and to 
make it brief Wars. This is true, on Honour, and ſo, 
F pray, 'go with us. 
Vir. Give me- excuſe, good Madam, 1 will obey you in 
thing hereafter. - - 
Vol. Let her alone, Lady, as the i is now, 


Sbe will but diſeaſe our better Mirth. 


Val, In troth; I think ſſie would: 8 

Fare you well then. Come. good ſweet Lady. 

Prithee, Virgilia, turn thy ſolemneſs out a Door, 

And go along with us. 
Vir. No: | 

At a word, Madan Based l muſt not, 

I wiſh you much Mirth. ve ub 
Val. Well, then Farewel. Exeunt. 


8 c E NE IV. The Walls f Coriolus. 


N Martius Titus hartiue: wiah Dem Colowrs, "wich 


_ Captains and Soldiers: To them a Meſfenger. 
© Mar. Yonder comes News: 


A Wager they have met. 


* Lars: My Horſe to yours, no. 
Aar. *Tis done. X 
Lart. Agreed. .. 
Mar. Say, bas our c General a ; ig Enemy? 
Meſ. They lye,in view; buy. have not ſpoke | as het. 
Lare, So, the 155 Horſe is mine. 
Mart. Tu buy of you. 


An 


— — . — * —— 
—_—_ — — — = = 


— — — - — — — 


— — — 1 


” — 


— — H:lä = 


— 
_ * 
— — —— — ů ů ˙ ˙»˖* — 
————— T. 


That's leſſer than a little: * 
Hark, our Drum 


- 


310 CorlOLANUS. 


Tat No, TIl not fell,nor give him: Lend him you, wil 
For half an hundred Years: Summon the Town. 


Mar. How far off lye theſe Armies? 
Meſ. Within a Mile and half. 


Mar. Then ſhall we hear their Larum, and they Ours, 


Now Mars, I prithee make us quick in Work 
That we with ſmoaking Swords may march from hence, 
To help our fielded. Friends. Come, blow the blaſt. 
They ſound a Parley. Enter two Senators with others on the Hall. 
Tullus Aufidius is he within your Wal?!) | 

1 Senat. No, nor a Man that fears you leſs than he, 
Drum afar of 


Are bringing forth our Youth : We'll break our Walls 
Rather than they-ſhall pound us up; our Gates, 
Which yet ſeem ſhut, we have but pinn'd with Ruſhes, 
They l open of themſelves. Hark you far off. 
— 705 5 2 [ Alarum far af 

There is Aufidius. Liſt, what work he makes 
Amongſt your.cloven Army. |  Þ 

Mar. Oh, they are at it. 

Lart, Their noiſe be our Inſtruction. Ladders, ho. 

Enter the Volſciess 

Mar. They fear us not, but iſſue forth their City. 

Now put your Shields before your Hearts, and fight 


= 
* 


With Hearts more proof than Shields. 5 7 


Advance, brave Titus, 
They do diſdain us much beyond our Thoughts, 
Which makes me ſweat with Wrath. Come on, my Fellows 


He that retires; III take him for a Yol/cie,, * 


And he ſhall feel mine Edge... oo 
A'arum; the Romans are beat back to their Trenches, 
| Enter Martius. 
Mar. All the contagion of the South light on you, 


You ſhames of Rome; you Herds of Biles and Plagues, 
Plaiſter you o'er, that you may be abhorr'd 
Farther than ſeen, and one infect another | 
Againſt the Wind a Mile; You Souls of Geeſe, 
That bear the ſhapes of Men, how have you rug 
From Slaves, that Apes would beat? Flytoand Hell! 5 


— 
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All hurt behind, Backs red, and Faces pale | 

With flight and agued fear? mend, and charge home, 
Or by the Fires of Heav'n, Fll leave the Foe, 
And make my Wars on you: Look to't, come on; 

It you'll ſtand faſt, we'll beat them to their Wives, 
| As they us to our Trenches followed. 
Another Alarum, and Martius follows them to the 
__ "Gates, and is ſhut in. 

80. now the Gates are ope : Nom prove good Seconds: 
*Tis for the Followers, Fortune widens them, , 
Not ſeanbe Fliers: Mark me, and do the like. 


[He enters 1.900 Gates. 
'1 Sol. Fool hardineſß, not J. 
2 Sol. Nor J. 1303 | 
1 Sol, See, they have ſhut: him in. ¶ Alarum continues, 
All. To th' Pot, I warrant him. 31 
Enter Titus Lartius. 
Lart. What is become of Martius? 
All. Slain, Sir, doubtleſs. 
1 Sol. Following the fliers at the very Heels, 
With them he enters; who upon the ſudden . 


Clapt-to-their Gates: He is himſelf alone, 
To anſwer all the City. a 
Lart. Oh noble Fellow! 
Who ſenfibly out-dares his ſenſeleſs Sena 7 
And when it bows, ſtands up: Thou are left, Martius. 
A Carbuncle intire, as big as thou art, 
Were not ſo rich a Jewel. Thou waſt a Soldier 
Even to Caluus wiſh, not fierce and terrible 
Oaly in ſtrozks. but with thy grim Looks, and 
The Thunder-like percuſſion of thy Sounds, 
Thou mad'ſt thine Enemies ſhake; as if the World | 
Were jeayerous, and did tremble. 


Enter Martius bleeding, aſked by the- e. 
1 Sol. Look, Sir. 


Lart: ©, tis Martius. 1 28 
Lets ſerch him 1 or make remain lan? aw) 
| 1 Aale, and — ter on Citys 


Enter 


— — 
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Enter 1 with 4 
1 Rom. This will 1 
2 Rom. And I this. 
3 Rom. A Murrain on t, I took this for Silver. [Extunt, 
Alam Continues" flill a far off. 
Enter Martius aud Titus Lartius, with 4 Trumpet. 
ar. See here theſe Movers, that do prize their Honours 
At a crack d Drachm: 'Cuſhions;'.Jeaden Spoons, 
Irons of a Doit;” Doublets that Hangmen would 
Bury with thoſe that wore them, theſe baſe Slaves, 
Ere yet the Fight be done, pack up; down with them. 
And hatk, what noiſe the Gennes makes! To him, 
There is the Man of my Sout's hate, Aufidius, 
Piercing our Romans: Then Valiant Titus take 
Convenient Numbers to make 05 the rn 2 
Whilſt I, with thoſe that have the Spirit, w 
To help Cominins. 
Lart. Worthy Sir, thou bleed; 
Thy Exerciſe hath been too-violent 
For a ſecond Courſe of Fight. 
Mar. Sir, praiſe me not: 
My Work hath yet not Warmn d r me. Fare youll: 
"The Blood 1 drop, is rather Phylical 
Than — 1 to me. To Aufdius, chus 1 will _—_ 
an Tt. 
Lat. Now the fair Goddeſs Fortune 
Fall deep in Love with thee, and her 
Miſguide thy Oppoſers Swords : n 
Proſperity be thy Page. 
Mar. Thy Friend no leſs, 
Than thoſe ſhe placerh higheſt: eo Med. 
Lart. Thou worthieſt Martins, ' ö 
Go ſound thy Trumpet in the are, 
Call thither all the Officers,o'th* Town, 
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| 'Where they ſhall know our Mind. Away, - ** [Exe 


Enter Cominius Retreating, with Sie ers. 

Com. Breath you, my Friends; well ſuugbt: we are come 
Like Raman, neither foòliſn in our 1 (off 
Nor cowardly in Retire: Believe me, Sirs, 


We 


LI 


f 
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We ſhall be charg'd again. Whiles we have ſtruck, 
By interims and conveying guſts, we have heard 
The Charges of our Friends. The Roman Gods 
Lead their Succeſſes, as we wiſh our own, 
That both our Powers, with ſmiling Fronts encountring, 
May give you thankful Sacrifice. Thy News ? 
Enter à Meſſenger. 

Meſ. The Citizens of Coriolus have iſſued, 
And given to Lartius and to Martius Battel. 
I aw our Party to their Trenches driven, 


And then I came away 
Com. Tho' thou ſpeak'ſt Truth, 


Methinks thou fpeak'ſt not well. How long is'c ſin ce 


Meſ. Above an Hour, my Lord. 


Com. Tis not a Mile: Briefly we heard their Drums. 
!Jow could'ſt thou in a Mile confound an Hour, 


And bring the News ſo late? 
Meſ. Spies of the Voiſcies 


Held me in chaſe, that I was forc'd to whcel 


Three or four Miles about, elſe had I, Sir, 


Half an Hour ſince brought my Report. 


Enter Martius. 
Com. Who's yonder, 


That does a as he were Flea'd? O Gods, 
— 


He has the of Martius, aud I 
Before time ſeen him thus. 
Mar. Come l too late? 


ve 


Com. The Shepherd knows not Thunder from a Tabor, 
More than I know the Sound of Martiuss Tongue, 


From every meaner Man 

Mar. Come I too late? 

Com. Ay, if you come not in the 
But mantled in your own. - 

Mar. Oh! let me clip ye 


Blood of others, 


In Arms as ſound, as when I woo'd in Heart; 
As merry, as when our Nuptial Day was done, 


And Tapers burnt to Bedward. 


Com. Flower of Warriors, how is't with Titus Lartius ?, 
Mar. As with a Man buſied about Decrees; 


Condemning ſame to Death, and ſame to Exile, 
O 


Vor. v. 


Ranſoming 
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Ranſoming him, or pitying, threatning th' other, 
Holding Coriolus in the name of Rome, 
Even like a fawning Grey- hound in the Leaſh, 


To let him flip at will. 

Com. Where is that Slave 
Which told me they. had beat you to your Trenches? 
Where is he? Call him hither: 


Mar. Let him alone, 
He did inform the truth: But for our . 
The common file, (a Plague! Tribunes for them!) 


The Mouſe ne'er ſhunn'd the Cat, as they did bugs 


From Raſcals worſe than they. 

Com. But how prevail d you ? 

Mar. Will the time ſerve to tell? I do not think 
Where is the Enemy? Are you Lords o'th' Field? 
If not, 'why ceaſe you till you are ſo? 

Com, Martins, we have at diſadvantage fought, 


And did retire to win our purpoſe 
Mar. How lies their Battel? Know you on what fide they 
Have plac'd their Men of truſt? ; | 
Com. As I gueſs, Martins, 
Their Bands i'th* Vaward are the Ancients 
Of their beſt truſt : Oer them Aufidius, 
Their very heart of Hope. 
Mar. I do beſeech you, | 
By all the Battels wherein we have fought, 
By th' Blood we have ſhed together, 
By th' Vows we have made 
To endure Friends, that you dire&ly ſet me 
Againſt Aufdius, and his Antiats ; 
And that you not delay the preſent, but 
Filling the Air with Swords advanc'd, and Darts, 
We prove this very hour. 
Com. Though I could wiſh 
You were conducted to a gentle Bath, 
And Balms applied to you, yet dare I never 
Deny your asking; take your choice of thoſe 
Thar beſt can aid your Action. 
Mar. Thoſe are they 
That moſt are willing, if any ſuch be hw | A 
' 3 


7 


8 
5 


CoRlIOLANUS:. 315 


(As it were fin to doubt) that love this Painting 
Wherein you ſee me ſmear'd; if any fear 

Leſs for his Perſon, that an ill Report: 

If any think, brave Death out-weighs bad Lite, 
And that his Country's dearer than himſelf, 

Let him alone, (or, ſo many ſo minded) 

Wave thus to expreſs his diipoſition, 


And fellow Martins. 


They all Shout and wave their Swords, take him up in their 
Arms, and caſt up their Caps. 


Oh! me alone, make you a Sword of me: 


It theſe ſhews be not outward, which of you 
But is four Volſcies? None of you, hut is 

Able to bear againſt the great Auſidius, 

A Shield as hard as his. A certain number, 

(Tho' thanks to all) muſt I ſelect from all- 
The reſt ſhall bear the buſineſs in ſame other Fight 
As Cauſe will be obey d: Pleaſe you to March, 
And four ſhall quickly draw out my Command. 


Which Men are beſt inclin'd. 


Com. March on my Fellows : 


Make good this oſtentation, and you ſhall 


Divide in all, with us; Exeum 
Titus Lartius having ſet a Guard uten Coriolus, going 
with Drum and Trumpet toward Cominius, and Caius 
Martius, Enters with a Lieutenant, other Soldiers, and a 
Scout. 
Lart. So, let the Ports be guarded; keep your Duties 
As I have ſet them down. If I do fend, difpatch 
Thafe Centuries to our aid, the reſt will ſerve 
For a ſhort holding; if we loſe the Field, 
We cannot keep the Town. 
Lieu. Fear not our Care, Sir. 
Lart. Hence, and ſhut your Gates upon's: 
Our Guider come, to th Roman Camp conduct us. Exit. 
Alarum as in Battel. 
Euter Martius and Aufidius. at ſeveral Doors. 
Mar. 1'll fight with none but thee, for I do hate thee 
Worſe than a Promile-breaker. 
Arif, We hate alike; 
25 O:2 Not 
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Not Africk owns a Serpent I abhor 


More than thy Fame and Envy; Fix thy Foot. 
Mar. Let the firſt Budger die the other's Slave, 
And the Gods doom him after. 
Auf. If I ly, Martius, hollow me like a Hare. 
Mar. Within theſe three Hours, Tullus, 
Alone I fought in your Coriolus Walle, 
And made what work I pleas'd : Tis not my Blood, 
Wherein thou ſeeſt me mask d; for thy Revenge 
Wrench up thy power to th' higheſt. 
Auf. Wert thou the Hectur, 


That was the Whip of your bragg'd Progeny, 


Thou ſhouldſt not ſcape me here. 


| Here they fight. and certain Volſcies come to the aid of Au- 


fid. Martius fights till they be driven in breathleſs. 
Officious and not Valiant! you haye ſham'd me 
In your condemned Seconds. | 


Flouriſh. Alarum. A Retreat is ſounded. Enter at one 


Door Cominius, with the Romans: At another Door Mar- 
tius, with his Arm in a Scarf. | 
Com. If I ſhould tell thee o'er, this thy day's work, 
Thou'lt not believe thy Deeds: But 11! report it, 
Where Senators ſhall mingle Tears with Smiles; 
Were great Patricians ſhall attend, and ſhrug; 
I'th* end admire; where Ladies ſhall be frighted, 
And gladly quak d, hear more; where the dull Tribunes, 
That with the fuſty Plebeians, hate thine Honours, 
Shall ſay againſt their Hearts. we thank the Gods 
Our Rome hath ſuch a Soldier, 
Yet cam'ſt thou to a Morſel of this Feaſt, 
Having fully Din'd before. 
Enter Titus Lartius with his Power, from the Purſuit. 
| Lart. O General, | | 
Here is the Steed, we the Capariſon: 
Hadſt thou beheld | 


Mar. Pray now, no more: 

My Mother, who has a Charter to extol her Blood, 
When ſhe does praiſe me, grieves me: | 
I have done as you have done, that's what I can, 
Induc'd as you have been, that's for my Country; 
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He that has but affeted his good Will, 
Hath o'verta'en mine Act. ; 

Com. You ſhall not be the Grave of your deſerving, 
Rome muſt know the. value of her own: 

Twere a concealment worſe than a Theft, 

No leſs than a Traducement, | 

To hide your doings, and to filence that, 

Which to the ſpire and top of Praiſes vouch'd, 
Would ſeem but modeſt: Therefore, 1 beſcech you, 
In ſign of what you are, not to reward 

What you have done, before our Army hear me. 

Mar. I have ſome Wounds upon me, and they ſmart 
To hear themſelves remembred. 

Com. Should they not, 

Well might they feſter gainſt Ingratitude, 

And tent themſelves with Death: Of all the Horſes, 
Whereof we have ta'en good, and good ſtore, Of all 
The Treaſure in the Field atchiey'd, and City, 
We render you the tenth, to be ta'en forth, 
Before the common diſtribution, 

At your only choice. 

Mar. I thank you, General: 

But cannot make my Heart conſent to take 
A Bribe, to pay my Sword: I do refuſe it, 
And ſtand upon my common part with thoſe, 
That have beheld the doing. 

A long Flouriſh, They all cry, Martius! Martius! caſt up. 

_ Caps and Launces ; Cominius and Lartius ſtand. 

are. 

Mar. May theſe ſame Inſtruments, which you prophane, 
Never ſound more: When Drums and Trumpets ſhall 
I'ch' Field prove Flatterers, let Courts and Cities be 
Made all o falſe-fac'd ſoothing: 

When Steel grows ſoft, as the Paraſites Silk, 

Let him be made an Overture for th' Wars: 

No more, I fay; for that I have co: waſh'd 

My Noſe that bled, or foil'd ſome debile Wretch, 
Which, without note, here's many elſe have done, 
You fhout me forth in Acclamations hyperbolical, 
As if I lov'd my little ſhould be dieted 
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In Praiſes, ſauc'd with Lies. 

Com. Too modeſt are you: 
More cruel to your good Report, than grate ful 
To us, that e By your Patience, 
If againſt your ſ&f you be incensd, we'll put vou 
(Like one that means his proper harm) in Maaacles, 
Then Reaſon ſafely with you: Therefore be it known, 
As to us, to all the World, that Caim, Martins 
Wears this War's Garland: In token of the which, 
My noble Steed, Known to the Camp, I give to him, 
With all his trim belonging, and from this time, 
For what he did before Coriolus, call him, | 
With all th'applauſe and clamour of the Hoſt, 
Caius Martins Coriolanus. Bear th addition Nobly ever, 

. Flowiſh, Trumpets found, and Drum. 

Omnes. Caius Martins Corwlanus ! 

Mar. I will go waſh: | | 
And when my Face is fair, you ſhall perceive 
Whether I bluſh, or no. Howbeit, I thank you, 
I mean to ſtride your Sreed, and at all times 
To under-creſt your good Addition, 
To th' fairneſs of my Power, 

Com. So, to our Tent: 
Where, ere we do repoſe ns, we will write 
To Rome of our Succeſs: You Titus Lattins 
Muſt to Coriolus back; ſend us to Rome 
The beſt, with whom we may articulate, 
For their own good, and ours. 
' Mar. The Gods begin to mock me: 
I that but now refus d moſt Princely Gifts, 
Am bound to beg of my Lord General, | 

Com. Take't, tis yours: What is't ? 

Mar. I ſometime lay here in Coxiolus, 
At a poor Man's Honſe: He us d me kindly 
He cry'd to me: I ſa him Priſoner: 
But then Aufidius was within my view, | 
And Wrath Oer-whelm'd my Pity: I requeſt you 
To give my poor Hoſt freedom, 

Com. O well begg d: | 


o 


Were 


/ 


CoRKILOLAN US. 319 


Were he the Butcher of my Son, he ſhould 
Be free as is the Wind: Deliver him, Titus. 
Lart. Mos bis Name. 
Mar. By Jupiter, forgot: 
I am e my — is tir d: 
Have we no Wine here? 
Com, Go we to our Tent; 
The Blood upon your Viſage dries; tis time | 
It ſhould be look d to; Come. Exeunt. 
A Flouriſh, Cornets. Enter Tullus Aufidius bloody, with 
= two or three Soldiers. 
. The Town is ta'en. 
Sol. "Twill be.deliver'd back on good Condition. 
Auf. Condition! 
I would I were a Roman, for I cannot, 
Being a Volſcie, be that I am. Condition? 
What good Condition can a Treaty find 
P th' part that is at Mercy? Five times, Martius, 
I have fought with thee, fo often haſt thou beat me: 
And would'ſt do fo, I think, ſhould we encounter 
As often as we Eat. By the Elements, 
If e er again I meet him Beard to Beard, 
He's mine, or I am his: Mine Emulation 
Hath not that Honour in't it had : For where 
I thought to cruſh him in an equal Force, 
True Sword to Sword: II potch at him ſome way, 
Or Wrath, or Craft may get him. 
Sol. He's the Devil. 
Auf. Bolder, tho' not ſubtle: My Valour's poiſon'd, 
With only ſuffering ſtain by him: For him 
Shall flie out of it ſelf; not Sleep, nor Sanctuary, 
. Being Naked, Sick, nor Fane, nor Capitol, 
The Prayers of Prieſts, nor times of Sacrifice: 
Embarkments all of fury, ſhall lift up 
Their rotten Privilege, and Cuſtom *painft 
My hate to Martius. Where I find him, were it 
At home, upon my Brother's Guard, eyen there 
Againſt the Hoſpitable Canon, would I 
Waſh my fierce Hand in's Heart. Go you to the City, 
Learn how 'tis held, and what they are that muſt 
O4 Gen: Be 


— 
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Be Hoſtages for Nome. 
Wo _— 0? 3 5 4 
I am attended, at the Cy rove. pray you 
(Tis South the City Mills) bring me word thither 
How the World goes, that to the pace of it 
I may ſpur on my Journey. 3 
Sol. 1 ſhall, Sir. | [Exemnt. G 


— "I 


ACT I. SCENE I. 


Men. In what Enormity is Martius poor in, | that you 
two have not in abundance? 

Bru. He's poor in no one Fault, but ftor'd with all. 

Sic. Eſpecially Pride. 4 

Bru. And topping all others in boaſt. | 

Men, This is ſtrange now! Do you two know how you 
are cenſur d here in the City, I mean of us 0 an 
File, do you? 

5 Why——how are we cenſup'd? | 


a1 

| G 

| SCENE Rome. 7 
Enter Menenius with Sicinius and Brutus, | k 

| __— HE Augurer tells me, we ſhall have News to | 
| Night. ; 
Bra. Good « or bad? | n 

Men, Not according to the Prayer of the People, for they 2 

| love not Martius. : 
* Sic. Nature teaches Beaſts to know their Friends, 
| Men. Pray you, who does the Wolf love? t 
Sic. The Lamb. 7 

Men. Ay, to devour him, as the hungry Plebeigns t 

would the noble Martius. * p 

| ; Bru. He's a Lamb indeed, that baes like a Bear. oo t 
9 Men. He's Bear indeed, that lives like a Lamb. ] 
| You two are old Men, tell me one thing that I * t 
| you | 5 
Both. Well, Sir. 

4 


Men, 


you 
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Men. Beckuſe you talk of Pride now, will you not be 
angry ? | | 
Both. Well, well, Sir, well. | 

Men. Why, tis no great matter; for a very little Thief 
of Occaſion will rob you of a great deal of Patience: 
Give your diſpoſitions the Reins, and be angry at your 

eaſures, (at the leaſt) if you take it asa pleaſure to you, in 

ing ſo— you blame Martius for being proud. 

| Bru, We do it not alone, Sir. 

Men, I know you can do very little alone, for your helps 
are many, vr elſe your Actions would grow wondrous 
ſingle; your Abilities are too Infant-like, for doing much a- 
lone. Youtalk of Pride Oh, that you could turn your 
Ey es towards the Napes of your Necks, and make but an in- 
terior ſurvey of your good ſelves. Oh that you could: 

Bru. What then, Sir? | 
Men, Why then you ſhould diſcover a brace of as un- 
meriting, proud, violent, teſty Magiſtrates, alias Fools, as 
any in Rome. 

Sic. Menenius, you are known well enough too, 
Men. | am known to be a humorous Patrician, and one 
that loves a Cup of bot Wine with not a drop of allaying 
Tiber in t: Said to be ſomething imperfect in favouring 
the firſt Complaint, haſty and tinder-like, upon too trivi- 
al Motion: One that converſes more with the Buttock of 
the Night, than with the Forehead of the Morning. What 
I think I utter, and ſpend my Malice in my Breath. Meet - 
ting two ſuch Weals- men as you are (I cannot call you 


| Lycurguſſes) if the Drink you give me touch my Palate 


adverſly, I make a crooked Face at it. I can ſay, your 
Worſhips have deliver'd the Matter well, when J find the 
Aſs in compound with the Major part of your Syllables. 
And tho' I muſt be content to bear with thoſe that ſay ycu 
are Reverend Giraye, yet they lye deadly that tell you 
have good Faces; if you ſee this in the Map of my Mi- 
crocoſm, follows it that lam known well enough too? 
What harm can your Beſom Conſpectuities glean out of 

this Character, it 1 be known well enough too ? 
Bru, Come, Sir, come, we know you well enough. 
O 75 Men. 


7 ** N 
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| Men. You know neither me, your ſelves;norany thing; 
| you are ambitious for poor Knaves Caps and Legs: You 


wear out a good wholſom Forenoon, in hearing a Cauſe be- vr 
tween an Orange-wife and a Foſſet-ſeller, and then re- | 
Journ the Controverſion of Three Pence to a ſecond Day A 


of Audience. When you are hearing a Matter between 
 . 4 Party and Party, if you chance to be pinch'd with the 
l Cholick, you make Faces like Mummers, ſet up the y 
[ bloody Flag againſt all Patience — and in roaring for a J 
| Chamber-pot, diſmiſs the Controverſie Bleeding, the more 1 
| intangled by your hearing: All the Peace you make in x 

their Cauſe, is calling both the Parties Knaves. You are 


| | a pair of ſtrange Ones, 7 | 1 
| Bru. Come, come, you are well underſtood to be a 
| poerfecter Gyber for the Table, than a neceſſary Bencher | 
in the Capitol. F 
1 Men. Our very Prieſts muſt become Mockers, if they 

ſhall encounter ſuch ridiculous Subjects as you are; when 


you ſpeak beſt unto the Purpoſe, it is not worth the wag- 
ging of your Beards, and your Beards deſerve not ſo ho- 
nourable a Grave, as t fuff a Botcher's Cuſhion, or to 
be Intom'd in an Aſſes Pack-ſaddle. Yet you muſt be ſay- , 
ing, Martius is proud; who in a cheap Eſtimation, is 
worth all your Predeceſſors ſince Deucalion, though perad- 
venture ſome ot the beſt of em were hereditary Hang- 
men. Good-c'en to your Worſhips; more of your Con- 
verſation would infe& my Brain, being the Herdſmen of 
the bealtly Plebeians. will be bold totake my leave of you. 
R [ Exeunt Brutus and Sicinius. 
Enter Volumnia, Virgilia and Valeria. | 
How now (my as fair as noble) Ladies, and the Moon, 
were {he Earthly, no Nobler; whither do you follow 
your Eyes ſo faſt? | 
pol. Honourable Menenius, my Boy Martius approaches; 
for the love of Juno let's go. | 
Men. Ha! Martius coming home? 
Vol. Ay, worthy Menenius, and with moſt proſperous 
Apprebation, 
Men. Take my Cap, Fupiter, and I thank thee----hoo, 
Martins coming home? 
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Both. Nay, tis true. 

Vol. Look, here's a Letter from him, the State hath 
another, his Wife another, and, 1 think, there's one at 
home for you. : 

Men. 1 will make my very Houſe reel to Night: 

A Letter for me? | 

Vir. Yes, certain, there's a Letter for you, I ſaw't. 

Men. A Letter for me? it gives me an Eſtate of ſeven 
Years health; in which time I will make a Lip at the 
Phyfician: the moſt Sovereign Preſcription in Galen is but. 
Emperictick, and to this Preſervative, of no better report 
than a Horſe-drench. Is he not wounded? he was wont 
to come home wounded? 

Vir. Oh no, no, no. Ye 

Vol. Oh, he is wounded, I thank the Gods for't. 

Men. So do I too, if he be not too much; brings a Vi- 
ctory in his Pocket? the Wounds become him. 

Vol. On's Brows; Mentnius, he comes the third time 
home with the Oaken Garland. 

Men. Hath he diſciplin d Aufidius ſoundly ? 

Vol. Titus Lartius writes, they fought together, but Au- 
fidins got off. | 

Men, And *twas time for him too, I'll warrant him that: 
and he had ſtaid by him, I would not have been fo fidiou- 
{ed for all the Cheſts in Coriolus, and the Gold that's in them, 
Is the Senate poſſeſt of this? 

Vol. Good Ladies, let's go. Yes, yes, yes : The Senate 
has Letters from the General, wherein he gives my Son the 
whole Name of the War, he hath in this Action out-done 
h's former Deeds doubly. 

Val. In troth, there's wondrous things ſpoke of him. 


Men. Wondrous! Ay, I warrant you, and not without 


his true Purchafing. 
Vir. The Gods grant them true, 
Vol. True? pow waw. | 


Men. True? I'll be ſworn they are true, where is he 


wounded, God faye your good Worfhips ? Martius is co- 


ming home; he has more cauſe to be proud : Where is he 
wounded ? | , 


Fol, . 
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Vol. Pth' Shoulder, and i' th' left Arm, there will be A 
large Cicatrices to ſhew the People. when he ſhall ſtand for C 
his place, he receiy'd in the Repulſe of Tarquin ſeven hurts / 
th Body. 5 | C 

Men One i'th Neck, and two i'th* Thigh; there's nine Ya 


that 1 know. | ; A 
Vol. He had, before his laſt Expedition, twenty five I 
| Men. Now tis twenty ſeven, every gaſh was an Ene- A( 


Wounds upon him. | I a1 
my's Grave. Hark, the Trumpets. [AShout and Flouriſh. Th 
| 
| 
| 
| 


Vol. Theſe are the Uſhers of Martins; Yo 

Before him he carries Noiſe, _ N Ye 

) And behind him he leaves Tears: ; $0! 

| Death, that dark Spirit, in's nervy Arm doth lye, Th 

| Which being adyanc'd, declines, and then Men dye. Ye 

| Trumpets Sound. Enter Cominius the General and Titus "6 

j Lartius; between them Coriolanus, crown'd with an Oakev Ar 

| Garland, with Captains and Soldiers, and a Herald. | 
| Her. Know, Rome, that all alone Martius did fight 

( Within Coriolus Gates, where he hath won, 

BH With Fame, a Name to Caius Mariius. _ 3 

1 This in Honour follows, Caius Martius Coriolantus. | 

Welcome to Rome, renowned Coriolanus. Ti 

[Sound. Flouriſh. Fr 

All Welcome to Rome, renowned Coriolanus. EI 


Ci. No more of this, it does offend my Heart; pray 
Bow no more. 1 
Com. Look, Sir, your Mother. C 
Cor. Oh! you have, I know, petition d all the Gods for 
my Proſperity. * [[Kneels, 
Vol. Nay, my good Soldier, up: 5 
My gentle Martius, worthy Caius, 4 i 
And by deed- atchieving Honour newly nam 
What is it, Coriolanus, mult 1 call thee? 
But oh, thy Wife 
Cor. My gracious filence, bail: 


N * 


J 
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| Would'ft thou have laugh'd, had I come coffia'd home, 

| That weep'ſt to ſee me Triumph? Ah, my Dear, 
Such Eyes the Widows in Coriolus wear, 1 
Aud Morhers that lack Sens. 1 


1 1 


We call a Nettle, but a Nettle, 
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Men. Now the Gods crown thee. 
Com. And live you yet? O my ſweet Lady, pardon. 
Vol. I know not where to turn. 
O welcome home; and welcome Genera], 
Yare welcome all, 
Men. A hundred thouſand welcomes: 
I could weep,. and I could laugh, 
I am light and heavy; welcome: 
A Curle begin at the very root on's Heart 
That is not glad to ſee thee. 
You are three that Rome ſhould dote on- 
Yet by the Faith of Men, we have 
Some old Crab-trees here at home, 
That will not be grafted to your Reliſh, 
Yet welcome Warriors; 


*\ 


And the faults of Fools, but Folly. 
Com. Ever right. 
Cor. Menenius, ever, ever. 
Her. Give way there, and go on. 
Cor. Your Hand, and yours, 
Eer in our own Houſe 1 do ſhade my Head, 
The good Patricians muſt be viſited, 
From whom I have receiv'd not only Greetings, 
Eut with them, change of Honours. | 
Vol. | have lived, i 
To fee inherited my very Wiſhes, 
And = Buildings OY Fancy; 
Only there's one thing wanting, 
Which, I doubt not bat that — Rome 
Will caſt upon thee. 
Cor. Know, good Mother, 
] had rather be their Servant in my way, 
Than ſway with them in theirs 
Com. On, to the Capitol. Flouriſh. Cornets. 
+» [Exeunt in State, as before. 
Enter Brutus and Sicinius. 
Bru All Tongues ſpeak of him, and the bleared fights. 
Are ſpectacled to ſee. him. Your pratling Nurſe 
Into a Rapture lets her Baby cry, : 


* — 


While 
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While ſhe chats him: The Kitchen Maukin pins 

Her richeſt Lockram bout her reechy Neck, 

Clambring the Walls to eye him; | 

Stalls, Bulks, Windows, 20 ſmother d up. 

Leads fill'd, and Ridges hors d 

With variable Complexions; all agreeing 

In earneſtneſs to ſee him: Seld-ſhown Flamins 

Do preſs among the popular Throngs, and puff 

To win a vulgar Station; our veil'd Dames 

Commit the War of White and Damask | 

In their nicely gawded Cheeks, to'th* wanton ben 

Of Phobus burning Kiſſes; ſuch a pother, | 

As if that, whatſoever, God, who leads him, 

Where flily crept into his human Powers, be: 

And gave him graceful poſture. 
Sic, On the fu dden, I warrant him Conſul, _ 
Bru. Then our Office may, during his Power, go ſleep. 
Sic. He cannot temp'rately tranſport his Honours, 

From where he ſhould begin and end, but WY, 

Loſe thoſe he hath won. 7 
Bru. In that there's Comfort. 
Sic . Doubt not, | 

The Commoners, for whom we ſtand, but they 

Upon their ancient Malice, will forget, 
With the leaſt Cauſe, theſe his new Honours; - 


* 


Which that he will give them, make I as little * | 


As he is proud to do't. 
Bru. I heard him ſwear, 
Were he to ſtand for Conful, never would be 
Appear i th Market - place, nor on him put 
The Napleſs Veſture of humility, 
I ſhewing, as the manner is, his Wounds 
o th' Peo « beg their ARE n. | 
Sic. 1 == CN | 
Bru. It was his word: 
05 he Would miſs it, rather than carry it, 
But by the ſuit of the Gentry to him, 
And the deſire of the Nobles. 
Sic. I wiſh no better, than haye him hold that 0p 
And to put it in Execution. | 
Bri, 
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Bru. "Tis moſt like he will. 

Sic. It ſhall be to him then, as our good wills; 
A ſure Deſtruction. 

Bru. So it muſt fall out 
To him, or our Authorities, for an end. 
We muſt ſuggeſt the People, in what hatred 
He ſtill hath held them; that to's Power he would 
Have made them Mules, filenc'd their Pleaders, 
And diſproportioned their Freedoms: holding them, 
In human Action and Capacity, 
Of no more Soul nor fitneſs for the World, 
Than Camels in their War, who have their Proyand- - 
Only for bearing Burthens, and ſore Blows 
For ſinking under them. 

Sie. This, as you ſay, ſuggeſted, 
At ſome time, when his ſoaring Inſolence 
Shall teach the People, which time ſhall not want; 
If he be put upon't, and that's as eaſie, 
As to ſet Dogs on Sheep, will be his Fire 
To kindle their dry Stubble; and their Blaze 
Shall darken him for ever. 

Enter a Meſſenger. 

Bru. What's the matter? 

Meſ. You are ſent for to the Capitol : 
Tis thought that Martius ſhall be Conful : 
I have ſeen the dumb Men throng to ſee him, 
And the blind to hear him ſpeak; Matrons flung Gloves, 
Ladies and Maids their Scarfs and Handkerchiets, 
Upon him, as he paſs d; the Nobles bended 
As to Fove's Statue, and the Commons made 
A Shower and Thunder, with their Caps and Shouts: 


I never ſaw the like, 


Bru. Let's to the Capitol, ar wenn 
And carry with us Ears and Eyes for th'time, 
But Hearts for the Event. | 
Sic. Have with you. [Exennt. 
Enter two Officers, to lay Cuſhions, as in the Capitol. 
1 Off. Come, come, they are almoſt here; how many 
ſtand tor Conſulſhips? | 


2 Off. 
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2 Off. Three, they ſay; but tis thought of every one, 


Coriolanus will carry it. 


1 Off. That's a brave Fellow, but he's vengeance proud, 


and loves not the Common People, 
" 2 Off. Faith, there have been many great Men that have 
flatter d the 1 who ne'er loy'd them, and there be 
many that they have loved, they know not wherefore ; fo 
that if they love they know not why, they hate upon no 
better a Ground. Therefore, for Coriolanus neither to 
care whether they love, or hate him, manifeſts the true 
Knowledge he has in their Diſpoſition, and out of his no- 
ble Careleſſneſs lets them plainly ſee't. | 

1 Off. If he did not care whether he had their love, or 
no, he waved indifferently, *rwixt doing them neither 
Good, nor Harm: But he ſeeks their Hate with greater 
Devotion, than they can render it him; and leaves no- 
thing undone, that may fully diſcover him their Oppoſite. 
Now to ſeem to affect the Malice and Diſpleaſure of the 
People, is as bad as that which he diſlikes, to flatter them 
for their love. | 

2 Off. He hath deſcrved, worthily of his Country: And 
his Aſcent is not by ſuch eaſie Degrees as thoſe, who have 
been ſupple and courteous to the People, Bonnetted, with- 
out any further Deed, to have them at all into their Eſti- 
mation and Report: But he hath ſo planted his Honours in 
their Eyes, and his Actions in their Hearts, that for their 
Tangues to be ſilent, and not conſeſs ſo much, were a 
kind of ingrateful Injury; to report otherwiſe, were a 
Malice that giving it ſelf the Lie, would pluck Reproof 
and Rebuke from ev'ry Ear that heard it. 

10ff. No more of him, he is a worthy Man: Make 
way, they are coming. | 


A Sonnet. Enter the Patricians, and the Tribunes of the Peo- 
ple, Lictors before them; Coriolanus, Menenius, Comini- 
us the Conſul: Sicinius and Brutus take their place; by 

 #hemſelves. | | 

Men. Having determin'd of the Polſcies, 

And to ſend for Titus Lartius; it remains, 

As the main Point of this our after-meeting, 
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To gratifie his noble Service, that hath 

Thus ſtood for his Country. Therefore, pleaſe you, 
Moſt Reverend and Grave Elders, to deſire 

The preſent Conſul, and laſt General, 

In our well-found Succeſſes, to report 

A little of that worthy Work perform'd 

By Caius Martius Coriolanus; whom | 

We met here, both to thank, and to remem 

With Honours like himſelf. | 

1 Sen. Speak, good Cominius: | S 
Leave nothing out for length, and make us think 
Rather our State's defective for Requital, 

Than we to ſtretch it out, Maſters o'th' People, 
We do requeſt your kindeſt Ear, and after, 

Your loving Motion toward the common Body, 
To yield what paſſes here. 

Sic, We are convented upon a pleaſing Treaty, and 
have Hearts inclinable to honour and adyance the Theam 
of our Aſſembly. | 

Bru. Which the rather we ſhall be bleſt to do, if he re- 
member a kinder Value of the People, than he hath bi- 
therto priz'd them at. 

Men. That's off, that's off: I would you rather had been 
fileat: Pleaſe, you to hear Cominins ſpeak ? - 

Bru. Moſt willingly: But yet my Caution was more 
pertinent than the Rebuke you give it. ; 

Men, He loves your People, but tye him not to be their 


| Bedfellow : Worthy Cominius, ſpeak. 


242 [Coriolanus res and offers to go away. 

Nay, keep your Place, 
1 Sen, Sir Coriolanus, never ſhame to hear 

What you have nobly done. | 
Cor, Your Honour's Pardon : 

I had rather have my Wounds to heal again, 

Than hear ſay how I got them. Du 

Bru, Sir, I hope my Words diſ-bench'd you not ? 1 
Cor. No, Sir; yet oft, 

When Blaws have made me ſtay, I fled from Words. 

You footh'd not, therefore hurt not: But your People, 

| love them as they weigh —— 1 
\'F. n. 
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Men. Pray now, ſit down. 


Cor. 1 had rather have one ſcratch my Head ith? Sun, 


When the Alarum were track, than idly fit 


To hear my Nothings monſter d. Exit Coriolanus; 


Mien. Maſters of the People, 
Your multiplying Spawn how can he flatter, 


That's thouſand to one good one? when'you now fee 


He had rather venture all his Limbs for Honour, 
That one of's Ears to hear it. Proceed, Cominius. 


Com, I ſhall lack Voice: The Deeds of Coriolanus 


Should not be utter'd feebly. It is held 

That Valour is the chiefeſt Virtue, and 

Moſt dignifies the Hayer: If it be, | 

The Man I ſpeak of cannot in the World 

Be fingly counter-pois'd. At ſixteen Years, 
When Tarquin made a Head for Rome, he fought 
Beyond the Mark of others: Our then Dictator, 


Whom with all Praiſe I point at, ſaw him fight, 


When with his Amazonian Chin he drove 
The briſtled Lips before him: He beſtrid 

An o'er-preſt Roman, and i'th* Conful's view 
Slew three Oppoſers: Tarquin's ſelf he met, 


And ftruck him on his Rnee: In that Day's Feats, - 


When he might adt the Woman in the Scene, 
He prov'd beſt Man i'th* Field, and for his Meed 
Was Brow-bound with the Oak. His Pupil-age 
Man-enter'd thus, he waited like a Sea, | 
And in the Brunt of feyenteen Battels fince, _ 
He lurcht all Swords oth' Garland. For this laſt, 


Before, and in Coriolus, let me ſay -- 


I cannot ſpeak him home : He Ropt the Pliers, , 


And by his rare Example, made the Coward 
Turn Terror into Sport. As Waves before 
A Veſſel under Sail, fo Men obey d, 


And fell below his Stem: His Sword (Death's Stam 


Where it did mark, it took from Face to Foot: 
He was a thing of Blood, whoſe every Motion 
Was trimm'd with dying Cries: Alone he entred 
The mortal Gate o'th'City, which he painted 
With ſhunleſs Defamy: Aidleſs came. off, 


ind 
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And with a ſudden Re- enforcement firuck 
Cortolus, like a Planet. Nor all's this; 
For by and by the Din of War gan pierce 
His ready Senſe, when ſtreight his doubled Spirit 
Requickn'd what in Fleſh was fatigate, | 
And to the Battel came he; where he did 
Run reeking o'er the Lives of Men, as if 
'Twere a perpetual Spoil; and till we call'd 
Both Field and City ours, he never ſtood 
To eaſe his Breaſt with panting. 

Men, Worthy Man! 

1 Sen, He cannot but with meaſure fit the Honours ' 
Which we deviſe him. x 

Cem. Our Spyils he kiek'd ag 
And look'd upon things precious, as they were 
The common Muck o'th' World: He covets leſs 
Than Miſery it-ſelf would give, rewards his Deeds 
With doing them, and is content 
To ſpend his Time to end it. | 

Men. He's right Noble, let him be call'd for, 

Sen, 28 * 

„Ae doth A T. ; 
id rr Coriolanus. 
Men. The Senate, Coriolanus, are well pleas'd 


| To make thee Conſul. 


Cor, I do owe them ill 
My Life, and Services, 

* . It 2 1 5 

at you AK to t e. 

Cor. I do beſeech you, . | | 
Let me O erleap that Cuſtom; for I cannot 
Put on the Gown, ſtand naked, and entreat them 
For my Wounds fake, to give their Suffrages ; 
Pleaſe you that I may paſs this doing. 

Sie. Sir, the People muſt have their Voices, 
Neither will they Bate one jot of Ceremony, 

Men, Put them not to't: 

Pray you go fit you to the Cuſtom, 
And take to you, as your Predeceſſors have, 


Tous 
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Your Honour with your Form. 

Cor. It is a Part -— I ſhall bluſh in Acting. 
And might well be taken from the People. 

Bru. Mark you that? dot 
Cor. To brag unto them, thus I did, and thus, 
Shew them th unaking Scars, which I would hide, 

As if I had receiv'd them for the Hire 
Of their Breath only. 

Men. Do not ſtand upon't: 
We recommend to you, Tribunes of the People, 
Sur purpoſe to them, and to our noble Conſul 
Wiſh we all Joy and Honour. | 

Sic. To Corio come all Joy and Honour. 

[Flouriſh Cornets. Then Exeunt. 
| . Manent Sicinius and Brutus. 

Bru. You ſee how he intends to uſe the People. 

Sic. May they perceive's Intent: He will require them 
As if he did contemn, what he requeſted, 
Should be in them to give. | 

Bru. Come, we'll inform them 
Of our Proceedings bere on th' Market-place, 
I know they do attend us, | 

Enter ſeven or eight Citizens. 

7 Cit. Once it he do require our Voices, we ought not 
to deny him. | 

2 Cit, We may, Sir, if we will. 

3 Cit. We have power in our ſelves to do it, but it is: 
Power that we have no power to do; For, if he ſhew us 
his Wounds, and tell us his Deeds, we are to put o 
Tongues into thoſe Wounds, and ſpeak for them: So,! 
he tells us his noble Deeds, we muſt alſo tell him of 
our noble Acceptance of them. Ingratitude is mon- 
ſtrous, and for the Multitude to be ingrate ful, were to 
make a Monſter of the Multitude; of the which, we be⸗ 
ing Members, ſhould bring our ſelves to be monſtrouw 

Members. 

1 Cit. And to make us no better thought of, a little 

help will ſerve: For once when we ſtood up about the 


[Exeunt, 


Corn, he himſelf ſtuck not to call us the many-headcs 
3 Ci. 


Multitude. 
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Heads are ſome Brown, ſome Black, ſome Auburn, ſome 
Bald; but that our Wits are fo ayery Colour'd; and tru- 
ly, I think, if all our Wits were to iſſue out of one Scull, 
they would flye Eaſt, Weſt, North, South, and their Con- 
ſent of one direct Way, would be at once to all Points 
o'th' Compalſs. 
2 Cit. Think you ſo? Which Way do you judge my 
Wit would flye? | Pa 

3 Cit. Nay, your Wit will net ſo ſoon out as another 
Man's will, tis ſtrongly wedg'd up in a Block-head : But 
if it were at Liberty, *rwould ſure Southward. | 

2 Cit. Why that way? | 

3 Cit. To loſe it ſelf in a Fog, where being three Parts 
melted away with rotten Dews, the fourth would return 
tor Conſcience ſake, to help to get thee a Wife. 

2 Cit. You are never without your Tricks,-----you may, 
you may---== - þ 3 

3 Cit, Are you all reſolved to give your Voices? But 


that's no matter, the greater Part carries it, I ſay. If he 


would incline to the People, there was never a worthier 
Man. . 

Enter Coriolanus in a Gown of Humility, with Menenius. 
Here he comes, and in the Gown of Humility, mark his 
Behaviour: We are not to ſtay all together, but to come 
by him where he ſtands, by ones, by twos, and by threes. 
He's to make his Requeſts by Particulars, where every one 
of us has a ſingle Honour, in giving him our own Voices 
with our own Tongues: Therefore follow me, and Vl! 
direct you how you ſhall go by him. 

All. Content, content. Exeunt. 
Men. Oh, Sir, you are not right; have you not known 
The worthieſt Men have done't? 
Cor, What muſt 1 fay, I pray, Sir? 
Plague upon't, I cannot bring | 
My Tongue to ſuch a pace. Look, Sir-----my Wounds--.-- 
I got them in my Country's Service, when 
Some certain of your Brethren roar'd, and ran 
From the Noiſe of our own Drums, 


; Cit. We have been call d { of many, not that our 


— 


334 CoRTIOLANVus. 


. Meu, Oh me the Gods! you muſt not ſpeak of that, 
You muſt deſire them to think upon you. | 
Cor. Think upon me? Hang em. | 
1 would they would forger me, like the Virtues 
Which our Divines loſe by em. | 
12 You'll 1 all. FR ; | 
I'll leave you: Pray you ſpeak to em, I pray you, 
In wholſome manner. os Exit. 
Exter two of the Citizens, £7 whe 
Cor. Bid them wyaſh their Faces 
And keep.their Teeth clean-----So, here comes a brace? 
You know the Cauſe, Sirs, of my ſtanding here. 
1 Cit, We do, Sir; tell us what hath brought you to't. 
Car. Mine own Deſert. * 
2 Cit, Your awn Deſert ? 
Cor. Ay, not mine own Deſire. 
1 Cit. How, not your own Defire? 
Cor. No, Sir, twas never my Deſire yet to trouble the 
Poor with Begging. 
1 Cit. You muſt think, if we give you any thing, we 
hope to gain by you, | | 
Cor. Well then I pray, your Price o'th* Conſulſhip? 
1 Cit. The Price is, to ask it kindly. 


_ . Cor. Kindly, Sir, I pray let me ha't: I have Wounds to 
ſhew you, which ſhall be yours inpriyate: Yougood Voice, 


Sir; what ſay you? | 
2 Cit. You ſhall hat, worthy Sir. 


Cor. A Match, Sir; there's in all two worthy Voices 


begg'd: I have your Alms, Adieu. 
7 Cit. But this is ſomething odd. 
2 Cu. And 'twere to give again:-----But *cis no matter. 
: [ Exeunt, 
Enter two other Citixens. 

Cor. Pray you now, if it may ſtand with the tune of 
your Voices, that I may be Conſul, I, have here the cuſto- 
mary Gown, | | 

1 Cir. You haye deſerved Nobly of your Country, and 
you have not deſerved Nobly. of 2 

Cor. Your Enigma. 


Ce. 


ait. 
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I Cit. You have been a Scourge to her Enemies; you have 
been a Rod to her Friends; you haye not indeed loyed the 
common People. EE | | 

Cor. You ſhould account me the more Virtuous, that 1 
have not been common in my Love; I will, Sir, flatter 
my {worn Brother, the People, to earn a dearer eſtimati- 
on of them, 'tis a Condition they account gentle: And 
ſince the Wiſdom of their Choice, is rather to have my 
Hat, than my Heart, I will practiſe the inſinuating Nod, 
and be off ro them moſt counterfeitly; that is, Sir, I will 
counterfeit the bewitchment of ſome popular Man, and 
give it bountifully to the deſirers: Therefore, beſeech you 
I may be Conſul. | 

2 Cit. We hope to find you our Friend; and therefore 
give you our Voices heartily. 85 

1 Cit, You have received many Wounds for your Coun 


* 


try. 
or I will not ſeal your Knowledge with ſhewing them. 
I will make much of your Voices, and fo trouble you no 


further. . 
Both, The Gods give you Joy, Sir, heartily. [ Exemnt. 

Cor. Moſt ſweet Voices 
Better it is to die, better to ſtarve, 
Than crave the Hire, which firſt we do deſerve. 
Why in this Woolviſh Gown ſhould I ſtand here, 
To beg of Hab and Dick, that do appear, 
Their needleſs Voucher? Cuſtom calls me to't—— 
What Cuſtom wills in all Things, ſhould we do't? 
The Duſt on antique Time would lye unſwept, 
And mountainous Error be too highly * 
For Truth to O er- peer. Rather than fool it fo, 
Let the high Office and the Honour go, ä 
To one that would do thus. I am balf t 
The one part ſuffer d, the other will I do. 

Enter three Citizens more. 

Here come more Voices. 
Your Voices-----For your Voices I have fought, 
Watch'd for your Voices; for your Voices, bear 
Of Wounds, two dozen and odd: Bartels, thrice ſix 
tae len agd herd of: For your Voices, =—m 

aye 


— - — 


_— 
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Have done many things, ſome leſs, ſome more: : 
Your Voices:-----For indeed would be Confual, _ - 
1 Cit, He has done nobly, and cannot go without any 
honeſt Man's Voice. , v» _ Ys. - 
2 Cit. Therefore let him be Conſul: The Gods give 
* 5" and make him a good Friend to the People. 

Amen, Amen. God fave thee, Noble Conſul. [Exernr. 

Cor, Worthy Voices! | 9 

Enter Menenius, with Brutus, and Sicinius. 

Men. You have ſtood your Limitation: 
And the Tribunes_endue you with the Peoples Voice. 
Remains, that in th' Official Marks inveſted, = 
You anon do mect the Senate. 2 y 

Cor. Is this done? 

Sic. The Cuſtom of Requeſt you have diſcharg'd: 
The People do admit you, and are ſummon'd— 
To meet anon upon your Approbation. 

Cor. Where? at the Senate-houſe ? 

Sic, There, Coriolanus. | 
er. May I change theſe Garments ? | 

Sic. You may, Sir. | 3 

Cor. That I'll trait do: And knowing my ſelf again, 


30 


| Repair to th Senate- houſe. 


Men. I'll keep you company. Will you along? 
Bru. We ftay here for the People. WM | 
Sic. Fare you well. [Exennt Coriol. and Men. 
He has it now, and by his Looks, methinks N 
*Tis warm at's Heart. mung: 
Bru. With a proud Heart he wore his humble Weeds 
Will you dilmil. the People? | | 
| Enter the Plibeians. 35 
Sic. How now, my Maſters, have you choſe this Man? 
1 Cit. He has our Voices, Sir. 2 
Bru. We pray the Gods he may deſerve your Loves. 
2 Cit. Amen, Sir: To my poor unworthy notice, 
He mock'd us, when he begg d our Voices. 
3 Cit. Certainly he flouted us dowa- right. 
1 Cit. No, tis his kind of Speech, he did not mock us. 
2 Cit. Not one amongſt us, ſave your ſelf but ſays 
He us d us ſcornfully: He ſhould have ſnewy d F 


His 
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His Marks of Merit, Wounds receiv'd for's Country. 


Sic. Why ſo he did, I am ſure | 
All. Ne, no; no Man ſaw 'em. | 
3 Cit, He ſaid he had Wounds, 

Which he could ſhew in private: 


And with his Hat, thus waving it in Scorn, 


I would be Conſul, ſays he: Aged Cuſtom 


But by your Voices, will not ſo permit me; 
Vour Voices therefore: When we granted that, 
Here was---I thank you for your Voices---thank you--- 
Your-moſt ſweet Voices. Now you have left your Voices, 
I have nothing further wich you. . Was not this Mockery ? 
Sic. Why, either were you ignorant to ſec't? | 
Or ſeeing it of ſuch childiſh Friendlineſs, 
To yield your Voices? | 
Bru. Could you not have told him, 
As you were leſſon d; when he had no Power, 
But was a petty Servant to the State, 
He was your Enemy. ever ſpake againſt 
Your Liberties, — the Charters that you bear 
th” Body of the Weal: And now arriving 
At place of Potency, and ſway o'th* State, 
If he ſhould ſtill malignantly remain 
Faſt Foe to th' Plebeians, your Voices might 
Be Curſes to your ſelves. You ſhould have ſaid, 
That as his worthy Deeds did claim no leſs 
Than what he ſtood for; ſo his gracious Nature 
Would think upon you for your Voices, and 
Tranſlate his Malice towards you, into Love, 
Standing your friendly Lord. 
Sic. Thus to have 2 . 
As you were fore - advis d, had touch'd his Spirit, 
And try'd his Inclination; from him pluckt, 


Either his gracious Promiſe, which you might, 
As cauſe had call'd you up, have held him to; 


Or elſe it would have gall'd bis ſurly Nature; 
Which eaſily endures not Article, 

Tying him to ought; ſo putting him to Rage, 
You ſhould have ta'en th'adyantage of his Choler, 
And paſs'd him unelected. 


Vor. V. Bru, 
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Bru. Did you perceive, AY 
He did ſollicit you in free Contempt, - 
When he did need your Loves? And do you think 
That his Contempt ſhall not be bruiſing to you, 


When he hath power to cruſh? Why had your Bodies 


No Heart among you? Or had you Tongues, to cry 
Againſt the ReCtorſhip of 'Judgment? 8 
Sic. Have you, ere now, deny the Asker: _ 
And, now again of him that did not ask, but mock, 
Beſtow your ſwd-for Tongues ? . 
3 Cit. He's not confirm d, we may deny him yet. 
2Cit. And will deny him: Zh 
TI1 have five hundred Voices of that Sound. 


* 


1 Cit. Ay, twice five hundred, and their Friends to piece em. 


Bru. Get you hence inſtantly, and tell thoſe Friends, 

They have choſe a Conſul that will from them take 
Their Liberties, make them of no more Voice 

Than Dogs that are as often beat for Barking; 
As therefore kept to do ſo. | 

Sic. Let them aſſemble ; and on a ſafer Judgment; 

All revoke your ignorant Election: Enforce his Pride, 
And his old Hate unto oa belides, forget not, 
With what Contempt he wore the humble Weed, _ 
How in his Suit he ſcorn'd you: But your Loves 
Thinking upon his Services, took from you 

Th' apprehenſion of his preſent portance, 

Which moſt gibingly, ungravely, he did faſhion 

After the inyeterate Hate he bears you. 

Bru. Lay a fault on us, your Tribunes, 

That we labour'd (no impediment between) 
But that you muſt caſt your Election on him. | 
Sic. Say, you choſe him, more after our Commandment, 
Than as guided by your own true Affections, and that 
"Your Minds, pre-occupied with what you rather mult do, 
Than what you ſhould, made you againſt the grain 
To Voice him Conſul. - Lay the fault on us. | 

Brus. Ay, ſpare us not: Say, we read Lectures to you, 
How youngly he began to ſerve his Country, 
How long continued, and what Stock he ſprings of, 
The Noble Houſe o'th* Martians; from whence came 
| | That 


=) 


3 „ 8 


o, 


at 


Was his great Anceſtor, 


Repair to th' Capitol. 
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That Ancus Martius, Numa's Daughter's Son, 
Who after great Hoftilius here was King: 
Of the ſame Houſe Publius and Quintus were, 
That our beſt Water brought by Conduits hither 
And nobly nam'd; ſo, twice being Cenſor, 


Sic. One thus deſcended, 
That hath beſide well in his Perſon wrought, 
To be ſet high in Place, we did commend 
To your remembrances; but you have found, £2 
_ his preſent bearing with his paſt, 
That he's your fixed Enemy, and revoke 
Your ſudden Approbation. 

Bru. Say, you nc'er had don't, 
(Harp on that ſtill) but by our putting on; 
And preſently, when you haye drawn your Number, 


Al, We will fo; almoſt all repent in their Election. 
[Exeunt Plebeiane, 
Bru, Let them go on: 
This Mutiny were better put in hazard, 
Then ſtay paſt doubt for greater: : 
If, as his Nature is, he fall in rage 1 
With their refuſal, both obſerve and anſwer | A 
The vantage of his anger. : - 
Sic. To th* Capitol, come: " 77 
We will be there before the ftrexam o' th People: | 
And this ſhall ſeem, as partly tis, their own, | 
Which we have goaded onward, [ Exennt; . I 


ACT u. SCENEL f 


SCENE Rome. 


Cornets. Enter Coriolanus, Menenius, Cominius, Titus 
Lartius, and other Senators. N 


fe. Aufidius then had made new Head? | 
1 Lart. He had, my Lord, and that it was which caus d ; 
2 Oar 
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Our ſwifter Compoſition: 
Cor. So then he's Volſcies ſtand but a as at firſt, 
Ready hen time ſhall prompt them, to make Road 
. Upon's again. 
Com. They are worn, Lord Conſul, ſo, 
That we ſhall hardly in our Ages ſee 
Their Banners wave again. 
Cor. Saw you Aufidins? 
Lart. On ſafe- guard he came to me, and did curfe 
Againſt the Volſcies, for they had ſo vilely 
Tielded the Town; he is retir'd to Antium. 
Cor. Spoke he of me ? | 
Lart. He did, my Lord. 
Cor. How? — what? 
Lart. How often he had met you Sword to Sword: 
'That of all things upon the Earth he hated ' 
Your Perſon moſt; That he would pawn his Fortunes 
To hopeleſs Reſtitution, ſo he might ; 
Be call d your Vanquiſher. 
Cor. At Antium lives he? 
Lari. At Antium 
Cor. I wiſh J had a cauſe to ſeek him there, 
To oppole his Hatred fully. Welcome home. 
Enter Sicinius and Brutus. 
Behold, theſe are the Tribunes of the People, 
The Tongues o'th' Common Mouth, I do deſpiſe Urn 
For they do prank them in Authority, 
Againſt all noble ſufferance, 
Sic. Paſs no further. 
Cor. Hah! what is that! 
Bru. It will be dangerous to go on 
Cor. What makes this Change? 
Aen. The Matter? 
Com. Hath he not paſs d the Nobles, and the Commons? 
Bru. Cominius, no. 
Cor. Have 1 had Childrens Voices? 
Sen. Tribunes, give way; he ſhall to th' Market place. 
Bru. The People are incens d againſt him. | 
Sic. Stop, or all will fall in Broil. 
Cor, Are theſe your Herd? 


No further. 
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Muſt theſe have Voices, that can yield them now, 

And ſtraight diſclaim their Tongues? What are your Offices? 
You being their Mouths, why rule you not their Teeth? 
Have you not ſet them on? | 

Men. Be calm, be calm. 

Cor, It is a purpos'd thing. and grows by Plot, | 
To curb the Will of the Nobility : | | 
Suffer'c, and live with ſuch as cannot Rule, | | 
Nor ever will be ruled, | 

Bru. Call't not a Plot; | 
The People cry you mock'd them; and of late, 
When Gorn was given them, gratis, you repin'd, 
Scandal d the Suppliants for the People, call'd them 
Time: pleaſers, Flatterers, Foes to Nobleneſs. 

Cor. Why this was known beſore. 

Bru. Not to them all. 

Cor. Have you inform'd them ſithence? 

Bra, How! I inform them! 

3 Com You are like to do ſuch Buſineſs, 
| Bru. Not unlike, each way, to better yours, 
Cor. Why then ſhould 1 be Conſul? by yond Clouds, 
Let me deſerve ſo ill as you, and make me 
Your fellow Tribune. | 
Sic. Vou ſhew too much of that, 
For which the People ſtir; if you will paſs 
To where you are bound, you muſt enquire your way, 
Which you are out of, with a gentler Spirit, 
n Or neyer to be ſo Noble as a Conſul, 
Nor yoak with him for Tribune. 
Men. Let's be calm. . 
Com. The People are abus'd. ſet on; this paltrin 
| Becomes not Rome: Nor has Coriolanss | . 
. -Deſerv'd this ſo diſhonour'd Rub, laid falſly | 
1 rh' plain way of his Merit. 
Cor. Tell me of Corn! this was my Speech, 
ne? And 1 will ſpeak't again =— 
Men. Not now, not now. 
Sen, Not in this Heat, Sir, now. 
. Cor. Now as [ live, I will 
| My Nobler Friends, I craye their Pardons: 
af For 


* 


\\ 
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For the mutable rank-ſcented Many, 
Let them regard me, as I do not flatter, 
And therein behold themſelves: I ſay again, 
In ſoothing them, we nouriſh *gainſt our-Senate 
The Cockle of Rebellion, Infolence, Sedition, | 
Which we our ſelves have plow'd for, ſow'd and ſcatter d, 
By mingling them with us, the honour'd Number, 
Who lack not Virtue, no, nor Power, but that 
Which they have given to Beggars. 
Men, Well, no more----- 
Sen. No more Words, we beſeech you----- 
Cor. How . no more! 
As for my Country I have ſhed my Blood, 
Not fearing outward force; ſo ſhall my Lungs, 
Coin Words till their decay, againſt thoſe Meaſles 
Which we diſdain ſhould Tetter us, yet ſeek 
The very way to catch them.. | 
Bru. You ſpeak o th People, as if you were a God 
To puniſh, not a Man of their Infirmity. BY +: 
Sic, *T were well, we let the People know't. 
Men. What, what! his Choler? 
Cor. Choler! were I as patient as the midnight Sleep, 
By Fove, twould be my Mind. 
Sic. It is a Mind that ſhall remain a Poiſon 
Where it is, not poiſon any further, 
Cor. Shall remain ? 
Hear you this Triton of the Minnoues? Mark you 
His abſolute Shall? 
Com. Twas from the Canon. | 
_ Cur. Shall!----OGod!----but moſt unwiſe Patricians; why 
You Grave, but wreakleſs Senators, haye you thus | 
Given Hydra here to chuſe an Officer, 


That with his peremptory Shall, being but 


The Horn and Noiſe o' ch' Monſters, wants not Spirit 
To fay, he'll turn your Current in a Ditch, i 
And make your Channel his? If he have Power, 
Taen vail your Ignorance: If none, awake 

Your dangerous Lenity: If you are Learned, 

Be not as common Fools; it you are not, |; 
Let them have Cuſhions by you, You are Plebeians, 


* 


— 
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If they be Senators; and they are no leſs, 

When both your Voices blended; the greateſt Taſte: 
Moſt palates theirs, They chuſe their Magiſtrate, 
And ſuch a one as he, who puts in his Shall, 

His popular Shall, againſt a graver Bench 

Than ever frown'd in Greece. By Fove himſelf, 


It makes the Conſuls baſe ; and my Soul akes 


To know when two Authorities are up, 


Neither Supream, how ſoon Confuſion 


May enter *twixt the gap of both, and take 
The one by th' other. | 

Com. Well — on to th' Market- place. 

Cor. Who ever gave that Counſel, to give forth 
The Corn o' th* Storehouſe, gratis, as twas us d 
Sometime in Greece. 

Men, Well, well, no more of that. 

Cor. Though there the People had more abſolute Power: 


— 


I fay, they nouriſh'd Diſobedience, fed the ruin of the 


State. 

Bru. Why ſhall the People give, 
One that ſpeaks thus, their Voice? 

Cor. I'll give my Reaſons, 
More worthy than their Voices. They know the Corn 
Was not our recompence, reſting well aſſur d 
They ne'er did Service for't, being preſt to th' War, 
Even when the Naval of the State was touch'd, 
They would not thread the Gates: This kind of Seryice 
Did not deſerve Corn gratis. Being i' th? War, 
Their Mutinies and Revolts, wherein they ſhew'd 
Moſt Valour, ſpoke not for them, Th' Accuſation 
Which they have often made againſt the Senate, 
All cauſe unborn, could never be the Native 
Of our ſo frank Donation. Well, what then ? 
How: ſhall this Boſom-multiplied, digeſt | 
The Senate's courteſie? Let Deeds expreſs 
What's like to-be their Words---We did requeſt it--- 
We are the greater Poll, and in true fear 
They gave us our Demands. —— Thus we debaſe 
The nature of our Seats, and make the Rabble- 
Call our Cares, Fears; which will in time 
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Break ope the Locks o' th' Senate, and bring ia 
The Crows to peck the Eagles ——  _ 

Men. Come, enough. "2D 

Bru. Enough, witli over meaſure. 

Cor. No, take more, "PR | 
What may be ſworn by, both Divine and Human, 
Seal what I end withsl This double worſhip, 
Where one part does diſdaia with cauſe, the other 
Inſult without all ſeaſon; where Gentry, Title, Wiſdons, 
Cannnot conclude, but by the. Yea and No 


* 


Ot General Ignorance, it muſt omit 


Real Neceſſities, and give way the while 


To unſtable Slightneſs; Purpoſe fo barr'd, it follows, 


Nothing is done to purpoſe. Therefore, beſeech | 
You — will be WA fearful than diſcreet, 8 
That love the Fundamental part of State % 
More than you doubt the change oft; that prefer 
A noble Life before a long, and wiſh _ 
To jump a Body with a dangerous Phyſick, | 
That's ſure of Death without it; at once pluck out 
The Multitudinous Tongue, let them not lick 
The ſweet which is their Poiſon. Your diſhonour 
Mangles'true Judgment, and bereaves the State 
Of that Integrity which ſhould become it: 
Not having the Power to do the good it would 
For th' ill which doth controul it. 
Bru. Has ſaid enough. "go 
Sic. H'as ſpoken like a Traitor, and ſhall anſwer 
As Traitors do. 
Cor, Thou Wretch! Deſpight o&'er-whelm thee! 
What ſhould the People do with theſe bald Tribunes ? 
On whom depending, their Obedience fails 
To th* greater Bench, in a Rebellion: 
When what's not meet, but what muſt be, was Law, 
Then were they choſen; in a better Hour, x 
Let what is meet, be ſaid, it muſt be meet, 
And throw their Power i'th' Duft, 
Bru. Manifeſt Treaſon —— 


Sic. This a Conſul? No, 
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Enter an Ædile. ! 
Bru, The Zdiles, ho; let him be apprehended. 
| Sic. Go call the People, in whoſe Name my ſelf 
_ Attach thee as a Traiterous Innovator: 
A Foe to th' Publick Weal. Obey. 1 charge thee, 
And follow to thine anſwer, ¶ Layiag hold on Coriolanus. 
Cor. Hence, old Goat. | 
All. We'll ſurety him. 
Com. Aged Sir, Hands off. 
Cor. Hence, rotten thing, or I ſhall ſhake thy Bones 

Out of thy Garments, 

Sic. Help me, Citizens. 

Enter a Rabble of Plebeians with the Ædiles. 
Men. On both ſides more reſpect. 

+ Sic. Here's he, that would take from you all your 

Power, 

* Bru. Seize him, Ædiles. 

A. Down with him, down with him, 

2 Sen, Weapons, Weapons, Weapons; 

2 [They all buſtle about Coriolanus- 
Tribunes. Patricians, Citizens — what hoe 
Sicinius, Brutus, Coriolahus, Citizens. 

Al. Peace, peace, peace, ſtay, hold, peace. 

Men. What is about to be? — I am cut of Breath; Con- 
fuſion's near. I cannot ſpeak.—— You Tribunes to th* 
People, Coriolanus; patience; ſpeak, good Sicinius. 

Sic. Hear me, People — peace. | 
All. Let's hear our Tribune: Peace; ſpeak, ſpeak, ſpeak. 
Sic. You are at point to loſe your Liberties: | 
Martius would have all from you: Martius, 
Whom late you have nam'd tor Conſul. 

Men. Fie, fie, fie, this is the way to kindle, not to 
quench. 

Sen. To unbuild the City, and to lay all flat. 

Sic. What is the City, but the People / 

AA. True, the People are the City. . 

Bru. By the conſent of all, we were eſtabliſhed the Peo- 
ples Magiſtrates, 

All, Yon fo remain, 
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Men. And ſo are like to do. : 
Com. That is the way to lay the City flat, 


| To bring the Roof to the Foundation, 


9 


2 . 


And bury all, which yet diſtinctly ranges, 
In heaps and piles of Ruin. 
Sic. This deſerves Death. 

Bru. Or let us ſtand to our Authority, 
Or let us loſe it; we do here pronounce, 
Upon the part o'th'People, in whoſe Power 
We were elected theirs, Martius in worthy 
Of preſent Death. | 

Sic. Therefore lay hold on him; 

Bear him to th* Rock Tarpeian, and from thence 
Into Deſtruction caſt him. 
Bru. Zidiles, ſeize him. 

All Ple. Yield, Martins, yield. + 

Men. Hear me one word, beſeech you Tribunes, hear 
me but a word | | 
Aciles. Peace, peace. 

Men. Be that you ſeem, truly your Country's Friends, 
And temp'rately proceed to what you would 
Thus violently redreſs. , 

Bru. Sir, thoſe cold ways, 


That ſeem like prudent helps, are very poyſonous, 


Where the diſeaſe is violent. Lay hands upon him, 
And bear him to the Rock. Cor. draws his Sword, 
Cor. No, I'll dye here; ; 
There's ſome among you have beheld me fighting, 
Come try upon your ſelves, what you have ſeen me. 
x0 Down with that Sword, Tribunes withdraw a 
while. 
- Bru, Lay Hands upon him. 
Men. Help Martius, help---you that be noble, help him 
young and: old, Beg | | 
. Down with him, down with him, Exeunt. 
In this Mutiny, the Tribunes, the Ædiles, and the 
People are beat in. | 


| Men. Go, get you te your Houle z be gone, aways 


All will be naught elſe. 
2 Sen, Get you gone, 


Com, 


— 
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What the Yengeance, could he not ſpeak em fair? 
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Com. Stand faſt, we have as many Friends as Enemies · 
Men, Shall ir be put to that? | 
Sen. The Gods torbid: 


I prithee noble Friend, home to thy Houſe, 


Leave us to cure this Cauſe. 

Men For tis a Sore upon us, | 
You cannot Tent your ſelf; begone 'beſcech you. 

Com. Come, Sir, along with us. 

Men. I would they were Barbarians, as they are, 
Though in Rome litter d; not Romans, as they are not, 
Though calved in the Porch o'th* Capitol: 

Begone, put not your worthy Rage into your Tongue, 


One time will owe another. 


Com. On fair Ground I could beat forty of them. 

Men, I could my ſelf take up a Brace 6'th'beſt of them; 
yea, the two Tribunes. 

Com. But now *tis odds beyond Arithmetick, 
And Manhood is call'd Fool'ry when it ſtands | 
Againſt a falling Fabrick. Will you hence, 
Before the Tag return, whoſe Rage doth rend 
Like interrupted Waters, and o'er 
What they are us'd to bear. 

Men. Pray you, be gone: 
Vil try whether my old Wit be in requeſt 
With thoſe that have but little; this muſt be patcht 
With Cloth of any Colour, 

Com. Nay, come away. 

[Exennt Coriolanus and Cominjas, 


1 Sen. This Man has marr'd his Fortune. 


Men. His Nature is too noble for the World: 
He would not flatter Neptune for his Trident, 
Or Fove, for's Power to. Thunder: His Heart's his Mouth : 
What his Breaſt forges, that his Tongue muſt vent; 
And being angry, does forget that ever 
He heard the name of Deaths. [4 miſe within, 
Here's goodly Work. . | 

2 Sen. I would they were a-bed* 

Men, I would they were in Joer. 


Enter 


a 
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Enter Brutus and Sicinius, with the Rahble again; 
Sic. Where is this Viper, | 


That would depopulate the City, and be every Man himſelf? 


Men. You worthy Tribunes — 

Sic. He ſhall be thrown down the Tarpeian Rock 
With Rigorous Hands; he hath reſiſted Law, | 
And therefore Law ſhall ſcorn him further Trial 
Than the ſeverity of the Publick Power, | 


Which he ſo ſets at nought. | 


1 Cit. He ſhall well know the noble Tribunes are 
The Peoples Mouths, and we their Hands. id 
Al. He ſhall ſure out. | 
| Meg, Sir, Sir, — 
Sic. Peace. 
Men. Do not cry havock, where you ſhould but hunt 
With modeſt warrant. | 
Sic. Sir, how comes it that you have holp 
To make this reſcue ? E: 
Aen. Hear me ſpeak ; as I do know 
The Conſul's worthineſs, fo can I name his Faults —- 
Sic. Conful!-----what Conful! 
Men. The Conſul Coriolanus. 
Bru. He Conſul !---.. 
All, No, no, no, no, no. 
Men. If by the Tribunes leave, 


And yours good People, 


I may be heard, I would crave a word of two, 

The which ſhall turn you to no further harm, 

Than ſo much loſs of time. N 
Sic. Speak briefly then, 


For we are peremptory to diſpatch 
This viperous Traitor; to eject him hence 


Were but one Danger, and te keep him here 
Our certain Deat!; there fore it is decreed 
He dies to Night. 

Men. Now the good Gods forbid, 
That our Renowned Rome, whole Gratitude 
Towards her deſeryed Children, is enroll'd 


In Fove's own Book, like an unnatural Dam 


Sould now eat up her own, 
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Sic, He's a Diſeaſe that muſt be cut away. 

Men. Oh, he's a Limb, that has but a Diſeaſe; 
Mortal, to cut it off; to cure it, eaſie. 
What has he done to Rome, that's worthy Death ? 
Killing our Enemies, the Blood he hath loft | 
(Which I dare vouch, is more than that he hath, 
By many an Ounce) he dropt it for his Country: 
And what is left, to loſe it by his Country: 
Were to us all that do't, and ſuffer it, 
A brand to th' end o'th' World, 
Sie. This is clean kam. 

Bru. Meerly awry : | 
When he did loye his Country, it honour'd him, 

Men. The Service of the Foot, 

g once gangreen d, is not then reſpected 

For what before it was — - 

Bru, We'll hear no more, 
Purſue him to his Houſe, and pluck him thence, 
Leſt his Infection, being of a catching nature, 
Spread further, 

Men, One Word more, one word: | 
This Tiger-footed-rage, when it ſhall! find 
The harm of unskann'd ſwiftneſs, will (too late) 
Tye leaden pounds to's Heels. Proceed by Proceis, 
Leſt Parties (as he is beloy'd) break out, 
And ſack great Rome with Romans. 
Bu. It it were ſo 

Sic, What do ye talk? 
Have we not had a taſte of his Obedience? 
Our Zi4iles ſmote, our ſelves reſiſted, come —— 

Men. Conſider this; he hath been bred i'th' Wars 
Since he could draw a Sword, and is ill-ſchool'd 
In boulted Language, Meal and Bran together 
He throws without diſtinction. Give me leave, 
Vii go to bim, and undertake to bring him in peace, 


Where he ſhall anſwer by a lawful Form, 


In peace, to his utmoſt peril, 

1 Sen. Noble Tribunes, 
It is the human way: The other courſe 
Wix prove too bloody, and the end of it 
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Unknown to the beginning. 1 

Sic. Noble Menenius, be you then as the Peoples Officer; 
Miaſters, lay down your Weapons, . 

Bru. Go not home. 

Sic. Meet on the Market- place; we'll attend you there 
Where, if you bring not Martius, we'll proceed 
In our firſt way. | 

Men. V1! bring him to you. 
Let me defire your Company; he muft come, 
Or what is worſt will follow. | 

1 Sen. Pray you let's to Him. Exeunt: 

Enter Coriolanus with Nobles. 

Cor. Let them pull all about mine Ears, preſent me 
Death on the Wheel, or at wild Horſes heels, 
Or pile ten Hills on the Tarpeian Rock, 
That the Precipitation might down ſtreteh 
Below the beam of fight, yet will I ſtill 
Be thus to them. 

7 | Enter Volumnia,. 

Noble. You do the Nobler. 

Cor. I muſe, my Mother; 
Does not approve me further, who was wont 
To call them Woollen Vaſſals, things created 
To buy and ſell with Groats, to ſhew bare Heads 
In Congregations, to yawn, be till, and wonder, 
When one but of my Ordinance ſtood up 
To ſpeak of Peace, or War. I talk of you, 
Why did you wiſh me milder? Wou'd you haye me- 
Falſe to my Nature? Rather ſay, I play 7287; 
The Man I am. 

Vol. Oh, Sir, Sir, Sir. 
I would have had you put your Power well on; 
Before you had worn it out. 

Cor. Let's go. : 
el. You might have been enough the Man you are, 
With ſtriving leſs to be ſo. Leſſer had been 
The things that: thwart your Diſpofitions, if 
You had not ſhew'd them how ye were diſpos'd 
Eer they lack'd payer to croſs you, 


| 


* * 
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+ Cor. Let them hang. 
Te Vol. Ay, and burn too. | 
a | Enter Menenius with the Senators. 
Men. Come, come, you have been too rough, ſomes 
thing coo rough: You muſt return, and mend it. 
Sen. There's no Remedy, | 
Unleſs, by not ſo doing, our good City 
Cleave in the midſt, and periſh, 
Vol. Pray be counſell d; 
1 have a Heart as little apt as yours, 
If hut yet a Brain that leads my ule of Anger 
To better vantage. | 
Men. Well faid, noble Woman: 
Before he ſhould thus ſtoop to th' Heart, but that 
The violent Fit o'th' Times craves it as Phyfick 
For the whole State, I would put mine Armour on, 
2 Which I can ſcarcely bear. ; 
% Cor. What muſt I do? 
Men. Return to th' Tribunes. 
Cor. Well, what then? what then? 
Men.. Repent what you have ſpoke, 
Cor. For them? I cannot do it for the Gods, 
Muſt ] then do't to them? | 
Vol. You are too abſolute, 
Tho? therein you can never be too Noble, 
But when Extremities ſpeak; I have heard you ſay; 
Honour and Policy, like unſever'd Friends, 
Fth' War do grow together: Grant that, and tell me. 
In Peace, what each of them by th' other loſe, 
That they combine not there? 
Cor. Tuſh, tuſh—— 
Men, A good Demand, 
Vol. If it be Honour in your Wars, to ſeem 
The ſame you are not, which for your beſt erds 
You adopt your Policy: How is it lels or worſe: 
That ir ſhall hold Companionſhip in Peace 
With Honour, as in War; fince that to both 
It ſtands in like requeſt, 5 
Cor. Why force you this ? 
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Vol. Becauſe, that 
Now it lyes you on to ſpeak to the People: | 
Not by your own Inſtruction, nor by the Matter 


Which your Heart prompts you to, but with ſuch Words 


That are but roated in your Tongue: 

Tho? but Baſtards, and Syllables 

Of no Allowance, to your Boſom's Trath. 

Now, this no more Diſhonours you at all, | 
Than to take in a Town with gentle Words, 
Which elſe would put you to your Fortune, 10d 
The haz ird of much Blood. „ 
J would diſſemble with my Nature, where y 
My Fortunes and my Friends at Stake, requir'd 

I hould do ſo in Honour. I am in this | 
You Wife, your Son: Theſe Senators, the Nobles, 
And you, will rather ſhew our general Lots, 2 
How you can frown, than ſpend a Fawn upon em, 5 
For the Inheritance of their Loves and Safegard 
Of what that Want might ruin, 

Men. Noble Lady! 
Come go with us, ſpeak fair: You may ſalve & 
Not what is dangerous preſent, but the loſs ” - 
Of what is paſt, 

Fol, I prethee now, my Son, 

Go to them, with this Bonnet in thy Hand, 

And thus far having ftretch'd it (here be with them' 
Thy Knee buſſing the Stones; For in ſuch Buſineſs 
Action is Eloquence, and the Eyes of th* Ignorant 
More Learned than the Ears, waving thy Head; 
Which often, thus, correQing thy ſtout Heart / 
Now humble as the ripeſt Mulberry, 

That will not hold the Handling: 8 ſay to 8. 
Thou art their Soldier, and being bred in Broils 
Haſt not the ſoft way, which thou doſt confeſs 
Were fit for thee to uſe, as they to claim, 

In asking their good Loves, but thou wilt frame 
Thy ſelf (forſooth) hereafter theirs ſo far, 
fs thou haſt Power and Perſon: 

Men. This but done, 
yen as ſhe ſpeaks, why th their Hearts were yours: 


For 
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For they have Pardons, being ask'd, as free, 
As Words to little Purpoſe. 
Vol. Prethee now, 
Go and be rul'd: Altho' I know thou hadſt rather 
Follow thine Enemy in a fiery Gulf, 
Than flatter him in a Bower. © _ 
Enter Cominius. 
Here is Cominius. 
Com. | have been i' th Market-place, and Sir, *tis fit 
You have ſtrong Party, or defend your ſelf 
By Calmneſs, or by Abſence: All's in Anger. 
Men. Only fair Speech. 
Com. I think will ſerve, if he 
Can thereto frame his Spirit. 
Vol. He muſt and will: | 
Prethee now ſay you will, and go about it. 
Cor. Muſt I go ſhew them my unbarbed Sconce ? 
Muſt 1 with my baſe Tongue give to my noble Heart 


"= Lie, that it muſt bear well? I will do't: 


Yet were there but this fingle Plot, to loſe 

This Mould of Martius, they to Duſt ſhould: bring it, 
And throw't againſt the Wind. To the Market-place: 
You have put me now to ſuch a Part, which never 


1 ſhall diſcharge to th' Life. 


Com. Come, come, we'll prompt you. 

Vol. Ay, prithee now, ſweet Son, as thou haſt faid 
My Praiſes made thee firſt a Soldier; ſo 
To have my Praiſe for this, perform a Part 
Thou haſt not done before, 

Cor, Well, I muſt do't: 

Away my Diſpoſition, and poſſeſs me | 
Some Harlot's Spirit: My Throat of War be turn'd, 
Which quir'd with my Drum, into a Pipe, 

Small as an Eunuch, or the Virgin Voice 

That Babies lulls aſleep ; the Smiles of Knaves 
Tent in my Cheeks, and School-boys Tears take up 
The Glaſſes of my Sight: A Beggar's Tongue | 
Make motion through my Lips, and my arm'd Knees 
Who bow'd but in my Stirrup, bend like his 
That hath receiv'd an Alms, I will not do't, 


— 
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Left I ſurceaſe to honour mine own Truth, 

And by my Bodies Action, teach my Mind 

A moſt inherent Baſeneſs. 

Pol. At thy Choice then: 5 

To beg of thee, it is my more Diſhonour, 

Than thou of them. Come all to ruin, let 
Thy Mother rather feel thy Pride, than fer 
Thy dangerous Stoutneſs: For I mock at Death 
With. as big Heart as thou. Do as thou liſt, 
Thy Valiantaeſs was mine, thou ſuck'dſt it from me: 
But own thy Pride thy ſelf. . 

Cor. Pray be content: | 
Mother, I am going to the Market-place: 
Chide me no more. I'll Mountebank their Loves, 
Cog their Hearts from them, and come home heloy'd 
Of all the Trades in Rome. Look, I am going: 
Commend me to my Wife, I'll return Conſul, 

Or never truſt to what my Tongue can do 
Tth' way of Flattery further. my 9 4 

Vol. Do your Will. [Exit Volumnia. 

Com. Away, the Tribunes do attend you: Arm your ſelf 
To anſwer mildly : For they are prepar'd t | 
With Accuſations, as I hear, more ſtrong 
Than are upon you yet. þ 

Cor: The Word is, mildly. Pray you let us go, 

Let them accuſe me by Invention: I | 
Will anſwer in mine Honour. 
Men. Ay, but mildly. 
Cor, Well, mildly be it then, mildly. 
Enter Sicinius and Brutus. 

Bru. In this Point charge him home, that he affects 
Tyrannical Power: If he evade us there, 
Inforce him with his envy to the People, 

And that the Spoil got on the Antiats 
Was ne'er diſtributed. What, will he come? 
| Enter an Zidile. *. 

d. He's coming. 

Bru. How accompanied ? 

d. With old Menenivs, and thoſe Senators 
That always fayour'd him. 


Exeunt. 


Sic, 
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Sic, Have you a Catalogue ; [Poll? 
Of all the Voices that we haye procur'd, ſet down by th' 
Ad. I have; tis ready. 
Sic. Have you collected them by Tribes? 
d. I bave; tis ready, 
Sic, Aſſemble preſently the People hither, 
And when they hear me ſay, it ſhall be ſo, 
I'th* right and ſtrength o'th* Commons; be it either 
For Death, for Fine, or Baniſhment, then let them, 
If 1 fay Fine, cry Fine; if Death, cry Death, 
Inſiſting on the old Prerogative 6 
And power i'th* truth o'th* Cauſe. 
d. I will inform them. 
Bru. And when ſuch time they have begun to cry, 
Let them not ceaſe, but with a din conſus d, 
Inforce the preſent Execution 
Of what we chance to Sentence, 
Ad. Very well. 
Sic. Make them be ſtrong, and ready for this hint 
When we ſhall hap to give't them. — 
Bru. Go about it, 
Put him to Choler ſtreight, he hath been us'd 
Ever to conquer, and to have his word 
Of Contradiction. Being once chaft, he cannot 
Be rein'd again to Temperance; then he ſpeaks 
What's in his Heart; and that is there, which looks 
With us to break his Neck. . 
Enter Coriolanns, Menenius, and Cominius, with others. 
Sic. Well, here he comes. 
Men. Calmly I do beſeech you. 
Cor. Ay, as an Hoſtler, that for the pooreſt piece 
Will bear the Knave by th' Volume: 
The honour'd Gods | 
Keep Rome in Safety, and the Chairs of Juſtice 
Supplied with worthy Men, plant Love amongſt you, 
Through our large Temples, with the ſhews of Peace, 
And not our Streets with W aer. 
1 Sen. Amen, Amen, 
Men, A noble With, 
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Enter the Ædile with the Plebeians.. 
Sic. Draw near, ye People. | 

d. Lift to your Tribunes : Audience; 
Peace, I fay. „ 

Cor. Firſt, hear me ſpeak. 

Both Tri. Well, ſay: Peace, ho. . 

Cor. Shall I be charg'd no further than this preſent ? 
Muſt all determine here? | 

Sic. I do demand, | 
If you ſubmit you to the Peoples Voices, 

Allow their Officers, and are content 
To ſuffer lawful Cenſure for ſuch Faults 
As ſhall be prov'd upon you? 

Cor. I am content. 

Men. Lo, Citizens, he ſays he is content: | 
The warlike Service he has done, conſider; think 
Upon the Wounds his Body bears, which ſhew 
Like Graves i'th' holy Church- yard. 

Cor. Scratches with Briars, Scars to more 
Laughter only. 2 

Men. Conſider further: 

That when he ſpeaks not like a Citizen, 
You find him like a Soldier; do not take 
His rougher Actions for malicious Sounds: 
But, as I ſay, ſuch as become a Soldier, 
Rather than envy you. 

Com, Well, well, no more. 
2 What is ra 8 

at being paſt for Conſul with full Voice, 

I am 1 — that the very hour _ 
You take it off again? | 

Sic. Anſwer to us. | 

Cor Say then: Tis true, I ought ſo. 

Sic. We charge you, that you have contriv'd ts take 
From Rome all ſeaſon d Office, and to wind | 
Your ſelf unto a Power Tyrannical, 

For which you are a Traitor to the People, 

Cor. How ? Traitor? | 

Men. Nay, temperately: Your Promiſe, 


p 
8 
| 
« 
7 
«4:4 
] 
I 


Co TO LAN US. 357 


Cor, The Fires i'th* loweſt Hell, Fold in the people: 
Call me their Traitor! thou injurious Tribune! 
Within thine Eyes fate twenty thouſand Deaths, 
In thy Hands clutch'd as many Millions, in 
Thy lying Tongue both Numbers, I would fay, 
Thou lyeſt unto the, with a Voice as free, 
As I do pray the Gods. | 
Sic. Mark y«c u this, People? 
All. To th Rock with him. | 
Sic. Peace: . . 
We need not put new matter to his Charge: 
| What you have ſeen him do, and heard him ſpeak, 
Beating your Officers, curſing your felyes, 
2 Laws with Stroaks, and here defying 
Thoſe whoſe great Pawer muſt try him, 
Even this ſo Eiminal and in ſuch Capital kind, 
Deſerves th extreameſt Death. 
Bru. But ſince he hath ferv'd well for Rome —— 
Cor. What do you prate of Service? 
Bru. I talk of that, that know it. 
Cor. You? —— 
Men. Is this the promiſe that you made your Mother? 
Com. Know, I pray you.------ | 
Cor. I'll know no farther: | 
Let them pronounce the ſteep Tarpeian Death, 
Vagabend Exile, Fleaing, pent to linger 
But with a Grain a Day, I would not buy 
Their Mercy, at the price of one fair word, 
Nor check my Courage for what they can give, 
To have't with ſaying, Good-morrow, 
Sic. For that he has 
(As much as in him lyes) from time to time 
Envy'd againſt the People: Seeking Means 
To pluck away their Power; as now at laft, 
Given hoſtile ftroaks, and that not in the Preſence 
Of dreaded Juſtice, but on the Miniſters x 
That do diftrubute it, In the Name o'th' People, 
And in the Power of us the Tribunes, we 
(Ev'n from this Inſtant) bagiſh him our City, 
In peril of Precipitation © 


— 


From 
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From off the Rock Taypeian, never more 
To enter our Rome's Gates, l'th' People's Name, 
I fay it ſhall be ſo. ; 
All. It ſhall be ſo, it ſhall be ſo; Let him away: 
He's Baniſh'd; aud it ſhall be ſo. Dr 
Com. Hear me, my Maſters, and my common Friends. 
Sic. He's Senten cd: No more Hearing. 
Com. Let me ſpeak: PT FLY 2 
L have been Conſul, and can ſhew from Rome, 
Her Enemies marks upon me. I do love 
| My Country's good with a reſpe& more tender, 
| More holy, and profound, than mine own Life, 
| My dear Wife's eſtimate, her Womb's increaſe, 


1 


And treaſure of my Loyns: Then if I would : _ 
"| Speak that----- . | 
Sic. We know your drift, Speak what? . 
1 Bru. There's no more to be ſaid, but he is baniſh'd Co 
4 As Enemy to the People, and his Country. 
It ſnall be ſo. | | | W 
6 All It ſnall be ſo, it ſhall beſo. 12 Te 
| Cor. You common cry of Curs, whoſe Breath I hate, Tt 
þ| As rgek o'th'rotren Fenns; whoſe Loves I prize, Th 
As the dead Carkaſſes of unburied Men, | She 
That do corrupt my Air: I baniſh you, WI 
And here remain with your uncertainty. At 
Let every feeble Rumour ſhake your Hearts: Wi 
Your Enemies, with nodding of their Plumes, Th 
Fan you into Deſpair: Have the Power ſtill * . 
To baniſh your Defenders, till at length, < 
Your Ignorance (which finds not till it feels, | l 
Making but reſervation of your ſelves | Ane 
Still your own Foes) deliver you 3 
As moſt abated Captives, to ſome Nation : I sr 
That won you without Blows, deſpiſing | Rel 
For you the City. Thus I turn my Back; | If 3 
There is a World elſewhere, SIX 
Exeunt Coriolanus, Cominius, and others. You 


' [The People ſhout, and throw up their Caps. * Dro 
ZEdile. The Peoples Enemy is gone, is gone. 
A. Our Enemy is baniſh'd; he is gone, Hoo, hoo, Thy 

4 dine Sie. 
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$ic. Go ſee him out at Gates, and follow him 
As he hath follow'd-you; with all deſpight, 
Give him defery'd vexation. Let a Guard 
Attend us through the City. | 4 841 
» Ml. Come, come; let's ſee him out at the Gates come! 
The Gods preſerve our noble Tribunes, come, Exeunt. 


a 1 — 


ACT W. SCENE I. 
SCENE without the Walls of Rome: 


Enter Coriolanus, Volumnia, Virgilia, Menenius, cominius 
with the young Nobilir of Rome. | 


Cor. C Ome, leave your Tears: A brief Farewel : TheBeaſt 
Vith many Heads butts me away. Nay, Mother, 
Where is your ancient Courage? You were us d 
To ſay, Extremity was the Trier of Spirits, 
That common Chances common Men could bear; 
That when the Sea was calm, all Boats alike 
Shew'd Maſterſhip in floating. Fortune's blows : 
When moſt ſtruck home, being gentle wounded, craves 
A noble Cunning. You were us'd to load me 
With Precepts that would make invincible 
The Heart that conn'd them. | 
Vir. Oh Heay'ns! O Heav'ns! 8 
Cor, Nay, I prithee Woman 
Vol. Now the red Peſtilence ſtrike all Trades in Rome, 
And Occupations periſh. 
Cor. What! what! what! 
I ſhall be lov'd, when I am lack d. Nay, Mother, 
Reſume that Spirit, when you were wont to ſay 
If you had been the Wife of Hercules, 
Six of his Labours you'd have done, and ſav d 
Your Husband ſo much Sweat. Cominius, 
Droop not; Adieu: Farewel my Wife, my Mother, 
III do well yet. Thou old and true Menenius, 
Thy Tears are ſalter than a younger Man's, 


And 


aw _— 
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And venomqus to thine Eyes. My (ſometime) General; 
J have ſeen thee ſtern, and thou haſt oft beheld we 


Heart-hardning Spectaeles. Tell theſe fad Women. 


*Tis fond to wail inevitable ſtraaas 1 
As tis to laugh at em. My Mother, you vrot not well 
My hazards ſtill have been your ſolace, and | 
Believe't not lightly, tho' I go alone, 
Like to a lonely Dragon, that his Fen 9 
Makes fear d, and talk d of more than ſeen: Your Son 
Will, or exceet the Common. or be caught 
With cautelous baits and practicſe. 

Fol. My firft Son, r 
Whither will you go? Take good Cominius 
With thee a while; determine on ſome courſe 
More than a wild expoſure, to each Chance 
That ſtarts i'th way before thee. | 
Cor. O the Gods | | 
Cam. il follow thee a Month, deviſe with thee | 
Where thou ſhalt reſt, that thou may'ſt hear of us, 
And we of thee, So if the time thruſt forth 
A cauſe for thy Repeal, we ſhall not ſend 
O'er the vaſt World, to ſeek a ſingle Man, 
And loſe advantage, which doth ever cool 
I'th'abſence of the Needer, 

Cor. Fare ye well: 
Thou haſt Vears upon thee, and thou art too full 
Of the War's ſurfeits, to go rove with one 
That's yet unbruis'd ; Bring me but out at Gate. 
Come, my ſweet Wife, my deareſt Mother, and 
My Friends of Noble touch: When J am forth, 
Bid me Farewel, and ſmile. I pray you, come: 
While I remain above the Ground, you ſhall 
Hear from me ſtill, and never of me ought 
But what is like me formerly, 

Men. That's worthily 
As any Ear can bear. Come, let's not weep, 
If I could ſhake off but one ſeven Years 


From theſe old Arms and Legs, by the good Gods 
Id with thee every foot. 


Exier 


Cor. Give me thy Hand, come. ¶Exeunt. 
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Enter Sicinius and Brutus, with the aile. 
Sir. Bid them all home, he's gone; and we'llno furtheꝶ 
The Nobility are vexed, who we ſee have fided © © 
In his behalf 
Bru. Now we have ſhewn our Power, 
Let us ſeem humbler after it is done, 
Than when it wyas a doin 
Sic. Bid them home, 5 their great Enemy i is gone, 
And they ſtand in their ancient ſtrength. 
Bru, Diſeniſs them home. Here comes his Mother. 
Enter Volumnia, Virgilia, and Menenius, 
Sic. Let's not meet her. 0 
Bru. Why? | . 
Sic. They ſay ſhe's mad. 
Bru, They hav ta en note of us: Keep on your Way. 
Pol. Oh y ate well met: 


Thi 8 Plague o'th* Gods requite your Love. 


Men. Peace, peace, be not fo loud. 
Vol. If that I could for weeping, you ſhould hear—— - 


Nay, and you ſhall hear ſome. Will you be gone? 


Virg. You ſhall ſtay too: I would I had the Power 
To ſay fo to my Husband. 

Sic, Are you Man-kind ? 

Vol. Ay, Fool, is that a Shame? Note but this Fool, 
Was not à Man thy Father? Hadſt thou Foxſhip 
To baniſh him that ſtruck: more blows for — 

Than thou haſt ſpoken words 

Sic. Oh bleſſed Heav'ns! 

Pol. More Noble Blows, than ever thou wiſe Wann 
And for Rome's 8 —— Il tell thee what yet go 
Nay, but thou ſhalt ſtay too I would, my Son 
Were in Arabia, and dy Tribe VERNE him. 

His good Sword in his Hand. 

Sic. What then? 


Virg. What then? He'd make an — of thy rale 
Vol. Baſtards, and all. 


Good Man, tbe Wounds that be does bear for Rome. 
Men. Come, come, peace. 
Sic. 1 would he had continued to his Cauntry 
As he began, and not unkait, himſelf, 


Vol. V. Q The 


L 
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The noble Knot is made. 
Bra. I would he had. 
vol. I would he had ak LAY 500 inen d the Babble. 
Cats, that can judge as fitly of his Worth, 
As I can of thoſe Myſteries which Heavin 
Will not have Earth to know. | 
wy Kg. let's go. | 
Vol... New, Sir, one. 
You have aks br get pou gone you nt BO, hear this: 
As far as doth. the Capitol exceed 
The meaneſt Houſe in Rome; ſo far my Son, 
This Lady's Husband here, this (do you ſee) 
Whom you have Baniſh'd, does exceed you all. 
Bru. Well, well, we'll leave you, 

Sic. Why Ray you to be Baited. * 
With one that wants her Wits? _ LEx. Tribunts. 
Vol. Take wy Prayers with you $1 

l wiſh the Gods had nothing e ket to do, 0 2 
But ta confirm my Curſes. Could I meet em 
But onc a Day. it would unclog my Heart 
Of What lyes heavy to't. 
Men. You have 700 them home, 
And by my troth you have cauſe : You'll ſup with me? 
Vol. Angers nay- Ment; I ſup upon my ſelf, 
And fo ſhall, A ary. withteeding.: Come, let's S 
Leave this faint puling, and lament as I do, 
In Anger, Juno like: Come, Come, come. At. 
Fie, fie, fe. IExeunt. 


SCE N E II. Antium. 


3 Roman and A Volſcie. 


Rom. 1 know you well, Sir, and you know me: Your 
Name, I think, is Adrian, 

Pol Irs ſo, Sir: truly I have forgot you. 

Rom. I am a Roman, and my Services are as you are, 
Againſt m. Kno you me yet? 

—— Nicanor? No. 

The ſame, Sir. | 
= You had. more * when I laſt foe you; but 


your 


Adverſaries. Have you an Army rea 
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yoltr Favour is well appear'd by your Tongue. What's 
the News in Rome? I have a Note from the Volſc:an State 
to find you out here. You haye well ſaved me a Day's 
Journey, 

Rom. There hath been in Rome ſtrange InſurreQis 
ons x The People againſt the Senators, Patricians, and 
Nobles. 

vol. Hath been! is it ended then? Our State thinks not 
ſo: they are in a moſt Warlike Preparation, and hope to 
come upon them in the heat of their Diviſion. 

Rom. The main blaze of it is paſt, but a ſmall thing 
would make it flame again. For the Nobles receive ſo 
to heart the Baniſhment of that worthy Coriolanus, that 
they are in a ripe aptneſs, to take all Power from the 
People, and to pluck from them their Tribunus for ever. 
This lies glowing I can tell you, and is almoſt mature for 
the violent breaking out. ) 

Vol. Coriolanus Baniſh'd ? 

Rom. Baniſh'd, Sir. | | 

Vol. You will be welcome with this Intelligence, Ni, 
canor. 

Rom. The day ſerves well for them now. I have heard 
it faid, the fitteſt time to corrupt a Man's Wife, is when 
ſhe's fallen out with her Husband. Your Noble Tullus Au- 
fidius will appear well in theſe Wars, his great Oppoſer 
Coriolanus being now in no requeſt of his Country. 

Vol. He cannot chuſe. 1 am moſt fortunate, thus acci- 
dentally to encounter you. You have ended my Bufineſs, 
and I will merrily accompany you home. 

Rom. 1 ſhall between this and Supper, tell you moſt 
ſtrange things from Rome; all wy to BE good of their 

, ou? 
Pol. A moſt Reyal one. The 88 45 their Char- 
ges diſtinctly billetted, already in the Entertainment, and 
to be on foot at an hours warning. 

Rom. I am joyful to hear of their readineſs, and am the 


Man, I think, that ſhall ſet them in preſent Action. So, 


Sir, beart'ly well met, and moſt glad of your Company. 
Vol, You take my part from me, Sir, I have the moſt 
cauſe to be glad of yours. 8 
Q 2 Rome 
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Rom. Well, let us go together. | [Exeunts 
Enter Coriolanus in mean Apparel, diſgui?d and muffled, 
Cor. A goodly City is this Antinm. City, | 

*Tis I that made thy Widows: Many an Heir 

Of theſe fair Edifices, for my Wars 

Have I heard groan, and drop: Then know me not, 

Left that thy Wives with Spits, and Boys with Stones, 

In puny Battel {lay me. Save you, Sir. Et 

87 0 Enter a Citixen. 

Cit. And you, ND 5 

Cor. Direct me, if it be your will, where great Aufidius 
lies: Is he in Antium 

Cit. He is, and Feaſts the Nobles of the State, at his 
Houſe this Night. 

Cor. Which is his Houſe, I beſeech you? 

Cit. This here before you. 

Cor. Thank you, Sir: Farewel. [ Exit Citizens 
Oh World, thy ſlippery turns! Friends now faſt ſworn, 
Whoſe double Boſoms ſeem to wear one Heart, | 
Whoſe Hours, whoſe Bed, whoſe Meal and Exerciſe 
Are ſtill together; who twine (as twere) in Love 
Unſeparable, ſhall within this Hour, 

On a diſſention of a Doit, break out 

To bittereſt Enmity. So felleſt Foes, 

Whoſe Paſſions, and whoſe Plots have broke their Sleep 
To take the one the other, by ſome chance, 

Some Trick not worth an Egg, ſhall grow dear Friends, 
And inter join their Iſſues. So with me, | 
My Birth-place have I, and my Lovers left; upon 

This Enemy's Town I'll: enter; if he ſlay me, 

He does fair Juſtice; If he give me way, | 

III do his Country Service. | [Exit. 


SCENE III. A Hal in Aufidius's Houſe, 


| Muſick plays. Enter a Serving-man. 
1 Ser. Wine, Wine, Wine! What. Service is here? 1 
think our Fellows are aſleep, [ Exit. 

| | Enter another Serving- man. 
2 Ser. Where's Cots? My Maſter calls for him: Cows, 
TX © Os Enter 


$ 
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| Euter Coriolanus. 
Cor. A goodly Houſe; 


The Feaſt imells; but I appear not like a Gueſt, 


Enter the firſt Serving man. 
1 Ser. What would you have, Friend ? whence are you ? 


Here's no place for you: Pray go to the Door. Exit. 


Cor iolanus. 


Cor. J have deſerv d no better Entertainment, in being 


Enter ſecond Servant. 
2 Ser. Whence are you, Sir? has the Porter his Eyes in 


his Head, that he gives entrance to ſuch Companions? 
Pray get you out. 


Cor. Away! —— 


- 2 ber. Away? —— Get you away. 


Cor. Now thou'rt troubleſom. | | 

2 Ser. Are you ſo brave? III have you talk'd with anon, 
Enter a third Servant. The firſt meets him. 

3 Ser. What Fellow's this ? 

1 Ser. A ftrange one as ever I look'd on: I cannot 


him out o'th* Houſe: Prithee call my Maſter o him. 


3 Ser. What have you to do here, Fellow? Pray you 


ayoid the Houſe. 


Cor; Let me but ſtand, I will not hurt your Hearth. 

3 Ser. What are you? | 
Cor. A Gentleman. 

3 Ser. A' marvellous poor one. 

Cor. True; ſo I am. | n 

3 Ser. Pray you, poor Gentleman, take up ſome other 


Station, here's no place for you; pray you avoid: Come, 


0 
. 


Cor, Follow your Function, go and batten on cold bite. 
euſbes him away from him. 
3 Ser. What, you will not? Pritheetell my Malter, What 
ſtrange Gueſt he has here. 
2 Ser. And I ſhall. [Exit ſecond Serving mai.» 
3 Ser. Where dwell'ſt thou? s | 
Cor, Under the Canopy. 
3 Ser. Under the Canopy? 
Cor. Ay. 
3 Ser. Where's that? 
Cor, I'th' City of Kites and Crows, 
Q3. 38 
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3 Ser. I' th' City of Kites and Crows? What an Af it 
is; then thou dwell'ſt with Daws too? | 

Cor. No, I ſerve not thy Maſter. 

3 Ser. How, Sir! Do yon meddle with my Maſter ? 
Cor. Ay, tis an honeſter Service, than to meddle with 
thy Miſtreſs: Thou prat'ft, and prat'ſt; ſerve with thy 
\ Trencher: Hence. [Beats him away, 
Euter Aufidius, with à Serving Man. — 


Auf. Where is this Fellow? 
2 Ser. Here, Sir; I'd have beaten him like a Dog, but for 
diſturbing the Lords within. Name? 


Auf. Whence com'ſt thou? What would't thou ? Thy 
Why ſpeak'ſt not? Speak Man: What's thy Name? | © 
Cor. If, Tullus, not yet thou know'R me, and ſeeing me, 
doſt not take me for the Man J am, neceſſity commands 


me name my Self. 
Auf. What is thy Name? 
er. A Name unmufical to Vel/cians Ears, 
And harſh in ſound to thine. Py 
Lf. Say, what's thy Name? 
Thou haſt a grim appearance, and thy Face 
Bears a Command in't; though thy Tackle's torn, 
Thou ſhew'ſt a noble Veſſel: What's thy Name? + | 
Coy. Prepare thy Brow tofrown; know'ft thou me yet 7 
Auf. I know thee not; thy Name? 
Cor. My Name is Caius Martius, who hath done 
To thee particularly, and to all the Volſcies, 
Great Hurt'and Miſchief; thereto witneſs may 
My Sirname, Coriolanus. The painful Service, 
The extream Dangers, and the drops of Blood 
| Shed for my thankleſs Country, are requited 
But with that Sirname; a good Memory 
And witneſs of the Malice and Diſpleaſure | | 
Which thou could'ſt bear me; only that Name renting 
The Cruelty and Envy of the People, | 
Permitted by our daſtard Nobles, who 
Have all forſook me, hath devour'd the reſt; 
And ſuffer'd me by th' voice of Slaves to be 
Hoop'd out of Rome. Now this extremity 
Bath brought me to thy Hearth, not out of hope 
= (Miſtake 
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(Miſtake me not) to fave my Life; for if 

I had fear'd Death, of all the Men i th' World 

I would have avoided thee. But in meer ſpite 

To be full quit of thoſe my Banifhers, 

Stand I before thee here: Then if thou haſt 

A Heart of wreak in thee, that wilt revenge 

Thine own particular Wrongs, and ſtop thoſe maims 


Of 'fhame ſeen through thy Country, ſpeed thee ſtraight, 


And make my miſery ſerve thy turn: So uſe it, 

That my revengeful Services may prove 

As Benefits to thee. For I will fight 

Againſt my Cankered Country, with the ſpleen 

Of all the under Fiends. But if ſo be, | 
Thou dar'ft not this, and that to prove more Fortunes 
Thou'rt tir'd, then in a word, I alſo am , 
Longer to live moſt weary, and preſent 

My Throat to thee, and to*thy ancient Malice: 
Which not to cut, would ſhew-thee but a Fool, 


Since I have ever follow'd thee with hate, 


Drawn Tuns of Blood out of thy Country's Bceaſt, 
And cannot live, but to thy Shame, un! 
It be to do thee Service. | 

Af. Oh, Martius, Martius, f 


A root of ancient Envy. If Fupiter 

Should from yon Cloud ſpeak Divine tings, 

And ſay, tis true; I'd not believe them more 
Than thee, all-noble Martius. Let me twine 


Mine Arms about that Body, where againſt 


My grained Aſh an hundred times hath broke, 
And ſcar'd the Moon with Splinters; here I cleep 
The Anvile of my Sword; and do conteſt 

As hotly and as nobly with thy Love, 


As ever in ambitious Strength, I did 


Contend againſt thy Valour. Know thou, firft 

I loy'd the Maid I married; never Man 

Sigh'd truer Breath: But, that I ſee thee here, 
Thou Noble thing, more dances my * | 


Than when 1 firſt my wedded Miſtreſs 


Beſtride my Threſhold, G thou Mars, I tell thee, 
+ 


Fach word thou halt ſpoke, hath weeded from my Heart 


We 
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We have a Power on foot; and I had purpoſe . 
Once more to bew thy Target from thy Brawn, | 
Or loſe my Arm for't: 2 haſt beat me out 
Twelve ſeveral times, and I have nightly ſince 
Dream't of Encounters twixt thy { oif a and me: 
We have been down together in —— Sleep: 
Unbuckling Helms, fiſting each others Throat, 
And wak d half dead with nothing. Worthy Martiw, 
Had we no Quarrel elſe to Rome, bus that 
Thou art thence baniſh'd, we would muſter all 
From twelve to ſeventy; and pouring WET. 
Into the Bowels of ungrateful Rome, 
Like a bold Flood o'er- bear. O come, go in, 
And take our Friendly Senators by th Hands, 
Who now are here, taking their leaves. of me, 
Who am prepar'd againſt your en | 
Though not for Rome it ſelt. il 

Cor. You bleſs me, Gods. 

Ar. Therefore, moſt abſolute Sir, if thou wilt bays 
The leading of thine own Revenges, take | 
The one half of my Commiſſion, and ſet down 
As beſt thou art experienc'd, fince thou know'ft,. _ 
Thy Country's Strength and Weakneſs, thine own. ways; 
Whether to knock. againſt the Gates of Rome.. 
Or rudely viſit them in parts remote, | 
To fright them, ere deſtroy. But come, 2 in, 
Let me commend thee firſt to thoſe that ſhall 

yea to thy Deſires, A thouſand Welcomes, 
And more a Friend, * e er an Enemy: 
Yet, Martius, that was much. Your Hand; d welcome. 
| | eri 


| Enter two Servants. | 
1 Ser. Here's a ſtrange Alteration,/ 
2 Ser. By my Hand, I had thought, to have Rrucken him 
with a Cudpel, and yer my Mind gave me, his Clothes 
made a falſe report of him. 


1 Ser, What an Arm he has, he turn'd me about with 
his Finger and his Thumb, as one would ſet up a Top. 
2 Ser, 8 ; Tknew 7 bis Face cbaß ebere was N 
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in him. He had, Sir, a kind of Face, methought — 
I cannot tell how to term it. 
I Ser. He had ſo: looking, as it were would I were _ 
ed but I thought there was more in him than I could thin 
2 Ser. So did I, I'll be (worn: He is ſimply the rareſt 
Man i' th' World. 
1 Ser, I think * is; but a greater Soldier than he, 
You wot one. 
2 Ser. Who, my Maſter ? 
1 Ser. Nay, it's no matter for that. 
2 Ser. Worth fix on him. 
1 Ser. Nay, not ſoneither;but [ take him to be the great- 
er Soldier. 
* 2 Ser. Faith, look you, one cannot tell how to ſay that; 5 
for the defence of a Town, our General is excellent, 
1 Ser, Ay, and for an Aſnault too. - 
Enter a third Servant. 
3 Ser, Oh Slaves, I can tell you News; News, you Raſcals. 
Both. What, what, what? Let's partake. 
3 Ser. I would not be a Roman of all Nations; [ had as 
Lieve be a condzmn'd Man. 50 © & 
Both. Wherefore? whetefore? 
3 Ser. Why here's he that was wont pb 6 our Ge- 
neral, Caius Martius. 
I Ser. Why do you ſay, thwack our General? 
3 Ser. I do not ſay thwack our General, but he wasal- 
ways good enough for him. \ 
2 Ser. Come, we areFellows and Friends; he was ever 
too hard for him, I have heard him ſay fo bimſell. 
1 Ser. He was too hard for him directly; to ſay the 
roth on't; before Coriolus, he ſcotcht him and notch him 
like a Carbonado, 
2 Ser. And, had he been Cannibally given, he might have 
boil'd and eaten him too. 
1 Sey. But more of thy News. 
3 Ser. Why he is ſo made on here within, 25 if he were 
Son and Heir to Mays: Set at upper end o th' Table; no 
Queſtion ask'd bim by any of the Senators, but they ſtand 
bald befofe him. Our General himſelf makes a __— 
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of him, ſanRifies himſelf with's Hands, and turns up the 
white o th Eye to his Diſcourſe, But the Bottom of the 
News is, our General is cut i'th' middle, and but one half 
of what he was yeſterday. For the other has half, by the 
intreaty and grant of the whole Table. He'll go, be ſays, 
and ſowle the Porter of Rome Gates by th' Ears. He will 
mow down all before him, and leave his paſſage poll d. 

2 Ser. And he's as like to do't as any Man I can imagine, 

3 Ser. Do't! he will do't: For look you, Sir, he has as 
many Friends as Enemies; which Friends, Sir, asit were 
durſt not (look you, Sir) ſhew themſelves. (as we term it) 
kis Friends, whilſt he's in Directitule. a 

1 Ser. Directitude! What's that? K 

3 Ser. But when they ſhall ſee, Sir, his Creft up again and 
the Man in Blood, they will out of their Burroughs (like 
Conies after Rain) and reveal all with him. 

1 Ser, But when goes this forward? "FR 

3 Ser. To Morrow, to Day, preſently, you ſhall have the 
Drum truck up this Afternoon: Tis as it were a parcel of 
their Feaſt, and to be executed ere they wipe tbeir Lips. 

2 Ser. Why then we ſhall have a ſtirring World again : 
This Peace is worth nothing, but to ruſt Iron, enereaſe 
Tailors, and breed Ballad- makers. | 
1 Ser. Let me have War, ſay I, it exceeds Peace, as far 
ac Day does Night, it's ſprightly walking, audible, and full 
of vent. Peace is a very Apoplexy, Lethargy, mull'd, deaf, 
fleepy, inſenſible, a of more Baſtard Children, than 
War's a deſtroyer of Mem 

2 Ser. Tis 155 and as War in ſome ſort may be ſaid to 


be a Raviſher, ſo it cannot be denied, but Peace is a, great 


maker of Cuckolds: 

: + Ser. Ay, and it makes Men hate one another. | 
3 Ser. Reaſon, becauſe they then leſs need one another: 

Tn ons for my _ I — to ſee Romans as cheap 

as Yol&ans. They are riſing, they are rifing. 
A te 
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Euter Sicinius and Brutus. 


Sic. We hear not of him, neither need we fear him, 
His Remedies are tame: the preſent Peace 
And Quietneſs of the People, which before 
Were in wild hurry. Here do we make his Friends 
Bluſh, that the World goes well; who rather had, 
Though they themſelves did ſuffer by't, behold 
Diſſentious Numbers peſtring Streets, than ſee 
Our Tradeſmen ſinging in thai Shops,. and going 
About their Functions friendly. 

© Enter Menenius. 

Bru. We ſtood to't in good time. Is this Menenius? 
Sic. Tis he, tis he: O he is grown moſt kind of late: 
Hail, Sir. | 

Men. Hail to you both. 

Sic. Your Coriolanus is not much miſt, but with his Friends; 
the Commonwealth doth ſtand, and ſo would do, were 
he more angry at it, | 

Men. All's well, and might have been much better, if 
he could have temporiz d. 

Sic. Where is he, hear you? 

Men, Nay, I hear nothing: | 
His Mother and his Wife hear nothing from him. 

Enter three or four Citizens. 

All, The Gods preſerve you beth. 

Sic, Good- e en, Neighbours. 

Bru. Good e en to you all, good e en to you all, 

1 Cit, Our ſelves, aur Wives, and Children, on our Knees 
Are bound to pray for you both. 

Sic. Live and thrive, 

Bru, Farewel, kind Neighbours: +. 

We wiſht Coriolanns had lov'd you, as we did. 
All. Now the Gods keep you. "38 
Both Tri, Farewel, avs of Exeunt Cirixeni. 


Sic. This is a happier, and more comely time; 
Than when theſe Fellows ran about the Streets, 
Crying Contuſion, 
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Beru. Caius Martius was 

A worthy Officer iᷣth' War, but Inſolent. 
Oercome with Pride, Ambitious paſt all cifoking, 
Self. loving. 


Sic. And affecting one whoſe Throne, without aſſiſtance. 


Men. I think not fo. 

Sic, We ſhould by this to all our Lamentation, 
If he had gone forth Conſul, found it fo. 

Brgy. The Gods have well prevented it, and Rama 
Sits ſafe and ſtill without him. 

Enter dile. 

Adile. Worthy Tribunes, 
There is a Slave, whom we have put i in Priſon, 
Reports the Volſcies, with two ſeveral Powers, | 
Are entred in the Roman Territories, 
And with the deepeſt Malice of the War, 
Deſtroys what lies before em. 
Nen. Tis Aufidius, ja 
Who hearing of our Martins Baniſhment, | «1 
Thruſts forth his Horns again into the World, 


And durſt not once peep out. 
Sic. Come, what talk you of Martins? | 
Bru. Go ſee this Rumourer APP it cannot 4 
The Volſcies dare break with us 
Men. Cannot be! | | 
We have Record that very well it can, 
And three Reel of the like have been 
Within my Age. But Reaſon with the Fellow- | 
Before you puniſh him, where he heard this 
Leſt you ſhall chance to whip your Information, | 
And beat the Meſſenger, who bids beware 
Of what is to be dreaded, | 
Sic. Tell not me: 1 know this cannot be 
Bru. Not e 52 
Enter a Meſſenger. 
| Meſe The Nebles in great earneſtneſs are going 
All to the Senate-houſe ; ſome News is come 1 
That turns their 3 ; 


——— — oO” As 


Which were In-ſhell'd, when Martius ſtood for Rome, 
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Sic. Tis this Slave: 6 
Go whip him fore the Peoples Eyes: His railing; 
Nothing but his Report. 

Meſ. Yes, worthy Sir. 

The Slave's Report is ſeconded, and more, 
More fearful is delivered. 

Sic. What more fearful? 

Mef. It is ſpoke freely out of many Mouths, 
How probable I do not know, that Martius, 
Join'd with Aufidins, leads a Power gainſt Rome, 
And yows Revenge as ſpacious, as between 
The youngeſt and oldeſt thing. 

Sic. This is moſt likely. . 
Bru. Rais'd only, that the weaker fort may wiſh 

Good Martius home again. 

Sic, The very trick on't, 

Men. This is unlikely, 
He and Aufidius can no more atone, 
Than violent'ſt Contrariety. 421 

| Enter Meſſenger. 

Meſ. You are ſent for to the Senate: 
A fearful Army, led by Caius Martins, 
Aſſociated with Aufidius, rages © | r 
Upon our Territories, and have already 
Oer. born their way, conſum d with Fire, and took 
_ What lay before them. | 
| | Enter 'Cominius. 

Com. Oh, you have made good work, + 

Men, What News ? What News ? | 

Com. You have holp to raviſhyour own Daughters, and 
To melt the City Leads upon your Pates, 

To ſee your Wives diſhononr'd to your Noſes. 

Men. What's the news? What's the news? 

Com. Your Temples burned in their Cement, and 
Your Franchiſes, whereon you ſtood, confin'd | 
Into an Augor's bore. | © 

Men. Pray now the News? 

Tou have made fair work, I fear me: pray, your news? 
It Martius ſhould be joyned with the Volſcians, 
3 TY ako pa Cem. 
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Com. If? He is their God, he leads them like a thing 
Made by ſome other Deity than Nature, 
That ſhapes Man better; and they follow him 
"Againſt us Brats, with no leſs Confidence, 
Than Boys purſuing Summer Butter- flies, 
Or Butchers killing Flies. | 
Men. You have made good work, X 4/5... 
You and your Apron-men; you that ſtood ſo mum 
Upon the Voice of Occupation, and 
The Breath of Garlick-caters. | | 
Com. He'll ſhake your Rome about your Ears. 
Men. As Hercules did ſhake down mellow Fruit: 
You have made fair work. 
| Bru, But is this true, Sir? 
Cm. Ay, and you'll look pale 
Before you find it other. All the Regions 
Do ſmilingly reyolt, and. who reſiſts 
Are mock'd for valiant Ignorance, 
And periſh conſtant Fools: Who is't can blame him ? 
our Enemies and his find ſomething in him, 
Alen. We are all undone, unleſs N 
The Noble Man have Mercy. 
Com. Who ſhall ask it? 
The Tribunes cannot do't for ſhame; the People 
Deſerye ſuch pity of him, as the Wolf | 
Do's of the Shepherds: For his beſt Friends, if they 
Shou'd ſay, be good to Rome, they charg d him, even, 


* 


As thoſe ſhould do that had deſerd d his Tate. 


| And therein ſhew'd like Enemies. | 


\ Men. "Tis true, if he were putting tomy Houſe, the Brand 


That would conſume it, I have not the Face 

To ſay, beſcech you ceaſe. You have made fair Hands, 

You and your Crafts! you have crafted fair! 
Com. You have brought 

A trembling upon Nome, ſuch as was never 

So incapable of help. 126 W 

Di. Say not we "SY it. IC 
Men. How? Was't we? We loy'd him; 

But, like Beaſts and Cowardly Nobles, * 

| aye 


%®. 


ye 
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Gave Way unto your Cluſters, who did hoot 

Him out oth” City. | 
Com, But 1 fear 

They'll roar him in again. Tullus Aufidius, 

The ſecond Name of Men, obeys his points 

As if he were his Officer : Deſperation, 

Is all the Policy, Strength, and Defence 

That Rome can make againſt them. 

Enter & Troop of Citixen:. 

Men. Here come the Cluſters. —— 

And is Aufidius with him?—— You are they . 

That made the Air unwholſome, when you caſt 

Your ſtinking, greaſie Caps, in hooting 

At Coriolanus's Exile. Now he's coming, 

And not a Hair upon a Soldiers Head 

Which will not prove a Whip: as many Coxcombs 

As you threw Caps up, will he tumble down, 

And pay you for your Voices. *Tis no matter, 

If he ſhould: burn us all into one Coal, | 

We have deſerv d it. 

Omnes. Faith, we hear fearful News. 

1 Cit. For mine own part, 

When 1 ſaid baniſh him, 1 ſaid 'twas Pity. 

2 Cit, And ſo did I. W 

3:Cit, And ſo did I; and to ſay the truth, ſo did very 
many of us; that we did, we did for the beſt: And tho' 

we willingly conſented: to his Baniſhment, yet it was a- 

gainſt our Will. il 
Com. Vare goodly things; you Voices. 

Men. You have made you good work, 

You and your Cry. Shall's to the Capitol? . ©. 
Com. Oh, Ay, what elſe? LExennt. 
Sic. Go, Maſters, get you Home, be not diſmay d, 

Theſe are a Side, that would be glad to have 

This true, which they ſo ſeem to fear. Go Home, 

And ſhew no ſign of Fear. 

1 Cit. The Gods be good to us: Come, Maſters, let's 
Home, I ever ſaid we were i' th wrong, when we ba- 
niſh'd him. | 
; ACi#, So did we all; but come, let's Home, 292 

| ru, 
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Bru. I do not like this News. 


Sic. Nor I. 
Bru. Let's to the Capitol; would half my Wealth 


Would buy this for a Lie 
Sic. P ray let's 80. | 


SCENE V. A Canp. 


Enter Aufidius with his Lieutenant. 


Auf. Do they ftill flie to th' Roman? = 
Lien. I do not know what Witchcraft's in him; but 
Your Soldiers uſe him as the Grace fore Meat, 
Their talk at Table, and their Thanks at end: 
And you are darken'd in this Action, Sir, 
Even by your own. — 
_ I cannot help it now. 
Unleſs, by uſing means, I lame the Foot 


* 


Of our deſign. He bears himſelf more proudly 


Even to my Perſon, than I thought he would 
When firſt I did embrace him. Yet his Nature 
In that's no Changling, and I muſt excuſe 
What cannot be amended. 
Lieu. Yet I wiſh, Sir, 
(I mean for your particular) you had not 
oin'd in Commiſſion with him; but either have born 


The Action of your ſelf, or elſe to him had left it ſolely, 


Auf. I underſtand thee well, and be thou ſure, 
When he ſhall come to his account, he knows not 
What I can urge againſt him, although it ſeems 
And fo he thinks, and is no leſs apparent | 
To thi yulgar Eye, that he bears all things fairly, 
And ſhews good Husbandry for the Volſcian State, 


Fights Dragon-like, and does atchieve as ſoon 


As draw his Sword: Yet he hath left undone 

That which ſhall break his Neck, or hazard mine, 

When cer we come to. our Account. | 
Lieu. Sir, I beſeech Ze, think you he'll carry Rome ? 
Auf. All places yield to him ere he ſitsdown, 4 

And the Nobility of Rowe are his: 

The Senators and Particians love him too: 


Td. 


\ 


i Exeunt Tribunes; 


The 
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The Tribunes are no Soldiers; and their People 
Will be as raſh in the repeal, as haſty 


To expel him thence, I think he'll be to Rowe 


As is the Aſpray to the Fiſh, who takes it 

By Soveraignty of Nature. Firſt, he was 

A noble Servant to them, but he could not 
Carry his Honours even; whether 'twas Pride, 
Which out of daily Fortune ever taints 

The happy Man; whether defect of Judgment, 
To fail in the diſpoſing of thoſe Chances 
Which he was Lord of; or whether Nature, 
Not to be other than one thing, not moving 


From th*Cask to th* Cuſhion, but commanding Peace 


Even with the ſame auſterity and garb, 

As he controll'd the War. But one of theſe, 
(As he hath ſpices of them all) not all, | 
For I dare ſo far free him, made him fear'd, 
So hated, and fo baniſh'd; but he has > Merit 
Te choak it in the utt'rance: So our Virtues, 
Lye in the interpretation of the time, 


And Power, unto it ſelf moit commendable, 


Hath not a Tomb ſo evident as a Chair 

T'extol what it hath done. | | 

One Fire drives eut-one Fire; ore Nail, one Nail; 
Rights by Rights fouler, Strengths by Strengths do fail. 
Come let's away; when, "Caius, Rome is thine, - 

Thou art poor'ft of all, then ſhortly art thou mine. [Exe, 


— 


Ac T v. SCENE I. 


SCENE Rome. 
Enter Menenius, Cominius, Sicinius, Brutus, with ochers. 


Nn. N O, I'll not go: Tou hear what he hath faid 
Which was ſometime his General; who loy'd bim 
In a moſt dear particular. He cald me Father: 

But what o'that ? Go you that baniſh'd him, 

A mile before his Tear, fall down and kneel. 
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The way into his Mercy: Nay, if he coy'd 

To hear Cominius ſpeak, 111 keep at home. 
Com. He would not ſeem to know me. 
Men. Do you hear? 


Com. Yet one time he did call me by my Name: 
- Turg'd our old acquaintance; and the drops ' 


That we have bled together. Cortolanus 
He would not anſwer to; forbad all Names, 
He was a kind of nothing, Titlelefs, 
Till he had forg'd bimſelf a Name o'th' Fire 
Of burning Rome. 

Men. Why, ſo; you have made work: 


| A pair of Tribunes, that have wrack'd for Rome, 


To make Coals cheap: A noble Memory. 
Com. I minded bim, how Royal 'twas to pardon 
When it was leſs expected. He reply'd, | 
It was a bare Petition of a State 
To one whom they had punifſh'd. 
Men. Very well, could he ſay leſs? 
Com. I offer'd to awaken his regard 
For's private Friends. His anſwer to me was, 


He could not ſtay to pick them, in a pile 


Of noiſom muſty Chaff. He ſaid, *twas folly, 
For one poor grain or two, to leave unburat, 
And till to noſe the Offence. 

Men. For one poor gram or two? 
I am one of thoſe : his Mother, Wife, his Child, 
And this braye Fellow too: we are the Grains, 


- You are the muſty Chaff, and you are ſmelt 


Above the Moon. We muſt be burnt for you. 
Sic. Nay, pray be patient: If you refuſe your aid 
In this ſo never-needed help, yet do not 

Upbraid us with our Diſtreſs. But ſure if you 


Would be your Country's Pleader, your good Tongue, 


More than the inftant Army we can make, 
Might ftop our Country-man. Bay 
Men. No: FI not meddle. 
Sic. Pray you go to him. 
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Bru. Only make trial what your Love can do 
For Rome, towards Martius. WT 

Men. Well, and ſay that Martius return me. 

As Cominius return'd, unheard: What then ? 
But as a diſcontented Friend, grief ſhot 
With his unkindneſs. Say't be ſo? 

Sic. Yet your good will . ; 
Muſt have that thanks from Rome, after the meaſures 
As you intended well. | | 

Men. Ell undertake it: 

I think he'll hear me. Yet to bite his lip, 
And hum at good Cominius, much unhearts me. | 
He was not taken well, he had not din d. 

The Veins unfill'd, our Blood is cold; and then 
We powt upon the Morning, are unapt 
To give or to forgive; but when we have ſtufftd 
Theſe Pipes, and theſe Conveyances of our Blood 
With Wine and feeding, we have ſuppler Souls 
Than in our prieſt- like Faſts: therefore I'll watch him 
*Till he be dieted to my requeſt, 

And then Ill ſet upon him. | | 

Bru. You know the very Road into his Kindneſs, 
And cannot loſe your way, 

Men. Good faith VI] prove him, | 
Speed how it will. I ſhall ere long have knowledge 
Of my ſucceſs. | LExit. 

Com. He'll never hear him. | 

Sic. Not? — 

Com, | tell you, he does fit in Gold, his Eye 
Red as twould burn Rome; and his Injury 
The Goaler to his Pity. I kneePd before hien, 
*F'was very faintly he ſaid, Riſe: difinif'd me 
Thus with his ſpeechleſs hand, What he would do 
He ſent in Writing after me: what he would not, 
Bound with ag Qath to yield to his Conditions: 
8a that aff hope is vain, unleſs his noble Mother, 

And his Wife (who as I hear) mean to ſollicit him 
For Mercy to his Country: therefore let's hence, 
And with our fair Intreaties haſte them on. [Entmnt, 
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SCENE II. A Cp. 


Enter Menenius to the Watch or Guard. 


1 Wat. Stay: whence are you? 
2 Wat. Stand, and go back. WY 
Men. You guard like Men, 'tis well. But by your leave 


I am an Officer of State, and come to ſpeak with Coriolanus. 


1 Wat, From whence? 

Men. From Rome. | 

1 Wat. You may not paſs, you muſt return: Our Ge- 
neral will no more hear from thence. 

2 Wat. You'll ſce your Rome embrac'd with Fire, before 
You'll ſpeak with Coriolanus. X 

Men. Good my Friends, 
If you have heard your General talk of Reme, 
And of his Friends there, it is Lots to Blanks, 


My Name hath touch'd your Ears; it is Menenius. 


1 Mat. Be it fo, go back: The virtue of your Name 
Is not here 7 way 8 | 

Men. I tell thee, Fellow, 
Thy General is my Lover: I haye been ; 
The Book of his good Acts, whence Men have read 
His Fame unparallell'd, happily amplified: | 
For I have ever verified my Friends, 


(Of whom he's Chief) with all the ſize that verity 


Would without lapſing ſuffer: Nay, ſometimes, 
Like to a Bowl upon a ſubtle Ground 
I have tumbled. paſt the throw; and in his praiſe 
Have, almoſt, ſtamp'd the Leaſing. Therefore, Fellow, 
I muſt have leave to paſs. 171 | 
1 Wat, Faith, Sir, if you had told as many lies in his be. 
half, as you have utter d words in your own, you ſhould 


not paſs here: No, though it were as virtuous to lie, as to 


live chaſtly. Therefore go back. | | 
Men. Prithee, Fellow, remember my Name is Menenjus, 
always Factionary of the Party of your General. we 1 
2 Wat. Howſoever you have been his Liar, as you ſay 


you have; I am one that telling true under him, muſt ſay 


you cannot pals. Therefore go back. 
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Men. Has he din'd, can'& thou tell? For I would not 
ſpeak with him till after Dinner. | 
I Hat. You are a Roman, are you? 

Men. I am, as thy General is, | | 

1 Hat. Then you ſhould hate Rome, as he does. Can 
. you, when you have puſh'd out of your Gates the very 

Defender of them, and in a violent popular Ignorance, 
given your Enemy your Shield, think to front his Re- 
venges with the eaſie Groans of old Women, the Virginal 
Palms of your Daughters, or with the palſied interceſſion 
of ſuch a decay'd Dotard, as you ſeem to be? can you 
think to blow out the intended Fire your City is ready to 
flame in, with ſuch weak Breath as this? No, you are 
deceiv'd, therefore back to Rome, and prepare for your 
Execution: You are condemn'd, our General has ſworn. 
you out of Reprieye and Pardon. Ro 

Men. Sirrah, if thy Captaia knew I were here, 

He would uſe me with Eſtimation : 

x Wat. Come, my Captain knows you not. 

Men. I mean thy General. , 

1 Hat. My General cares not for you. Back, I ſay, go; 
leſt I let forth your half Pint of Blood. Back, that's the 
utmoſt-of your having, back. | | 

Men. Nay, but Fellow, Fellow. 

| Enter Coriolanus with Aufidius. 

Cor. What's the Matter? 

Men. Now you Champion; I'll fay an Errant for you; 
you ſhall know now that I am in Eſtimation; you ſhall 
perceive, that a Jack-gardant cannot Office me from my 
Son Coriolauns, gueſs but my Entertainment with him; 
if thou ſtand'ſt not i'th' State of hanging. or of ſome 
Death more long in Spectatorſnip, and crueller in Suffer- 
ing, behold now preſently, and ſwoon for what's to 
come upon thee, The glorious Gods fit in hourly. Synod 
about thy particular Proſperity, and love thee no worſe 
than thy old Father Menenius does. O my Son, my Son! 
thou art preparing Fire for us; look thee, here's Water 
to quench it. I was hardly moy'd to come to thee; but 
being aflured none but my ſelf could move thee, I have 
been blown out of our Gates with ſighs, and conjure thee 

. to 
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to pardon Rome, and thy petitionary Countrymen. The 


good Gods aſſwage thy Wrath, and turn the Dregs of it 


upon this Varlet here: This, whs like a Block hath de- 


nied my Acceſs to thee 
Cor. Away. 
Men. How, way | | 7 
Cor. Wife, Mother, Child, I know not. My Affaits 
Are ſervanted to others: Though I owe | 
My Revenge properly, Remiſſion lyes 
In Volſcian Breaſts. at we have been familiar, 
Ingrate forgetfulneſs fhall poiſon, rather 
Than pity: Note how much, therefore be gone. 
Mine Ears againſt your Suits are ſtronger than 
Your Gates againſt my Force. Yet for I loved thee, 
Take this along, I writ it for thy fake, 
And would have ſent it. Another word, Menenius, 
I will not hear thee ſpeak, This Man, Aufidins, 
Was my beloy'd in Rome; yet thou behold'ft----- 
Auf You keep a conftant temper. 
anent the Guard and Menenius. 
1 Wat. Now, Sir, is your Name Menenius! 
2 Wat, Tis à Spell you ſee of much Power: 
You know the way home again. 


1 Wat. Do you hear how we are ſhent for keeping i 


your Greatneſs back? 

2 Wat. What Cauſe do you think I have to ſwoon ? 
Men. I neither care for th' World, nor your General: 
For ſuch things as you, I can ſcarce think 


fears it not from another: Let your General do bis worft. 
For you, be that you are, long; and your Miſery enereaſe 
with your Age. I fay to you, as I was ſaid to. A- 
Way: [Exit 

1 Mat. A noble Fellow, I warrant him. 8 

2 Wat. The worthy Fellow is our General. He's the 
Rock, the Oak not to be wind- ſhaken. [ Exit Watch, 

Enter Coriolanus and Aufidius, ' 

Cer. We will before the Walls of Rome to-morrow 

Set down our Hoſt, My Partner in this Action, 


You 


[Exeunt.. 


there's any, 
y'are ſo ſlight, He that hath a will to die by himſelf, 
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You muſt report to th Volſcian Lords how plainly 
I have born this Buſineſs g 

Auf. Only their Ends you have ed; ſtopt 
Your Ears againſt the general Suit of Rome: bb 
Never admitted aprivate Whiſper, no not with ſuch Friends 
That thought them ſure of you. 

Cor. This laſt, old Man, f N 
Whom with a crack'd Heart I have ſent to Rome, 
Lov'd me above the meaſure of a Father: 
Nay, Godded me indeed. Their lateſt Refuge, 
Was to ſend him: for whoſe old Love, I have | 
(Tho' I ſhew'd ſow'rly to him) once more offer 
The firſt Conditions, which they did refuſe, * ? 
And cannot now accept, to grace him only, 
That thought he could do more: A very little 
I have yielded to. Freſh Embaſſie, and Suits, 
Nor for the State, nor private Friends hereafter 
Will I lend Ear to. Ha! what ſhout is this? [Shout within, 
Shall T be tempted to infringe my Vow 
In the ſame time tis made? 1 will not. 

Enter Virgilia, Volumnia, Valeria, young Martius, with 

” Attendants. | 

My Wife comes foremoſt, then the honour'd Mould 
Wherein this Trunk was fram'd, and in her Hand 
The Grand-child to her Blood. But out AﬀeCtion, 
All Bond and Privilege of Nature. break; | 
Let it be Virtuous, to be Obftinafe. 1 
What is that Court'ſie worth? Or thoſe Dove's Eyes, 


1 Which can make Gods forſworn? I melt, and am not 
* Ot ſtronger Earth than others: My Mother bows, 
. As if Olympus to a Mole-hill ſhould | 
. In Supplication nod; and my young Bey 
+. Hath an aſpect of Interceſſion, which 
Great Nature cries, Deny not. Let the Volſcies 
% Plough Rome, and harrow Taly; I'll never 


6. Be ſuch a Goſling to obey Inſtinct: But ſtand 
And if a Man were Author of himſelf, 
And knew no other Kin. 


Virg. My Lord and Husband. | 
ou Cor. Thefe Eyes are not the ſame I wore in Rome, 
9. ame! n 


* 
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Virg. The Sorrow that delivers us thus chang d, 
Makes you think ſo. 5 7 
Cor. Like a dull Actor now, 
I have forgot my Part, and I am out, 
Even to a full Diſgrace. Beſt of my Fleſh, 
Forgive m Tyranny, but do not ſay, 
For that, forgive our Remans. O a Kiſs 
Long as my Exile, ſweet as my Revenge! _ 
Now by the jealous Queen of Heay'n, that Kiſs 
I carried from thee, Dear; and my true Lip | 
Hath Virgin'd it e er ſince. You Gods, I pray to you, 
And the moſt noble Mother of the World 
Leave unſaluted: Sink my Knee i'th' Earth; . [Kneels, 
Of the deep Duty, more Impreſſion ſhew 
Than that of common Sons. 5 
Vol. O ſtand up bleſt! | 
Whilſt with no fofter Cuſhion than the Flint 
I kneel before thee, and unproperly 


Shew Duty as miſtaken all the while, _ [Kneels, 


Between the Child and Parent. 
Cor. What's this? Your Knees to me? 
To your corrected Son? 
Then let the Pebbles on the hungry Beach 
Fillop the Stars: Then, let the mutinous Winds 
Strike the proud Cedars gainſt the fiery Sun: 
Murd'ring impoſſibility to make | 
What cannot be, flight work. | 1 
Pol. Thou art my Warrior, I hope to frame thee. 
Do you know this Lady? 55 
Cor. The noble Siſter of Poplicola: 
The Moon of Rome, Chaſt as the Iſicle, 
That's curdled by the Froſt from pureſt Snow, 
And hangs on Dian's Temple: Dear Valeria--.-- | 
Vol. This is a poor Epitome of yours, | | 
W hich by th' Interpretation of full time, | 
May ſhew like all your ſelf, © + 
Cor. The God of Soldiers, 10 | 
With the conſent of ſupream Fove, inform | 
Thy Thaughts with Nobleneſs, that thou may'ſt prove 
To Shame unyulnerable, and ftrike i'th* Wars, q 
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Like a great Sea-mark, ſtanding every flaw, 

And ſaving thoſe that Eye thee. » 
Vol. Your Knee, Sirrah. ( 
Cor. That's my brave Boy. 

Vol. Even he, your Wife, this Lady, and my ſelf. 

Are Suitors to you. | 
Cor. I'beſcech you, Peace: 

Or if — — 3 this before; | 

The thing worn to t, never 

Be held by you denial. Do — 2 — 

Diſmiſs ny Soldiers, or Capitulate 

Again with Rome's Mechanicks. Tell me not 

33 1 A Deſire not talla 

| 8 4 evenges, with your colder 
Vol Oh, no — — 

You have ſaid you will not grant us any thing: 

For we have nothing elſe to ask, but that 

Which you deny already: Yet we will ask, 

That if we fail in our requeſt, the blame 

May hang upon your hardneſs; therefore hear us: 

Cor. Aufidins, and you Volſcies, mark; for we'll 

Hear nought from Roms in private. Your Requeſt ? 
Vol. Should we be ſilent and not ſpeak, our Raiment 

And ſtate of Bodies would bewray what Life 

We have lead ſince thy Exile. Think with thy ſelf, 

How more unfortunate than living Women | 

Are we come hither; ſince that thy fight, which ſhoul 

Make our Hearts flow with Joy, Hearts dance withComtorts, 

Conſtrains them weep, and ſhake with Fear and Sorrow, 

Making the Mother, Wife. and Child to ſee, 

The Son, the Husband, and the Father tearing 

His Country's Bowels out: And to poor we, 

Thine Enmity's moſt Capital: Thou barr' us 

Our Prayers to the Gods, which is a comfort 

That all but we enjoy. For how can we, 

Alas! -how'can we, for our Country pray, 

Whereto we are bound? Together with thy Victory, 

Whereto we are bound? Alack, or we mult loſe | 

The Country, our dear Nurſe, or elfe thy Perſon 

Our comfort in the Country. We muſt find 
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An eminent Calamity, tho' we had SCE 
Our wiſh, which fide ſhou'd win. For either thou 
Muſt, as a Foreign Recreant, be led | | 
With Manacles through our Streets, or elſe 
Triumphantly tread on thy Country's Ruin, 
And bear the Palm, for having bravely ſhed _. 
Thy Wife and Childrens Blood: For my ſelf, Son, 
I purpoſe not to wait on Fortune, til! 
Theſe Wars determine: If I cannot perſwade thee 
Rather to ſhew a noble grace to both parts, 
Than ſeek the end of one; thou ſhalt no ſooner 
March to affault thy Country, than to tread 
(Truſt to't, thou ſhalt not) on thy Mother's Womb 
That brought thee to this World. | 
Virg. Ay, and mine too, that brought you forth this Boy, 
To keep your Name living to Time. | 
Boy. A ſhall not tread on me: I'll run away 
Till 1 am bigger, but then III fight. 
Cor. Not of a Woman's tenderneſs to be, 
Requires no Child, nor Woman's Face to ſee: 
I have fate too long. . 
Vol. Nay, go not from us thus: 
If it were ſo, that our Requeſt did tend 
To ſave the Romans, thereby to deſtroy 
The Volſcies, whom you ſerve, you might condemn us, 
As poyſonous of your Honour. No, our ſuit 
Is that you reconcile them : While the Volſcies 
May ſay, this Mercy we have ſhew'd ; the Romans - 
This we receiv'd, and each in either fide | 
Give the All- hail to thee, and cry, be bleft 
For making up this Peace. Thou know'ſt, Great Son, 
The end of War's uncertain; but this certain, 
That if thou conquer Rome, the benefit 
Which thou ſhalt thereby reap, is ſuch a Name, 
W hoſe repetition will be dogg*d with Curſes: 
Whoſe Chronicle thus writ, The Man was Noble 
But with his laſt Attempt, he wip'd it out, 
Deſtroy'd his Country, and his Name remains 
To th'enſuing Age, abhorr'd. Speak to me Son: 
Thou haſt the firſt ſtrains of Honour, 


To 
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To ĩmitate the Graces of the Gods, | 
To tear with Thunder the wide Cheeks o'th' Air, 
And yet to change thy Sulphur with a Bolt, 
That ſhould but rive an Oak, Why doſt not ſpeak? _ 
Think'ſt thou it Honourable for a Noble Man 
Still ro remember Wrongs? Daughter, ſpeak you: 
He cares not for your weeping. Speak thou, Boy, 
Perhaps thy Childiſhneſs will move him more 
Than can our Reaſons. There is no Man in the World 
More bound to's Mother, yet here he lets me prate 
Like one i'th* Stocks. Thou haſt never in thy Life, 
Shew'd thy dear Mother any Curteſie. 
When ſhe (poor Hen) fond of no ſecond Brood, 
| Has cluck'd thee to the Wars, and ſafely home 
| Loaden with Honour. Say my Requeſt's unjuſt, 
And ſpurn me back: But if it be not ſo, , 
Thou art not Honeſt, and the Gods will plague thee 
That thou reſtrain'ſt from me the Duty, which 
To a Mother's part belongs. He turns away; 
Down Ladies; let us ſhame him with our Knees. 
To his Sir-name, Coriolanus, longs more Pride; 
Than Pity to our Prayers. Down; and end, 
This is the laſt. So we will home to Rome, 
And die among our Neighbours: Nay, behold us. 
This Boy, that cannot tell what he would have, 
But kneels, and holds up Hands for fellowfhip, 
Does reaſon our Petition with more Strength, 
Than thou haſt to deny't. Come let us go: 
This Fellow had a Volſcian to his Mother: 
His Wife is in Coriolus, and his Child 
Like him by chance; yet give us our Diſpatch: 
I am huſnt until our City be afire, and then I'll ſpeak a little. 
ou FIRST [Holds her by the Hands, ſilent. 
Cor. O Mother, Mother! | | 
What have you done? Behold, the Heav'ns do ope, 
The Gods look down, and this unnatural Scene 
They laugh at. Oh, my Mother, Mother : Oh! 
You have won a happy Victory to Rome. 
But for your Son, believe it, Oh believe it, 
Moſt dangerouſly you have with him prevail d, 
| R 2 | If 
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If not moſt Mortal to him. But let it come: 
Aufi dius, though I cannot make true Wars, 
I frame convenient Peace. Now, good Aufidius, 
Were you in my ſtead, would you have heard 
A Mother leſs? Or granted leſs, Anufidizs ? 
Auf. 1 was mov'd withal. | 
Cor. I dare be ſworn you were; 
And, Sir, it is no little thing to make 
Mine Eyes to ſweat Compaſſion. But, good Sir, 
What Peace you'll make, adviſe me: For my part, 
Fil not to Rome, I'll back with you, and pray you 
Stand to me in this Cauſe. O Mother! Wife! 

Auf. I am glad thou haſt ſet thy Mercy, and thy Honour 
Ar difierence in thee; out of that I'll work [ Aſede. 
My ſelf a former Fortune. | 

Cor. Ay, by and by; but we will drink together; 
And you ſhall bear [To Vol. Virg, G. 
A better witneſs back than words, which we- 
On like Conditions, will have counter-ſeal'd. 
Come, enter with us: Ladies, you deſerve 
To have a Temple built you: All the Swords 
In Taly, and her Confederate Arms | 
Couid not have made this Peace.  [Exennt. 
* 


Enter Menenius aud Sicinius. 
Alen. See you yond Coin oth" Capitol, yond Corner Stone? 
Sic. Why, what of that? 

Men. If it be poſſible for you to diſplace it with your 
little Finger, there is ſome hope the Ladies of Rome, eſpe- 
cially his Mother, ma il with him, But I fay there 
is no hope in t, our Thron are ſentenc d, and ſtay upon 
Execution. 


7 


Sic. lat poſſible that fo ſhort a time can alter the condi- 


tion of a Man? - 
Men. There is difference between a Grub and a Butterfly, 

1 your Butterfly was a Grub; this Martius is grown from 
in to Dragon: Ee has Wings, be's more than a creeping 

thing, | | 3 


.. 
(/ 


2 
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Sie. He lov'd his Mother dearly. 
Men. So did he me; and he no more remembers his 
Mother now, than an eight years old Horſe. The tarcnels 
of his Face ſours ripe Grapes: When he walks. he moves 


like an Engine, and the Ground ſhrinks before his Treading. 


He is able to pierce'a Corſlet with his Eye: Talks like a 


Knell, and his hum is a Battery. He fits in his State as a 


thing made for Alexander. What he bids be done is fi- 
niſh'd with his bidding. He wants nothing of a God, but 
Eternity, and a Heaven to Throne in. 

Sic, Yes, Mercy, if you report him truly. | 

Men. | paint him in the Character. Mark what Mercy 
his Mother ſhall bring from him; there is no more Mercy 
in him, than there is Milk in a Male-Typger; that ſhall our 
poor City find; aud all this is long of you. | 

Sic. The Gods be good unto us. | 


Men. No, in ſuch a caſe the Gods will not be good unto 


us. When we baniſh'd him, we reſpected not them: And 
he returning to break our Necks, they reſpect not us. 
Enter a Meſſenger. 
Meſ. Sir, if you'd fave your Lite, fly to your Houſe, 
The Plebeians have got your Fellow-Tribune, 
And hale him up and down, all ſwearing, if 


The Roman Ladies bring not Comfort home, 


Taey'll give him Death by Tnohes. - 
Enter another Meſſenger. - 

Sic, What's the News? e 

Meſ. Good News, good News, the Ladies have prevail d, 
The Volſcies are diſlodg d, and Martius gone: 
A merrier Day did never yet greet Rome, 
No, not th' Expulſion of the Targus. 

Sic, Friend, art thou certain this is true ? 


Ist moſt certain? 


Mef. As certain as I know the Sun is Fire: 
Where have "_ lurk'd, that you make doubt of it ? 
Ne'er through an Arch ſo hurried the blown Tide, 


As the recomforted through th Gates. Why, hark you. 


l rumpets, Hautboys, Drums beat, all together, 

The Trumpets, Sackbuts, Pfalteries and Fifes, . 

Tabors and Cymbals, and wy: ſhouting Romans 
| 3 
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Make the Sun dance. Hark you. | [4 ſhout within. 
Men. This is good — b — 
I will go meet the Ladies. This Volumnis 
Is worth of Conſuls, Senators, Patricians, K 2 
A City full: Of Tribunes, ſuch as you. 4 
A Sea and Land full; you have pray d well to Day: 
This Morning, for ten thouſand of your Threats 
Id not have given a doit. Hark how they ey. 
Sound flill with the Shouts. 
sic. Firſt, the Gods bleſs. you or your Tidings: 
Next, accept my Thankfulneſs. 
Meſ. Sir, we have all great cauſe to give great thanks. 
Sic. They are near the City? | 
Meſ. Almoſt at point to enter. 


Sic. We'll meet them, and help the Joy. t \ Canan 
Enter two Senators, with Ladies paſſing over the Stage wu 
other Lords. Th 


Sen. Behold our Patroneſs, the life of Rome: 
Call all your Tribes together, praiſe the Gods, 
And make triumphant Fires, ſtrew Flowers before chem 
Unſkhout the Noiſe that baniſh'd Martius; 12 W 
Repeal him with the welcome of his Mother: 
Cry, welcome, Ladies, welcome. | fs ht? 
Al. Welcome Ladies, welcome. | Exennt. 
[4 _— with Drums and Num pet.. 


SC E N E IV. Antium. 


Enter Tullus Aukidios, with enden. | , | 


Go tell the Lords oth? City, I am here: 

Deliver them this Paper: Having read it, 
Bid them repair to th Market- place, where 1 
Even in theirs, and in the Commons Ears, 
Will vouch the truth of it. Him I accuſe 
The City Ports by this he hath enter'd;'and / 
Intends t'appear before the People, hoping 
To purge himſelf with words. Diſpatch. | 

Enter three or four A of 8 5 Faction. 
Moſt welcome. 

1 Con, How is it with our General? + * 


11. 


We muſt proceed as we do find the People: - 
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Even fo, as with a Man by his own Alms im- 
poyſon d, and with his Charity ſlain. 

2 Con. Moſt noble Sir, if you do hold the ſame intent, | 
Wherein you wiſh'd us Parties ; we'll deliyer you 
Of your great danger, 

Auf. Sir, I cannot tell, 


* 
* . 


3 Con. The People will remain uncertain, whilſt 
TT wixt you there's difference; but the tall of either 
Makes the Survivor Heir of all. 

I know it; 
And my pretext to ſtrike at him admits 
A good Conſtruction. I rais d him, and I pawn'd 
Mine Honour for his Truth ; who being ſo heighten d, 
He water'd his new Plants with dews of Flattery, 
Seducing ſo my Friends; and to this end, 
He bow'd his Nature, never known before, 
But to be rough, unſwayable, and free. 
Con. Sir, his Stoutneſs - 

when he did ſtand for Conſul, which he loſt 
By lack of ſtooping — | 

Auf. That I would have ſpoke of: 
Being baniſh'd for'r, he came unto my Hearth, 


| Preſented to my Knife his Throat; I took him, 


Made him joint Servant with me; gave him way 

In all his own defires; nay, let him chuſe 

Out of my Files, his Projects to accompliſh, 

My beſt and freſheſt Men; ſerv'd his Deſignments 

In mine own Perſon; hop'd to reap the Fame | 

Which he did make all this; and took ſome Pride | 

To do my {elf this wrong; till at the laſt, 

I feem'd his Follower, not Partner; and | 

He wag'd me with his Countenance, as if | 

I had been Mercenary, | 
1 Con. So he did, my Lord: | 

The Army marvell'd at it, and in the laſt, | 

When he had carried Rome, and that we look'd 

For no leſs Spoil, than Glory —— | | 
Auf. There was it: | 

For which my Sine s ſhall be ſtretch'd upon him: | 
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At a fewy drops of Womens Rheum, which are 4 


As cheap as Lies, he ſold the Blood and Labour 
Of our great Action; therefore ſhall he die, 
And I'll renew me in his fall. But hark. 
[Drums and Trumpets ſound, with great ſhouts of the People. 
1 Con. Your Native Town you enter'd like a Poſt, 
- And had no welcomes home; — he returns 5 
Splitting the Air with Noiſe. 
2 Con. And patient Fools, | 
Whoſe Children he hath flain, their baſe Throats tear 
With giving him Glory. | 
3 Con. Therefore at your vantage, 
Exe he expreſs himſelf, or move the People | 
With what he would ſay, let him feel your Sword, 
— we will ſecond, when he lies Al bury 
After your way, his Tale pronounc'd, | 
His 3 wich his Body: i 
Auf. Say no more, here come the Lords. 
Enter the Lords of the City. 
All Lords. You are moft welcome home. 
Auf. 1 have not deſery'd it. 
But, worthy Lords, have you with heed perus'd 
What I have written to you? | 
All, We have. | 
1 Lord. And grieve to hear it. 
What Faults he made before the laſt, I think 
Might have found eaſie Fines: But there to end, 
Where he was to begip, and give away 
The benefit of our Levies, anſwering us | 
With our own Charge, making a Treaty where 
There was a yielding; this admits no excuſe. 
Auf. He approaches, you ſhall: hear him. 4 
Enter Coriolanus matching with Drums and Colours, the 
Commons being with him. | 
Cor. Hail, Lords, I am return'd, your Soldier; 
No more infected with my Country's love, | 
Than when | parted hence, but ſtill ſubſiſting 
Under your great Command. You are to know, 
That proſperouſly I have attempted, and 
With bloody Paſlage led your Wars, even to 
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The Gates of Rome: Our Spoils we have brought home 
Doth more than Counterpoiſe a full third part 
The of the Action. We have made Peace 
With no leſs Honour to the Antiates 
Than Shame to th Romans: And we here deliver, 
Subſcrib d by th' Conſuls and Patricians, 
Together with the Seal o'ch' Senate, what 
We have compounded on. 

Auf. Read it not, Noble Lords. 
But tell the Traitor in the higheſt degree 
He hath abus'd your Powers. 

Cor. Traitor! —— How now! —— 

Auf. Ay, Traitor, Martins. | 

Cor. Martins) — 

Auf. Ay, Martins, Caius Martins; doſt thou think 
I'll grace thee with that Robbery, thy ſtoln name 
Coriolanus, in Coriolas? 5 e 
You Lords and Headjo' th State, perfidiouſly 
He has betray'd your Buſineſs, and given up, 

For certain drops of Salt, your City Rome, 

I fay your City, to his Wife and Mother, 
Breaking his Oath and Reſolution like 

A twiſt of rotten Silk, never admitting 
Counſel o'th* War; but at his Nurſe's s- 
He whin'd and roar'd away your Victory, - 
That Pages bluſh'd at him, and Men of Heart 
Look'd wondring each at ether. 

Cor. Hear'ſt thou, Mars ? | 

Auf. Name not the God, thou Boy of Tears. 

Cor. Ha 

No more. | , 

Cor. Meaſureleſs Liar, thou haſt made my Heart 
Too great for what contains it. Boy? O Slave 
Pardon me, Lords, tis the firſt time that ever i 
1 was forc d to ſcold. Your Judgments, my grave Lords, 
Muſt give this Cur the Lie; and his own Notion, 
Who wears my ſtripes Impreſt upon him, that 
Muit bear my beating to his Grave, ſhall join 
To thruſt the Lie unto him. I K | 

1 Lord, Peace both, and _ me- ſpeak, 


\ 
a 


o 
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Cor. Cut me to pieces, Volſcies, Men and Lads, 
Stain all your edges in me. Boy ! falſe Hound! 
If you have writ-your Annals true, tis than, ; 

That like an Eagle in a Dove- coat, 1 
Flutter'd your Volſcies in Coriolus. 
Alone I did it. Boy! 

Auf. Why, Noble Lords. 

Will you be put in mind of his blind pes: 3" 
Which was your ſhame, by this unholy ag A 
*Fore your own Eyes and Ears? | 

All Con. Let him dye for't. wo! 

All People. Tear him to pieces, doi 1 orefently: |: 

He kil'd my Son, my Daughter, he kill'd- my Couſm 
Marcus, he kill'd my Father. 

2 Lord. Peace, ho no ou peace 
The Man is noble, and his Fame folds in 
This Orb o'th' Earth; his laſt Offences to us 
Shall have judicious bearing. Stand, 

And trouble not the Peace. 
Cor. O that I had him, with ix Alu, © or more; 
His Tribe; to uſe my lawful Sword — 
* Infolent Villain. Wa 
A Con. Kill, kill, kill, kill. kill bim. 185 
[The Conſpirators all draw, and kill Martius, who 
5 . a 2 
Lords Hold, hold, bold, hold. 
» Af. My Noble Lords, hear me ſpeak. 

1 Lord. O, Tullus — 

2 Lord. Thou haſt n whereat - 
Valour will w _ | 

3 Lond. Tread not upon him — Maſters al, be quiet 
Put up your Swords. 

My Lords, | 143 
When you | hal know: (as in this Rage 
- Provek'd by him, you cannot) the great 
Which this Man's Life did owe you, you'll rejoice 
That he is thus cut off. Pleaſe it your Honours. 
To call me to your Senate, I'll deliver 
My ſelf your Loyal Servant, or endure 
Your heayteſt Cenſure. 
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1 Lord. Bear from hence his Body, : 
And mourn you for him. Let him be regarded 
As the moſt Noble Coarſe, that ever Herald 
Did follow to his Urn. | l 

2 Lord, His own impatience 


Takes from Aufidns a great part of blame: 
t's make the beſt of it. 


.M is gone, h 
Pers þ * with Sorrow: Take him up: 
Help three o'th* chiefeſt Soldiers; Fl] be one. 
Beat thou the Drum that it ſpeak mournfully : 
Trail your ſteel Pikes. Though in this City he 
Hath widowed and unchilded many a one, 
Which to this hour bewail the Injury, 
* Yet he ſhall have a noble Memory. Aſſiſt. 


[Exeum, bearing the Body of Martius. A dead March ſounded. - 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N 


Sunne "oth to the late Emperor of Rome, 

and afterwards declar'd Emperor himſelf. | 
Baſſianus, Brother to Saturninus, in Love with La- 
vinia. 

Titus Andronicus, « Noble Roman, General a- 

. _ gainſt the Goths. | 
Marcus Andronicus, Tribune of the. People, and 

3 to Titus. 
cus, | 


; 8 Sens to Titus Andronicus. 


Lucius 
Niutius, 


Young Lucius, à Boy, Sow 10 Lucius. 
Alarbus, 

Chiron Cm to Tundes. 
Demetrius, 

Aaron, 9 * Belov 'd by Tamora: 


W. O M E N. 
Tamora, Queen of the Goths, and afterward: Mere 


ried to Saturninus. 
Lavinia, Daxghter zo Titus Andronicus. 


— Falken, es Soldiers,” aud other 41 
| WW 2 3 S- 


| SCENE Rome, * Country near it 


2 


Vigo: ® Titus 
ary | 


Titus Andronicus. 


1— — 


AC TI. SCENE I 
SCENE Rome. 
Enter the Tribunes and Senators aleft, as in the Senate. En- 


ter Saturninus and his Followers at one Door, and Baſſia- 
nus and his Followers as the other, with Drum and Co- 


lours, | | "4 
S ATURNIN US. 
=_ oc Patricians, Patrons of my Right, 
defend theJuſticeof myCauſewithArms, 
N And Country- men and loving Followers, 
Plead my ſucceſſive Title with your 
Swords. 1 
was the firſt· born Son of him that laſt 
— Pore the Imperial Diadem of Rome: 
Then let my Father's Honours live in me, 
Nor wrong mine Age with this Indignity.” + 
. Baſ. Romans. Friends, Followers, - 
Favourers of my Right: 
If ever Baſſianus, Caeſar's Son. 
Were gracious in the Eyes of Royal Rome, 
Keep then this paſſage to the Capitol; 3\ 
And ſuffer not Diſhonour to approach 


* 
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Seat, to Virtue Conſecrate, 


The i . 
ze ee Crotinence and Noble b Ta, j 
But let Deſert in pure EleRion ſhine; £3 
And, Romans, fight for Freedom in your Choice. 
: Entey Marcus Andronicus — the G . 
Mer. Princes, that ſtrive by and by Friends, 
Ambitiouſly for Rule and Empery! 
Know that the People of Rome, for whom we ſtand 
A ſpecial Party, haye by Common Voice, 
In Election for the Rowan Empery, 
— 1 Pius, — 
or man an eſerts to . 
A Noble: — 2 — | 
Lives not this day within our City Walls. 
He by the Senate is accited home, 
From weary Wars againſt the barbarous Gorhs, 
That with his Sons (a terror to our Foes) 
Hath yoak'd a Nation ſtrong, train d up in Arms. 
Ten Years are ſpent fince firſt he undertook 
This Cauſe of Rome, and chaftiſed with Arme 
Our Enemies Pride. Five times he hath retura'd 
Bleeding to Rome, bearing his valiant Sons 
Jn Coffins from the Field. 
And now at laſt, laden with Honour s Spoils, 
Returns the good Andronicus to Rome, 
Renowned Tits, flouriſning in Arms. 
Let us intreat, by Honour of his Name, 
Whom (worthily) you would have now ſucceed, 
— — FV b H 
_ you Cw to 1 — * N 
nat you withdraw you, and abate your 3 & 
Diſmiſs your — as Suiters ſhould, | 
Plead your Pe. in Peace and — nds 
Sat. How fair the Tribune ep to | 
Baſ. Marcus Andronicas, fo I do affic * 8 
In thy Uprightneſs and Integrity: 9 
And fo I Love and Honour thee and thine; 
Thy Noble Brother Tit, and his Sons, | 
And her (to whom our Thoughts are humbled all)  H 
. | 


HT * F” WO. ©. 


” 
" 


hag 
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That I will here diſmiſs A Friend 
And to my Fortunes, and the Peoples Favour, 
Commit my Cauſe in ballance to be weigh d. | 

Sat. Friends that have been thus forward in my Right, 
J thank you all, and here diſmiſs you all; k 
And to the Love and Favour of my Country, 
Commit my Self, my Perſon, and the Cauſe: 
Rome, be as juſt and gracious unto me, 98 
As I am confident and kind to thee. 


Open the Gates, and let me in. "0 
Baſ. Tribunes, and me, a poor Competitor. 


[They go up into the Senate-Houſe. 
Enter a Captain. $ 
Cap. Romans, make way: The goqd cus, 


Patron of Virtue, Rome's beſt Champion, 

Succeſsful in the Battels that he fights, .-- 
With Honour and with Fortune is return'd, 5 
From whence he circumſcribed with his Sword, 
And brought to yoke the Enemies of Rome. 7 


Sound Drums and Trumpets, and then enter Mutius and Mar- 
cus: After them, two Men bearing a Coffin cover d with 
black; then Quintus and Lucius, After them Titus An- 
dronicus; and then Tamora, the Queen of Goths, Alar- 
bus, Chiron and Demetrius, with Aaron the Moor, Pri- 
ſoners, Soldiers, and other Attendants. They ſet down the 


Coffin, and Titus ſpeaks, 


Tit. Hail, Rome, 

Victorious in thy mourning Weeds! 2 
Loe, as the Bark that hath diſcharg d her Freight, 
Returns with precious lading to the Bay, A 
From whence at firſt ſhe weigh'd her Anchorage, 
Cometh Andronicus with Laurel Boughs, | 
To re- ſalute his Country with his Tears; 
Tears of true Joy, for his return to Rome, 
Thou great defender of this Capitol, 

Stand gracious to, the Rites that we intend. 4 
Romans, of five and twenty Valiant Sons, 5 
— v MS 
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Behold the poor remains alive and dead! 5 
Theſe that ſurviye, let Rome reward with Love; 
Theſe that I bring unto their lateſt Home, 
With burial among their Anceſtors. | 

Here Goths have given me leave to ſheath my Sword: | 
Titus unkind, and careleſs of thine own, * 


Why ſuffer ſt thou thy Sons unburied yet. 

To hover on the dreadful Shoar of S i ere 

Make way to lay them by their Brethrenn. 
| [They open the Tomb, 


There greet in ſilence, as the dead are wont, 
And ſleep in Peace, ſlain in your. Country's Wars: 
O ſacred Receptacle of my Joys, 
Sweet Cell of Virtue and Nobility, | 
How many Sons of mine haſt thou in ftore,, 
That thou wilt never render to me more? _ 

Luc. Give us the proudeſt Priſoner of the Gotha, 
That we may hew his Lambs, and on a Pile, | 
Ad manes Fratrum, Sacrifice his Fleſh, 

Before this Earthly Priſon of their Bones, 
That fo the Shadows be not unappeas d, 
Nor. woe diſturb'd with Prodigies on Earth. 

"Tie. I give him you, the nobleſt that ſurvives. 
The Eldeſt Son of this diſtreſſed Queen. 

Tam. Stay, Roman Brethren, gracious Conqueror, 
Victorious Titus, true the Tears I ſhed, 12 
A Mother's Tears in Paſſion ſor her Son: 

And if thy Sons were ever dear to thee, 

O think my Sons to be as dear to me. 
Sufficeth not, that we are brought to Rowe, 
To beautifie thy Triumphs and return 

Captive to thee, and to thy Roman Yoak? 
But muſt my Sons be ſlaughter d in the Streets, 
For valiant doings in their Country's Cauſe ? 
O!] if to fight for King and Common-weah 
Were Piety in thine, it is in theſe : 

Andronicus, ſtain not thy Tomb with Blood. 
Wilt thou draw near the nature of the Gods? 
Draw near them then in being merciful; 
Smeet Mercy is Nebility's true badge, 
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Thrice Noble Titus, ſpare my firſt- born Son. 
Tit. Patient your ſelf, Madam, and pardon me. 

Theſe are the Brethren, whom you Goths behold 

Alive and dead, and for their Brethren lain, 

Religiouſly they ask a Sacrifice; 

To this your Son is markt, and die he muſt, 

To appeaſe their groaning Shadows that are gone. 
Luc. Away with him, and make a Fire ſtraight. 

And with our Swords upon a Pile of Wood, 

Let's hew his Limbs, till they be clean conſum'd. 
[Exeunt Mutius, Marcus, Quintus and Lucius with Alarbus: | 
Tam, O cruel irreligious Piety! | | 


* 
o 


Chi. Was ever Scythia half fo barbarous ? I points 
Dem. Oppole me, Scythia, to ambitious Rome. 
Alarbus go to reſt, and we ſuryive, | _ 8 .- 


To tremble under Titus's threatning Looks, 
Then, Madam, ſtand reſoly'd, but hope withal, 
The ſelf-ſame Gods that arm'd the Queen of Troy, 
With opportunity of ſharp Revenge . 
Upon the Thracian Tyrant in his Tent, by 
May favour Tamers, the Queen of Geib, 
(When Goths were Goths, and Tamora was Queen 
To quit her bloody Wrongs upon her Foes. ©: 
Exter Mutius, Marcus, Quintus and Lucius. | 

Luc. See, Lord and Father, how we. have pertorm'd 
Our Roman Rites, Alarbus Limbs are lopt, _ 
And Intrails feed the facrificing Fire, 2. 
Whoſe Smoke, like Incenſe, doth perfume the Sky. 
Remaineth nought but to inter our Brethren, 

And with loud Larums welcome them to Rome. | 
Tit. Let it be ſo, and let Andronices 15 | 
Make this his lateſt farewel to their Souls. th | 

[Then ſound Trumpets, and lay the Coffins in the Toms. 
In Peace and Honour reſt you here, my Sons,. 
Rome's readieſt Champions, repoſe you here in reſt, 
Secure from worldly Chances and Miſhaps: 
Here lurks no Treaſon, here no Envy ſwells, _ 
Here grow no damned Grudges, here no Storms, 
No Noiſe, but Silence and eternal Sleep: 4 | 8 
In Peace and Honour reſt you here, my Sons. 3 
| Be Enter 


3 
* 


— 
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| Enter Lavinia. 
Lav. In Peace and Honour live Lord Titus long, 
My Noble Lord and Father, live in Fame: 


Lo at this Tomb my tributary Tears 


I render, for my Brethrens Obſequies: 

And at thy Feet I kneel, with Tears of Joy, 
Shed on the Earth, for thy return to Rome, 
O bleſs me here with thy victorious Hand, 
Whoſe Fortune Remes beſt Citizens applaud. 

Tit. Kind Nome, | 
That haft thus lovingly reſerv'd | 
The Cordial of mine Age, to glad mine Heart, 
Lavinia, live, out-live thy Father's Days; 

And Fame's eternal date for Virtue's Praiſe: 

Mar. Long live Lord Titus, my beloved Brother, 
Gracious Triumpher in the Eyes of Rome. 

Tit. Thanks, gentle Tribune; * 

Noble Brother Marcus. 8 | 1 

Mar. And welcome Nephews from ſucceſsful Wars, 
You that ſurvive, and you that fleep in Fame: 
Fair Lords, your Fortunes are alike in all, 

That in your Country's Service drew your Swords. 
But ſafer Triumph is this Funeral Pomp | 
That hath aſpir d to Solon's Happineſs, 

And' triumphs over Chance in Henour's Bed. 

Titus Anaronigws, the People of Nome, 

Whoſe Friend in juſtice thou haſt ever been, 

Send thee by me their Tribune, and their truſt, 
This Palliament of white and ſpotleſs Hue, 

And name thee in Election for the Empire, 

With theſe our late deceaſed Emperor's Sons: 

Be Candidatus then, and put it on, 

And help to fer a Head on headleſs Rome. 

Tit. A better Head her Glorious Body fits, 
Than his that ſhakes for Age and Feeblencſs: 
What ſhould I don this Robe, and trouble you? 

Be choſe with Proclamations to Day, 

To-Morrow yield up Rule, refign my Life, 

And ſet abroach nevy Buſineſs for you all. 

Rome, 1 have been thy Soldier forty Years, _ 
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And led my Country's Strength ſucceſsfully, 
And buried one and twenty yaliant Sons, 
Knighted in Field, lain r in Arms, 
In Right and Service of their Noble Country: 


Give me a Staff of Honour for mine A ſh: 
But not a Scepter to controul the World. 
Upright he held it, Lords, that held it laſt. 
Mar. Titus, thou ſhalt obtain and ask the-E 
Sat. Proud and ambitious Tribune, canſt thou del 
Tit. Patience, Prince Saturninus. 
Sat. Romans, do me right. 
Patricians draw your Swords, — ſheath them not 
Till Saturninus be Rome's Emper 
Andronicus, would thou wert Fi — Nell, 
Rather than rob me of the Peoples Hearts. 
Luc. Proud Saturnine, interrupter of the good 
That Noble- minded Titus means to thee. 
Tit. Content thee Prince, I will reſtore to thee % 
The Peoples Hearts, and wean them from themſelves. | 
Baſ. Andronicus, 1 do not flatter thee, . 
But honour thee, and will do till 1 die: | 
My Faction, if thou ſtrengthen with thy Friends, 
I will moſt thankful be; and thanks to Men 
Of noble Minds is honourable Meed. 
Tit, People of Rome, and noble Tribunes here, 
Lask your Voices, and your Suffrages, 
Will you beſtow them frivndly on Audronicus ? : 
Mar. To gratifie the good Andronicus, "bY 
And gratulate his ſafe Return to Rome, : 
The People will accept whom he admits. | 
Tit. Tribunes, I thank you, and this ſuit I make, 
That you create your Emperor's eldeſt Son, | 
Lord Saturnine; whoſe Virtues will, 1 hope, 
Reflect on Rome, as Titan's Rays on Earth, 
And ripen Juſtice i in this Common-weal; 
Then if you will Elect by my Advice, 
Crown him, and fay, Long hive our Emperor. 
Mar. With Voice, and Applaus of every ſort, 
Patricians and Plebeians, we create 


Lord Saturninus, Rome's great Emperor; 


And 
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And ſay, Long live our Emperor Saturnine. bei bad 
: [4 long Flouriſh till they come down. 
Sat. Titus Andronicus, for thy Favours done, 0 

To us in our Election this Day, woe by 
I give thee Thanks in part of thy Deſerts, _ 
And will with Deeds requite thy Gentleneſs: 
And for an Onſet, Titus, to advance be] 
Thy Name, and honourable Family, 
Lavinia will I make my Empereſs, 
Rome's Royal Miſtreſs, Miſtreſs of my Heart, 
And in the facred Pantheon her Eſpouſe: 
Tell me, Andronicus, doth this Motion pleaſe thee? 
Ait. It doth, my worthy Lord; and in this Match, 
I hold me highly honour'd of your Grace: 
And here in fight of Rome, to Saturninus, 
King and Commander of our Common-weal, 
The wide World's Emperor, do I Confecrate 
My Sword, my Chariot and my Priſoners, 
Preſents well-worthy Rome's Imperial Lord. 
Receive them then, the Tribute that I owe, 
Mine Honours Enſigns humbled at thy Feet. 
Sat. Thanks, noble Titus, Father of my Life, 
How proud 1 am'of thee, and of thy Gifts, 
Rome ſhall record, and when I do forget 
The leaſt of theſe unſpeakable Deſerts, - 
Romans forget your Fealty to muede. 
Tit. Now, Madam, are you Priſoner to an Emperor, 
To him that for your Honour and your State b 
Will uſe you nobly, and your Followere. | 
Sat. A goodly Lady, truſt me, of the Hue, [To Tamora. 
That I would chuſe, were I to chuſe a-new: | oh 
Clear up, fair Queen, that cloudy Countenance, © 
Tho' chance of War hath wrought this change of cheer, 
Thou com'ſt not to be made a Scorn in Rome: :- 
Princely ſhall be thy Uſage every -way. 
Reſt on my Word, and let not Diſcontent 
Daunt all your Hopes: Madam, he comforts you 
Can make you greater than the Queen-of Goths. 
Lavinia, you are not diſpleas d with this:? 


— Lav. 


— 


_—_ ry i Tas 
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Lav. Not I, my Lord, fith true Nobility 
Warrant theſe Words in Princely Courteſie. 

Sat. Thanks, ſweet Lavinia. Romans, let us go. 
Ranſomleſs here we ſet our Priſoners free, 
Proclaim our Honours, Lords, with Trump and Drum. 

Baſ. Lord Titus, by your leave this Maid is mine. 

[Seizing Lavinia: 

Tit. How, Sir? Are you in earneſt then, my Lord? 

Baſ. Ay, noble Titus; and reſoly'd withal, 


. To do my ſelf this Reaſon and this Right. 


[The Emperor Courts Tamora in dumb ſhew. 
Mar. Suum cuique, is our Roman Juſtice : | 


This Prince in Juſtice ſeizeth but his own. 


Luc. And that he will, and ſhall, if Lucius live, 
Tis. Traitors, avant! where is the Emperor's Guard? 
Treaſon, my Lord; Lavinia is ſurpriz'd. 
Sat. Surpriz'd! by whom? 
Baf. BY hin that juſtly. may 
Bear his Betroth'd from all the World away. 155 
| | [Exit Baſſianus with Lavinia. 
Mut. Brothers, help to convey her hence away, 
And with my Sword I'll keep this Door ſafe. 
Tit. Follow, my Lord, and Ill ſoon bring her back. 
Mut. My Lord, you paſs not here. * 
Tit. What Villain, Boy, barr'ſt me my way in Rome? 
Mut. Help, Lucius, help. He kills him. 
Luc. My Lord, you are unjuſt, and more than ſo, 
In wrongful Quarrel you have ſlain your Son, 
Tit, Nor thou, nor he, are-any Sons of mine. 
My Sons would never ſo diſhonour me. 
Traitor, reſtore Lavinia to the Emperor. 
Luc. Dead, if you will, but not to be his Wife, 
That is another's lawful promis'd Love. 
Sat. No, Titus, no, the Emperor needs her not, 
Nor her, nor thee, nor any ot thy Stock; 
I'll truſt by Leiſure him that mocks me once, 
Thee neyer, nor thy Traiterous haughty Sons, 
Confederates all, thus to Diſhonour me, | 
Was there none elſe in Rome to make a Stake of 
But Saturnine? Full well, Audronicus, 
a 5 Agree 
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Apree theſe Deeds, with that proud Brag of thine, 
That faid'ſt, I begg*d the Empire at thy Hands. 
Tit, O Monſtrous! what - Words = theſe? 
Sat. But go thy ways, go give that changing Piece, 
To him eee wd his Sword; 
A Valiant Son · in- Law thou ſhalt enjoy: | 
One fit to bandy with thy lawleſs Sons, 
To ruffle in the Common-wealth of Rome. 
Tit. Theſe Words are Razors to my wounded Heart, 
Sat. And therefore, lovely Tamora Queen of Gotha, 
That like the ſtately Phæbe mongſt her Nymphs, 
Doſt over-ſhine the Gallant'ſt Dames of Rome, 
If thou be pleas d with this my ſudden Choice, 
Behold I chuſe thee, Tamors, for my Bride, | | 
And will create thee Empereſs of Rome. 
Speak, Queen of Goeths, doſt thou applaud my Choice? 
And here I ſwear by all the Roman Gods, 
Sith Prieſt and Holy-water are ſo near, 
And Tapers burn 4 bright, and every thing 
In readineſs for Hymenous ſtand, 
I will not re-ſalate the Streets of Rome, 
Or climb my Palace, till from forth this place 
I lead efpous'd my Bride along with me. | | 
Tam. And here in fight of Heav'n to Rome I ſwear, 
It Saturnine advance the Queen of Goths, WA 
She will a Hand-maid be to his Deſires, 
A loving Nurſe, a Mother to his Youth. | 
Sat. Aſcend, Fair Queen, 
Pantheon Lords, accompany  _. 2 
Your noble Emperor, and his lovely Bride, 
Sent by the Heavens for Prince Sasurnine; 
Whoſe Wiſdom hath her Fortune conguered, 
There ſhall we conſummate our Spoutal Rites. '[Exennt. 
Tit. I am not bid to wait upon this Bride. 
bene _— — thou wont to walk alone, 
Diſhonoured thus, and challe of Wrongs? 
Enter Marcus Andronicus, — uintus, and Marcus. - 
Mar. O Titus ſee, O ſee what thou haſt done! T! 
In a bad Quarrel ſlain a Virtuous Son. 2 T 


Tit. 
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Tit. No, fooliſh Tribune, no: No Son of mine, 
Nor thou, nor theſe Confederates in the Deed, 


. That hath, Diſhenoured all our Family, 


Unworthy Brother, and unworthy Sons. 
Luc. But let us give him Burial as becomes, 


Give Mutius Burial with our Brethren. 


Tit, Traitors away, he reſts not in this Tomb; 
This Monument five hundred Vears hath ſtood, 
Which I have ſumptuouſly re-edified: _ 
Here none but Soldiers, and Rome's Servitors, 
Repoſe in Fame: None baſely ſlain in Brawls. 
Bury him where you can, he comes not here. 
May. My Lord, this is Impiety in you, 
My Nephew Mutius s Deeds do plead for him, 
He muſt be buried with his Brethren. | 
[Titus's Sons ſpeak: 


Sons. And ſhall, or him we will accompany. 
Tit. And ſhall? What Villain was it ſpake that Word: 
[ Titus's Son ſpeaks. 
uin. He that would vouch't in any place but here. 
Tit, What, would you bury him in my Deſpight? 
Mar. No, noble Titus, but intreat of thee, 
To pardon Mutius, and to bury him. 
It. Marcus, even thou haſt ſtruck upon my Creſt, 
And with theſe Boys mine Honour thou haft wounded. 


My Foes, I do repute you every one, 


So trouble me no more, but get you gone. 
Luc. He is not himſelf, let us withdraw. 
Quin. Not 1, till Mutius Bones be buried. 

| [The Brother and the Sons kneel. 

Mar. Brother, for in that Name doth Nature plead. 
Quin. Father, and in that Name doth Nature ſpeak, 
Tit. Speak thou no more, if all the reſt will ſpeed. 
Mar. Renowned Titus, more than halt my Soul, 
Luc. Dear Father, Soul and Subſtance of us all. 
Mar. Suffer thy Brot her Marcus to inter 

His noble Nephew here in Virtues Neſt, 

That died in Honour, and Lavinia's Cauſe. 

Thou art a Roman, be not barbarous: 

The Greeks upon Advice did bury Ajax 
Vol. V. f " EE That 
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That flew himſelf; And ev'n Laertes Son 

Did graciouſly plead for his Funerals: | 

Let not young Mutius then, that was thy Joy, | 

Be barr'd his entrance here. 

Nit. Riſe, Marens, riſe 
The diſmall'ſt Day is this that e'er 1 ſaw, 6 


Io be diſhonoured by my Sons in Rome: 


Well, bury him, and bury me the next. 
They put him in the Tomb. 
Luc. There lye thy Bones, ſweer Mutius, with thy Friends, 
Till we with Trophies do adorn thy Tomb. 
I They all kneel, and ſay 


'No Man ſhed Tears for noble Mmutins ; 


He lives in Fame, that died in Virtue's Cauſe. 
Mar. My Lord, to ſtep out of theſe ſudden Dumps, 


| How comes it that the ſubtle Queen of Goths 


Is of a ſudden thus advanced in Rome? 

Tit. I know not, Marcus; but I know it is, 
Whether by device or no, the Heav'ns can tell: 
Is ſhe not then beholden to the Man, 

That brought her for this high good turn ſo far? 

Yes, and will Nobly him remunerate. 

Flouriſh. Enter the Emperor, Tamora, Chiron, and Deme- 
trius with the Moor at one Door. At the other Door Bal- 
ſianus and Lavinia with others. : ie 
Sat. So, Baſſiaxus, you have plaid your Prize, 

God pive you Joy, Sir, of — Bride. 

Baſ. And you of yours, my Lord; I ſay no more, 
Nor with no leſs, and ſo I take my leave. 

Sat. Traitor, if Rome have Law, or we have Power, 

I hou and thy Faction ſhall repent this Rape. 

Baſ. Rape call you it, my Lord, to ſeize my own, 

My true betrothed Love, and now my Wife? 

But let the Laws of Rome determine all, 

Mean while I am poſſeſt of that is mine. 

Sat. Tis good, Sir; you are very ſhort with us, 
But if we live, we'll be as ſharp with you. 

Baſ. My Lord, what I have done, as beſt I may, 
Aniwer I muſt, and ſhall do with my Life, 
Galy thus much I give your Grace to knoyy, 


+. 
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By all the Duties which I owe to Rome. 
This noble Gentleman, Lord Titus here, 
I; in Opinion and in Honour wrong'd, 
That in the Reſcue of Lavinia, 
With his own Hand did ſlay his youngeſt Son, 
In Zeal to you, and highly mov'd to Wrath, 
To be control'd in that he frankly gave; 
Receive him then to favour, Saturnine, 
That hath ex himſelf in all his Deeds, 
A Father and a Friend to thee, and Rome. 
Tit., Prince Baſſianms, leave to plead my Deeds, 
'Tis thou, and thoſe, that have diſhonour'd me: 
Rome and the Righteous Heay'ns be my Judge, 
How have I lov'd and honour'd Saturnine. 
Tam. My worthy Lord, if ever Tamora 
Were gracious in thoſe Princely Eyes of thine, 
Then hear me ſpeak, indiſſerently, for all; 
And at my Suit (Sweet) pardon what is paſt: 
Sat, What, Madam, be diſhonoured openly, 
And baſely put it up without Revenge? 
Tam. Not ſo, my Lord; the Gods of Rome fore-fend, 
I ſhould be Author to diſhonour you, 
But, on mine Honour dare I . 
For good Lord Titus innocence in all; 
Whoſe Fury not difſembled ſpeaks his Griefs: 
Then at my Suit look graciouſly on him, 
Loſe not ſo noble a Friend on vain ſuppoſe, 
Nor with ſowre looks afflict his gentle Heart, | 
My Lord, be rul'd by me, be won at laſt, [ Afede. 
Diſſemble all your Griefs and Diſcontents, 
You are but newly planted in your Throne 
Leſt then the People and Patricians too, 
Upon a juſt Survey take Titus part, 
And ſo ſupplant us for Ingratitude, 
Which Rome reputes to be a hainous Sin, 
Yield at Intreats, and then let me alone; 
I'll find a Day to Maſſacre them all, 
And raze their Faction, and their Family, 
The Cruel Father, and his Traiterous Sons, 
To whom I ſued for my dear Son's Life: 
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And make them know what tis to let a Queen 
Kneel in the Streets, and beg for Grace in vain, ——— _ 
Come, come, ſweet Emperor, come Andronicus —— 
Take up this good old Man, and. chear the Heart, 
That dies in Tempeſt of thy angry, Frown. 
Sat. Riſe, Titus, riſe, | | 
My Empreſs hath prevail'd. | 
Tit. I thank your Majeſty, and her, my Lord, 
Theſe Words, theſe Looks, infuſe new Life in me. 
Tam. Titus, I am incorporate in Rome, 
A Roman now adopted bappily: LE 
And muſt adviſe the Emperor for his good. 
This Day all Quarrels die, Androniens. | 
And let it be my Honour, good my Lord. 
That I have reconciPd your Friends and you. 
For you, Prince Baſſianxs, I have paſt 
My Word and Promiſe to the Emperor, 
That you will be more mild and tractable. 
And fear not, Lords; And you Lavinia, 
By my Advice all humbled. on your Knees, 
Von ſhall ask Pardon of his Majeſty. 
Luc. We do, 2 | 
And yow to Heaven, and to his Highneſs, 
That what we did, was mildly, as we might, 
Tendring, our Siſter's Honour and our own. 
Mar. That on mine Honour here I do proteſt. 
Sat. Away, and talk not, trouble us no more. 
Tam. Nay, nay, IEF: 
Sweet Emperor we muſt all be Friends. 
The Tribune and bis Nephews kneel for Grace, 
I will not be denied, Sweet-heart, look back. 
Sat. Marcus, For thy ſake and thy Brother's here, 
And at my lovely Tamora's Intreats, Nat 
I do remit theſe young Mens bainous Faults. 
Stand up. Lavinia, though you left me bike a churl, 
I found a Friend, and ſure as Death I ſwore, 
I would not part a Batchelor trom the Prieſt, 
Come, if the Emperor's Court can feaſt two Brides, 
| Lou are my Gueſt, Lavinia, and your Friends; 
"This Day ſhall be a Love day, Tamors: | wy. 
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Tit. To Morrow, and it pleaſe your Majeſty, 

To hunt the Panther and the Hart with me, 

With Horn and Hound; we'll give your Grace Bon four. 
Sat. Be it ſo, Titus, and Gramercy too. eum. 


„ 


ACT U. SCENE 1. 
2 SCENE Rome. 


Enter Aaron alone. 


Aaron, TOW climbeth Tamora Olympus top, | 
Safe out of Fortune's ſhot, and fits aloſt, 

Secure of Thunders crack, or Lightning flaſh, 

Advanc'd above pale Envy's threataing reach; 

As when the golden Sun ſalutes the morn, 

And having gilt the Ocean with his Beams, 

Gallops the Zodiack in his gliſtring Coach, 

And over-looks the higheſt peering Hills: 

So Tamora. ; : 

Upon her Wit doth early Honour wait, # 

And Virtue ftoops and trembles at her Frown. 

Then Aaron arm thy Heart, and fit thy Thoughts, 

To mount aloft with thy Imperial Miſtreſs, 

And mount her Pitch, whom thou in triumph long 

Haſt Priſoner he'd, fe:ter'd in amorous Chains, 

And fafter bound to Aaron's charming Eyes, 

Than is Prometheus ty d to Caucaſus. | 

ao with laviſh Weeds, and idle Thoughts, 

I will be bright, and ſhine in Pearl and Gold, 


To wait upon this new made Empereſs. 


To wait, faid I? To wanton with this Queen, 
This Goddeſs, this Semiramis, this Queen, 
This Syren, that will charm Rome's Saturnine, 
And ſee his Shipwrack, and his Common-weal'r. 
Holla, what Storm is this? | 
Enter Chiron and Demetrius. 2 
Dem. Chiron, thy Years want Wie thy Wit wants Edge 


And Manners, to intrude where I am Grac'd, 
And may, for ought thou know'ſt, affected be. 


S 3 . 


414 Tirus Ax ppRON Tous. 


Chi. Demetrius, thou doſt over-ween in all, 

And fo in this, to bear me down with Braves: 

*Tis not the Difference of a Year or two 

Makes me leſs Gracious, or thee more Fortunate; 

I am as able, and as fit as thou, 

To ferve, and to deſerve my Miſtreſs Grace, 

And that my Sword upon thee ſhall approve, 

And plead my Paſſion for ZLavmia's Love. on 
Aar. Clubs, Clubs, theſe Lovers will not keep the Peace. 
Dem. Why Boy, although our Mother (unadvis'd) 

Gave you a dancing Rapier by your fide, 

Are you ſo deſperate grown to threat your Friends? 

Go to; have your Lath glued within your Sheath, 

Till you know better how to handle it. 

Chi. Mean while Sir, with the little Skill I baye, 

Full well ſhalt thou perceive how much 1 dare. 
Dem. Ay Boy, grow ye ſo brave? [They Draw. 
Aar. Why now, Lords? | 

So near the Emperor's Palace dare you draw? 

And maintain ſuch a Quarrel openly ? "ey 

Full well I wot the ground of all this Grudge. . 

I would not for a Million of Gold, | 

The Cauſe were known to them it moſt concerns, 

Nor would your noble Mother, for much more, 

Be fo Diſhonoured in the Court of Rome. 

For fhame put up. : 

Dem. Not I, till I have ſheath'd 

My Rapier in his Boſom, and withal | 

Thruft theſe reproachful Speeches down his Throat, 

That he hath breath'd in my Diſhonour here. | 
Chi. For that I am prepar'd and full reſoly'd, Nr 

Foul ſpoken Coward! Thou thundreft with thy Tongue, 

And with thy 4 2 nothing dar'ſt perform. 

Aar. Away, I ſay. | 

Now by the Gods that warlike Geths adore, 

This petty Brabble will undo us all; 

Why Lords— and think you not how dangerous 

It is to ſet upon a Prince's Right? : 

What is Lavinia then become ſo looſe, 

Or Baſſianus ſo degenergte,. 123 
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That for her Love ſuch Quarrels may be broacht, 
Without Controulment, Juſtice, or Revenge? 
Young Lords, beware — and ſhould the Empreſs knovy 
This Diſcord's ground, the Muſick would not pleaſe. 
Chi. I care not, I, knew ſhe and all the World, 
I love Lavinia more than all the World. 
Dem. Youngli 
Learn thou to ma - ſome better choice, 
Lavinia is thine elder Brother's hope. 
Aar. Why are ye mad! Or know ye not in Rowe 
How furious and impatient they be. 
And cannot brook Competitors in Love? | 
I tell you Lords, you do but plot your Deaths 
By this deviſe. 
Chi. Aaron, a thouſand Deaths would I ppl 
To atchieye her whom I do love: 
Aar. To atchieve her— how! 
Dem. Why mak ſt thou it ſo ſtrange? 
She is a Woman, therefore may be woo'd, 
esa Woman, therefore may be won, 
en, therefore mult be lov'd. 
FRE What Man, more Water glideth by the pil 
Than wots the Miller of, and eaſie it is 
Of a cut Loaf to ſteal a Shive we know: 
Tho' ** anus be the Emperor's Brother, 
Better than he have yet worn Vulcan's Badge. 
2 Ay, and as good as Saturninus may. 
hen why ſhould he deſpair, that knows to cout it 
with Words, fair Looks, and Liperality ? 
What haſt thou not full often ſtruck a Doe, 
And born her cleanly by the Keeper's Noſe? -. 
Aar. Why then it ſeems ſome certain ſnarch or ſo 
Would ſerve your turns. 
Chi. Ay, ſo the turn were ſerved. 
Dem. Aaron, thou haſt hit it. 
Aar. Would you had hit it too, 
Then ſhould not we be tir'd with this ado: _ 
Why, hark ye, hark ye——and are you ſuch Fools 
To ſquare for this? Would it offend you then? 
Chi, Faith, not me. 
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Dem. Nor me, ſo I were one. 8 
Aar. For ſhame be Friends, and join for that you jar. 


Tis Policy and Stratagem muſt do 
That you affect, and ſo muſt you reſolve, 


Tbat what you cannot as you would atchieve, 


You muſt perforce accompliſh as you may: 
Take this of me, Lucrece was not more Chaſte 
Than this Lavinia, Baſſanus's Love; | 
A ſpeedier courſe than lingring Languiſhment 
Muſt we purſue, and I have found the Path. 

My Lords, a ſolemn Hunting is in band, 

There will the lovely Roman Ladies troop: 

The Foreſt walks are wide and ſpacious, 

And many uafrequented Plots there are, 

Fitted by kind for Rape and Villany: 

* you thither then this dainty Dce, 

And ſtrike her home by force, if not by words: 
This way, or not at all, ſtand you in hope. | 
Come, come, our Empreſs with her ſacred Wit 
To Villany and Vengeance conſecrate, 

We will acquaint with all that we intend, 

And ſhe ſhall file our Engines wich advice, 
That will not ſuffer you to ſquare your ſelves, 
But to your wiſhes heighth advance you both. 
The Emperor's Court is like the Houſe of Fame, 
The Palace full of Tongues, of Eyes, of Fars: 
The Woods are ruthleſs, dreadful, deaf and dull: 


There ſpeak, and ſtrike, brave Boys, and take your turns. 


There ſerve your Luſts, ſhadow'd from Heaven's Eye, 


And revel in Lavinia's Treaſury. 
Chi. Thy Counſel, Lad; ſmells of no Cowardiſe, 


Dem. Si fas aut nefas, till 1 find the ſtreams 
To cool this Hezt; a Charm to calm their Fits, 
Per Styga, per Manes vthor. |  [Exemmt: 
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Euler Titus Andronicus and his three Sons, making 4 
iſe with Hounds and Horns, and Marcus. 


Tit. The hunt is up, the Morn is bright and gray, 
The Fields are fragrant, and the Woods are green, 
Uncouple here, and let us make a Bay, | 
And wake the Emperor and his loyely Bride, 
And rouze the Prince, and ring a Hunter's Peal, 
That all the Court may Eccho with the Noile. 
Sons, let it be your charge, as it is ours, . 
To attend the Emperor's Perſon carefully: * * 

I have been troubled in my Sleep this Night, 


But dawring Day new Comfort hath inſpir'd. . 
Wind Horns. Here a cry of Hounds, and wind Horns in a 


Peal: then enter Saturninus, Tamora, Baſſianus, Lwi- 

nia, Chiron, Demetrius, and their Attendatits, 

Tit. Many good morrows to your Mzjeity,” 
Madam, to you as many and as good. Py 
I promiſed your Grace a Hunter's Peal. - 

Sat. And you have rung it luſtily, my Lords, 
Somewhat too early for new married Ladies." 

Baſ. Lavinia, Row ſay you? 

Lav. | fay, No: 
T have been awake two hours and more. | 

Sat. Come on then, Horſe and Chariots let us have, 
And to our Sport: Madam, now ſhall ye fee . 
Our Roman Hunting. | 

Mar. 1 have Dogs, my Lord, Fr 
Will rouze the proudeſt Panther in the Chaſe, 
And climb the higheſt Promontory top. ; 

Tit. And I have Horſe will follow, where the Game 
Makes way, and run like Swallows o'er the Plain. | 

Dem. Chiron, we hunt not, we, with Horſe nor Hound, 
But hope to pluck: a dainty Doe to Ground. [ Exenme. 
Enter Aaron alone, ai o 

Aar. He that had Wit, would think that Thad none, 

To bury fo much Gold under a Tree, 5 
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Let him that thinks of me ſo abjectly. 

Know that this Gold muſt Coin a Stratagem, 

Which cunningly affected. will beget 

A very excellent piece of * W 

And ſo repoſe ſweet Gold for their unreſt, | 

That have their Alms out of the Empreſs Cheſt. 
Enter Tamora. 


Tam. My lovely Aaron, wherefore look'ſt thou ſad, 


When every thing doth make a Gleeful boaſt? 

The Birds chaunt melody on every Buſh, 

The Snake lies rolled in the chearful Sun, 

The green Leaves quiver with the cooling Wind, 
And make a chequer d ſhadow on the Ground: 
Under their ſweet ſhade, Aaron, let us fit, 

And whilſt the babling Eccho mocks the Hounds; 
Replying wy to the well-tun'd Horns, 

As if a, double hunt were heard at once, 

Let us fit down and mark their yelping noiſe: 

And after conflict ſuch as was ſuppos'd 

The wandring Prince and Dido once enjoy'd, 
When with a happy ſtorm they were ſurpriz d, 
And curtain'd with a DT Lene Cave, 

We may each wreathed in the others Arms, 

(Our Paſtimes done) poſſeſs a Golden ſlumber, 
Whilſt Hounds and Horns, and ſweet melodious Birds 
Be unto us, as is a Nurſe's Song | 
Of Lullaby, to bring her Babe aſleep. | 

Aar. Madam, though Venus govern your Deſires, 

Saturn is eee ee 24 AX 
What fignifies m anding Eye, 

My Silence, and 45 1 Mclancholy, 

My Fleece of woolly Hair, that now uncurls, 
Even as an Adder when ſhe doth unrowl 

To do ſome fatal Execution? 

No, Madam, theſe are no Venereal ſigns, 
Vengeance is in my Heart, Death in my Hand, 
Blood and Revenge are hammering in my Head.. 
Hark, Tamora, the Empreſs of my: 3 
Which never hopes more Heaven than reſts in thee, 
This is the Day of Doom for Baſianns;, 
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His Philomel muſt loſe her Tongue to Day, 

Thy Sons make Pillage of her Chaſtity, 

And waſh their Hands in Baſianus's Blood. 

Seeſt thou this Letter, take it up I pray thee, + 

And give the King this fatal plotted Serowl; _ 

Now queſtion me no more, we are eſpied. 

Here comes a parcel of our hopeful Booty, 8 

Which dreads not yet their Lives deſtruction. 
| Enter Baſſianus and Lavinia. 
Tam. Ah, my ſweet Moor, Sweeter to me than Liſe, 
Aar. No more, great Empreſs, Baſſauus comes; 

Be croſs with him, and Ill go fetch thy Sons d 

To back thy Quarrels, whatſoe'*er they be. Exit. 
Baſ. Whom have we here? Rome's Royal Empereſs! 


Unfurniſh'd of her well-beſeeming Troops? 
Or is it Dian habited like ber, 
Who hath abandoned her holy Groves, 
To ſee the general Hunting in this Foreſt ? 7 
Tam. Sawcy Controller of our private Steps: 
Had I the Power that ſome ſay Dian had, ry 
Thy Temples ſhould be planted preſently 1 
With Horns, as was Adteon's, and the Hounds © 
Should drive upon thy new transformed Limbs, 
Unmanner!y Intruder as thou art. 5 
Lav. Under your Patience, gentle Empereſs, 
Tis thought you have a goodly gift in Horning, 
And to be doubted, that your Moor and you 8 
Ate ſingled forth to try Experiments: — 
Fove. ſhield your Husband from his Hounds to Day, 
'Tis pity they ſhould take him for a Stag. 5 
Baſ. Believe me, Queen, your ſwarth Cymmeriin 
Doth make your Honour of his Body's hue, : 
Spotted, deteſted and abominable. 
Why are you ſequeſtred from all your Train? _ 
Diſmounted from your Snow-white goodly Steed, 
And wandred hither to an obſcure plot, - 
Accompanied with a Barbarous Moor, 2 
If foul deſire had not conducted you? 
Lav. And being interrupted in your 
Great reaſon that my Noble Lord be rated 0 
| | or 
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For Saucineſs; I pray you let us hence, 

And let her joy her Raven-coloured Love, 

This Valley fits the purpoſe paſſing well. 0 
Baſ. The King my Brother ſhall have notice of this. 
Lav. Ay, for theſe ſlips have made him noted long. 


| Good King, to be ſo mightily abuſed. 


Tam. Why have I patience to endure all this? 
Enter Chiron and Demetrius. : 
Dem How now, dear Sovereign and our gracious Mother, 


Why does your Highneſs look fo pale and wan? 


Tam. Have I not reaſon, think you, to look pale? 
Theſe two have tied me hither to this place, 
A barren and deteſted Vale you fee it is. 

The Trees, tho* Summer, yet forlorn and lean, 
O'ercome with Moſs, and baleful Miſſelto. 
Here never ſhinez the Sun, here nothing breeds, 
Unleſs the nightly Owl, or fatal Raven. 

And when they ſhew'd me this abhorred Pit, 
They told me, here at dead time of the Night, 
A thouſand Fiends, a thouſand hiſſing Snakes, 
Ten thouſand ſwelling Toads, as many Urchins, 
Would make ſuch fearful and confuſed Cries, 


As any mortal Body hearing it. 


Should ſtraight fall mad, or elſe die ſuddenly. 

No ſooner had they told this helliſh Tale, 

But ſtreight they told me they would bind me here, 

Into the Body of a diſmal Yew, | | 

And leave me to this miſerable Death. 

And then they call'd me foul Adultereſs, 

Laſcivious Goth, and all the bittereſt terms 

That ever Ears did hear to ſuch effec, 

And had you not by wondrous fortune come, 

This Vengeance on me had they executed: 

Revenge it, as you love your Mother's Life, 

Or be ye not henceforth call'd my Children, i 
Dem. This is a witneſs that I am thy Son. [Stabs Bat. 
Chi. And this for me, truck home to ſhew my Strength. 
Lav. I come, Semiramis, nay barbarous Tamora, 

For no Name fits thy Nature but thy own. 


Tam, 
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Tam. Give me thy Poniard; you ſhall know, my Boys, 
| Your Mother's Hand ſhall right your Mother's wrong. 
Dem. Stay, Madam, here is more belongs to her,- | 
Firſt, thraſh the Corn, then after burn the Straw: 
This Minion ſtood upon her Chaſtity, 
Upon her Nuptial Vow, her Loyalty, - "M 
And with that painted hope ſhe braves your Mightineſs; 
And fhall ſhe carry this unto her Grave? | —— 
'8 | Chi. And if ſhe do, I would I were an Eunuch: 4 
Drag hence her Husband to ſome ſecret Hole, | 
And make his dead Trunk Pillow to our Luſt. 
Tam, But when you have the Honey you deſire, 
Let not this Waſp out- live us both to ſting. o 
Chi, I warrant you, Madam, we will make that ſure; 
Come Miſtreſs, now per force we will enjoy | 
That nice-preſerved honeſty of yours, 
Lav. O Tamora, thou bear't a Woman's Face 
Tam. I will not hear her ſpeak; away with her. 5 
Lav. Sweet Lords, intreat her hear me but a Word- 
Dem. Liſten, fair Madam, let it be your glorx | 
To ſee her Tears; but be your Heart to them, 
As unrelenting Flints to drops of Rain. f f 
Lav. When did the Tyger's young ones teach the bam? 
O do not learn her Wrath, ſhe taught it thee, | 
The Milk thou ſuck'dſt from her did turn to Marble; 
Even at thy Teat thou hadft thy Tyranny: 
yet every Mother breeds not Sons alike; | 
Do thou intreat her, ſhew a Woman Pity. 
Chi. What! Wouldſt thou have me prove my ſelf a Baſtard? 
Lav. Tis true, the Raven doth not hatch a Lark: 
Yet have | heard, O could J find it now, 
The Lion, mov'd with Pity, did endure 
To have his Princely Paws par'd all away. 
Some ſay, that Ravens foſter forlorn Children, 
The whilſt their own Birds famiſn in their Nefts: 
Oh be to me, the thy hard Heart fay no, 
Nothing ſo kind but fomething pitiful. | : 
Tam. | know not what it means; away with her. 1 
Lav. Oh let me teach thee for my Father's ſake, 6 
W 
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Be not obdurate, open thy deaf Ears. 
Tum. Hadſt thou in Perſon ne'er offended me, 
Even for his ſake am I now pitileſs: 
Remember, Boys, I pour'd forth Tears in yain, 
To ſave your Brother from the Sacrifice; 
But fierce Audronicus would not relent: 
Therefore away with her, and uſe her as you will, 
The worſe to her, the better lov'd of me. 
Lav. O Tamora. 
Be call'd a gentle Queen, 
And with thine own Hands kill me in this Place; 
For tis not Life that I have begg'd fo long; 
Poor I was lain when Baſſianus dy d. 
Tam. What ſt thou then? Fond Woman, let me go 
Lav. Tis t Death I beg, and one thing more, 
That Womanhood denies my Tongue to tell: 
O keep me from their worſe chan killing Luſt, 
And tumble me into ſome loathſom Pit, 
Where never Man's Eye may behold my Body: 
Do this, and be a charitable Murderer. 
Tam. So ſhould 1 rob my ſweet Sous of their Fee, 
No, let them ſatis fie their Luſt on thee, 
Dem. Away. 
For thou haſt ſtaid us here too long. 
Lav. No Grace ? 
No Woman-hood? Ah beaſtly Creature, 
The blot and Enemy of our general Name; 


Confuſion all | 
Chi. Nay, then I'll ſtop your Mouth —— 
Bring thou her Husband: { Dragging off Lavinia. 


This is the hole where Aaron bid us bide him, [Exernt: 


Tam. Farewel, my Sons, ſee that ye make her ſure; 
Ne'er let my Heart know merry Cheer indeed, 
Till all the Audronici be made away: 

Now will L hence to ſeek my lovely Moor, 
And let my ſpleenſul Sons this Trull deflour. [Eis. 
Euter Aaron, with Quintus and Marcus. 

Aar. Come on, my Lords, the better Foot before; 
Strait will I briag you to the loathſom Pit, 
Where ) elpicd the Panther faſt aſp. 


Quin. 
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Quin. My light is very dull, what e'er it bodes. 

Mar. And mine, | promiſe you; were it not for ſhame 
Well could I leave our Sport to ſleep a while. 
[Marcus falls into the Pit. 


Quin. What, art thou fallen? 
What ſubtle Hole is this, | 
Whoſe Mouth is covered with rude growing Briars ? 
Upon whoſe Leaves-are drops of new-ſhed Blood, 

As freſh as Morning Dew diſtilld on Flowers? 

A very fatal Place it ſcems to me: 

Speak, Brother, haſt thou hurt thee with the fall? 
Mar. O Brother, | 

With the diſmal'ſt Oct 

That ever Eye, with tight, made Heart lament. 

Aar. Now will 1 fetch the King to find them here; 
That he thereby may have a likely gueſs, . | 
How theſe were they that made away his Brother. 

[ Exit Aaron, 

Mar. Why doſt not comfort me, and help me out, 
From this unhallow'd and blood-ſtained Hole? 

uin. I am ſurprized with an uncouth fear; 
A killing Sweat o'cr-runs my trembling Joints; 
My Heart ſuſpects more than mine Eye can ſee. 
Mar. To-prove thou haſt a true divining Heart, 

Aaron and thou, look down into the Den, 

And ſee a fearful ſight of Blood and Death. 

Din. Aaron. is gone, 

And my compaſſionate Heart 

Will not permit mine Eyes once to behold 

The thing whereat it trembles by ſurmiſe: 

O tell me how it is; for ne er till now, 

Was | a Child, to fear I know not what. 

Mar. Lord Baffianus lyes embrewed here, 

All on a heap, like to the ſlaughter d Lamb, 

In this deteſted, dark, blood-drinking Pit. | 
Quin. If it be dark, how do'ſt thou know tis he? 
Mar. Upon his bloody Finger he doth wear | 

A precious Ring, that lightens all the Hole: 

Which like a Taper in fome Monument, 

Doth ſhine upon the dead Man's earthly. Checks, 
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And fhews the rapped intrails of the Pit. 

So pale did ſhine the Moon on 8 5 

When he by night lay bath'd in Maiden- blood. 

O Brother help me, with thy fainting Hand, 

If Fear hath made thee faint, as me it hath, 

Out of this fell devouring Receptacle, _ 

As hateful as Cocytus miſty Mouth. | 
uin. Reach me thy Hand, that I may help thee out, 

Or wanting ſtrength, to do thee ſo much good, 

I may be pluck'd into the ſwallowing Womb, 


Of this deep Pit, poor Baſſiauus Grave: 


— 


I have no ſtrength to pluck thee to the brink. OE 
Mar. Nor I no ſtrength to climb without thy help. 
uin. Thy hand once more, I will not loſe again, 
Till thou art here aloft, or I below: 


Thou can't not come to me, I come to thee. [Both fall in. 


Enter the Emperor and Aaron. 

Sat. Along with me, I'll ſee what Hole is here, 
And what he is that now is leap'd into it. 
Say, who art thou that lately didſt deſcend 
Into this gaping Hollow of the Earth? 

Mar. The unhappy Son of old Audronicus, 
Brought hither in a moſt unlucky Hour, 
To find thy Brother Baſianns dead. : 

Sat, My Brother dead? I know thou doſt but jeft, 
He and his Lady both are at the Lodge, 
Upon the North-fide of this pleaſant Chafe, 


Tis not an hour ſince I left him there. 


Mar. We know not where you left him all alive, 

But out, alas, here have we found him dead. 
Enter Tamora, Andronicus, and Lucius. 

Tam. Where is my Lord, the King? 

Sat. Here Tamora, though griev'd with killing Grief, 

Tam. Where is thy Brother Baſſianus? 

Sat. Now to the bottom doſt thou ſearch my Wound, 
Poor Baſſianus here lyes murthered, f | 

Tam. Then all too late I bring this fatal Writ, 
The complot of this timeleſs Tragedy, 
And wonder greatly that Man's Face can fold 
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in pleaſing ſmiles ſuch murderous Tyranny. | | 
[She giveth Saturninus 4. Lever. 
| Saturninus reads the Letter. | 
And if we miſs io meet him handſomly, 
Sweet Huntſman, Baſſianus, tis we mean, 
Do thou ſo much as dig the Grave for him, 
Thou know ft our meaning, look for thy reward 
Among the Nettles at the Elder- tree: ; 
Which over-ſhades the mouth of that ſame Pit, 
Where we decreed to bury Baſſianus; 
Do this, and purchaſe us thy laſting Friends. 
Sat. Oh Tamora, was ever heard the like? 
This is the Pit, and this the Elder-tree : 
Look, Sirs, iſ you can find the Huntſman out, 
That ſhould have murthered Baſſianus here. | 

Aar. My gracious Lord, here is the Bag of Gold. 
Sat. Two of thy Whelps, fell Curs, of bloody kind 
Have here bereft my Brother of his Life: [To Titus? 
Sirs, drag them from the Pit unto the Priſon, 

There let them bide until we have devis d 
Some never heard- of torturing pain for them. . 

Tam. What, are they in this Pit? Oh wondrous thing? 
How eaſily Murder is diſcovered? 

Tit. High Emperor, upon my feeble Knee, 
I beg this boon, with Tears not lightly ſhed, 
That this fell Fault of my accurſed Sons, 
Accurſed, if the Faults be prov'd in them 

Sat. If it be prov'd? you ſee it is apparent. 

Who found this Letter, Tamora, was it you? 
Tam. Andronicus himſelf did take it up. | 
Tit. I did, my Lord, yet let me be their Bail. 

For by my Father's reverend Tomb I vow | 

They ſhall be ready at your Highneſs Will, 

To anſwer their Suſpicion with their Lives. 

Sat. Thou ſhalt not bail them, ſee thou follow me: 
Some bring the murder'd Bod y, ſome the Murtherers. 
Let them not ſpeak a word, the Guilt is plain, 

For by my Soul, were there worſe end than Death, 


That end upon them ſhould be executed. 


Tam: 


— 
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Tam. Andronicus, I will entreat the King, 
Fear not thy Sons, they ſhall do well enough. 
Tit, Come, Lucius, come, ſtay not to talk with them. 


Enter Demetrius an Chiron, with Lavinia, her Hands 
ef cut off, and her Tongue cut out, and raviſh'd, 
Dem. So now go tell, and if thy Tongue can ſpeak, 
Who 'tw¾as that cut thy To and raviſh'd thee. 
Chi. Write down thy mind, bewray thy meaning ſo, 
And, if thy Stumps will let thee, play the Scribe. 
Dem. See how with figns and tokens ſhe can ſcowl. 
Chi. Go home, gall for ſweet Water, waſh thy Hands, 
Dem. She hath no Tongue to cal}, nor Hands to waſh; 
And ſo let's leave her to her filent Walks. 
Chi. And *twere my Canſe, I ſhould go hang my ſelf. 
Dem, If thou bad'ſt Hands to help*thee knit the Cord. 
 - Wind Horns, Enter Marcus from Hunting, to Lavinia. 
Mar. Who is this, my Niece, that flies away ſo faſt ? 
Coufin, a Word, where is your Husband ? 
If I do dream, would all my Wealth would wake me; 
If 1 do wake, ſome Planet ſtrike me down, 
That I may ſlumber in eternel Sleep. 
Speak, gentle Niece, what ſtern ungentle Hands 
Have lopp'd and hew'd, and made thy Body bare 
Of her two Branehes, thoſe ſweet Ornaments, 
Whoſe circling Shadows Kings have ſought to ſleep in, 
And might not gain fo great a Happineſs, 
As half thy Love! Why do'ſt not ſpeak to me? 
Alas, a crimſon River of warm Blood, 
Like to a bubling Fountain ſtirr d with Wind, 
Doth riſe and fall between thy rofie Lips; 
Coming and going with thy Honey Breath. 
But ſure ſome Tereus hath deflour'd thee, 
And leſt thou ſhould'ſt detect him, cut thy Tongue, 
Ah, now thou turn ſt away thy Face for Shame! 
And notwithſtanding all this loſs of Blood, 
As from a Conduit with their iſſuing Spouts, 
| Yet do thy Cheeks look red as Titan's Face, 
Bluſhing to be encountred with a Cloud, — 
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Shall 1 ſpeak for thee? Shall I ſay, tis ſo? 

Oh that I knew thy Heart, and knew the Beaſt, 

That I might rail at him to eaſe my mind. 

Sorrow concealed, like an Oven ſtopt, 

Doth burn the Heart to Cinders where it is. 

Fair Philomela, ſhe but loſt her Tongue, 

And in a tedious Sampler ſewed her Mind. 
But lovely Niece, that mean is cut from thee, 
A craftier Tereus haſt thou met withall, 

And he hath cut thoſe pretty Fingers off 

That could have better ſewed than Philomel. 

Oh had the Monſter ſeen thoſe Lilly Hands 
Tremble like Aſpen Leaves upon a Lute, | 
And make the filken Strings delight to kiſs them, 
He would not then have rouch'd them for his Life. 
Or had he heard the heav'nly Harmony, 

Which that ſweet Tongue hath made; 

He would have dropt his Knife and fell aſleep, 
As Cerberus at the Thracian Poet's feet. 

Come, let us go, and make thy Father blind, 
For ſuch a fight will blind a Father's Eye. 

One hour's Storm will drown the fragrant Meads, 
What will whole Months of Tears thy Father's Eyes ? 
Do not draw back, for we will mourn with thee: 
Oh could our Mourning eaſe thy Miſery. [Excerpt 
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Ac II. SCENE I. 


Enter the Fudges and Senators, with Marcus and Quintus 
bound, paſſmg on the Stage to the place of Execution, and 


Titus going before, pleading. 


Te. Ear me, grave Fathers, noble Tribunes ſtay, 

For pity of mine Age, whoſe Youth was ſpent 
In dangerous Wars, whilſt you ſecurely flept: | 
For all my Blood in Rome's great Quarrel ſhed, 


For all the froſty Nights that I — 
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And for theſe bitter Tears, which you now ſee 
Filling the aged wrinkles in my Cheeks, 

Be pitiful to my condemned Sons, 

Whoſe Souls are not corrupted, as tis thought: 
For two and twenty Sons I never wept, . 
Becauſe they died in Honour's lofty Bed. 


[Andronieus lieth down, and the Fudges paſs by him. 


For theſe, theſe, Tribunes, in the Duſt L write 
My Heart's deep Languor, and my Soul's ſad Tears: 


Let my Tears ftanch the Earth's dry Appetite, 


My Sons ſweet Blood wil make it ſhame and bluſh: 


O Earth! will befriend thee more with Rain, [ Exeumt. 


That ſhall diſtil from theſe. two ancient Ruins, 

Than youthful April ſhall with all her Showers 

In Summer's drought: III drop upon thee till, 

In Winter with warm Tears Ill melt the Snow, 

And keep eternal Spring- time on thy Face, 

So thou refuſe to drink my dear Sons Blood. 
Enter Lucius with his Sword drawn. 


Oh Reverend Tribunes! gentle aged Men! 


Unbind my Sons, reverſe the doom of Death, 
And let me ſay (that never wept before) 
My Tears are now prevailing Orators. 
Luc. Oh, Noble Father, you lament in vain, 
The Tribunes hear you not, no Man is by, 
And you recount your Sorrows to a Stone. 
Tit Ah Lucius, for thy Brothers let me plead —— 
Grave Tribunes, once more I intreat of you 
Luc. My gracious Lord, no Tribune hears you ſpeak. 
Tit. Why, tis no matter, Man; if they did hear, 
They would not mark me: Or if they did hear, 
They would not pity me. | | * 
Therefore I tell my Sorrows bootleſs to the Stones, 
Who, tho' they cannot anſwer my Diſtreſs, 
Yet in ſome ſort they are better than the Tribunes, 
For that they will not intercept my Tale; 
When 1 do weep, they ter at my Feet 
Receive my Tears, and ſeem to weep with me; 
And were they but attired in grave Weeds, 
Rowe could afford no Tribune like to theſe. | 
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A Stone is as ſoft Wax, 
Tribunes more bard than Stones: 
A Stone is filent, and offendeth nor, 
And Tribunes with their Tongues doom Men to death. 
But wherefore ſtandeſt thou with thy Weapon drawn? 
Luc. To reſcue my two Brothers from their Death, 
For which attempt, the Judges have pronounc'd 
My everlaſting doom of Baniſhment, 
Tit. O happy Man, they have befriended thee: 
Why, fooliſh Lucius, doſt thou not perceive, 
That Rome is but a Wilderneſs of Tygers? 
Tygers muſt prey, and Rome aftords no prey 


But me and mine; how happy art thou then, 
From theſe Devourers to be baniſhed? 


But who comes with our Brother Marcus here? 
Enter Marcus and Lavinia. 
Mar. Tiths, — — thy Noble Eyes to weep, LI 
Or if not ſo, thy Noble Heart to break: 751 


1 bring conſuming Sorrow to thine Age. 


— 


Tir. Will it conſume me? Let me ſee it then. 

Mar. This was thy Daughter. 

Tit. Why, Marcus, ſo The is. 

Luc. Ah me, this Object kills me. | 

Tit. Faint-hearted Boy, ariſe and look upon her; 
Speak my Lavinia, what accurſed Hand | 
Hath made thee handleſs in thy Father's fight? 
What Fool hath added Water to the Sea? 


Or brought a Faggot to bright-burning Troy? 3 


My Grief was at the heighth before thou cam'ſt, 

And now like Nilus it diſdaineth bounds: - 5 

Give me a Sword, Fl] chop off my Hands too, 

For they have fought for Rome, and all in vain: 

And they have nurs'd this woe, in feeding Life: . 

In bootleſs Prayer have they been held up, 

And they have ſerv'd me to effectleſs Uſe. 

Now all the Service I require of them, 

Is, that the one will help to cut-the other: 

"Tis well, Lavinia, that thou haſt no Hands, 6 

For Hands to do Rome Service are but vain. 8. 
Luc, Speak, gentle Siſter, who hath martyr d ro | 
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Mar. O that delightful Engine of her Thoughts, © 


That blab'd them with ſuch pleaſing Eloquence, 
Is torn from forth that pretty hollow Cage, 
Where like a ſweet melodious Bird it ſung, 
Sweet various Notes inchanting every Ear. 

Luc. Oh ſay thou for her, | 
Who hath done this Deed? | 

Mar. O thus I found ber ſtraying in the Park, 
Seeking to hide her ſelf, as doth the Deer 
That hath receiv'd ſome unrecuring Wound. 

Tit. It was my Deer, and he that wounded her 
Hath hurt me more than had he kill'd me dead: 


For now I ſtand, as one upon a Rock, 


Environ'd with a Wilderneſs of Sea, 


Who marks the waxing Tide grow Waye by Wave, 


Expecting ever when {ome envious Surge 

Will in his briniſh Bowels ſwallow him. 

This way to death my wretched Sons are gone: 
Here ſtands my other Son, a baniſh'd Man, 

And here my Brother weeping at my Woes. 

But that which gives niy Soul the greateſt ſpurn, 
Is dear Lavinia, dearer than my Soul — 

Had I but ſeen thy Picture in this plight, 

It would. have madded me. What ſhall I do, 


Now l behold thy lively Body ſo? 


Thou haſt no Hands to wipe away thy Tears, 
Nor Tongue to tell me who hath martyr'd thee; 
Thy Husband he is dead, and for his Death 

Thy Brothers are condemn'd, and dead by this, 
Look Marcus, ah Son Lucius look on her: 
When | did name her Brothers, then freſh Tears 
Stocd on her Cheeks, as doth the Honey dew, 
Upon a gather'd Lilly almoſt wither d. 


Mar. Perchance ſhe weeps becauſe they killd her Husband. 


Perchance becauſe ſhe knows him Innocent. 


Tit. If they did kill thy Husband, then be joyful, 8 


Becauſe the Law hath ta en revenge on them. 
No, no, they would not do ſo foul a Deed, 
Witneſs the Sorrow that their Siſter makes. 
Gentle Lavinia, let me kiſs thy Lips, 
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Or maks ſome ſigns how I may do thee eaſe : 
Shall thy good Uncle, and thy Brother Lucius, 
And thou and I fit round about ſome Fountain, 
Looking all downwards to behold our Cheeks, _ 
How they are ſtain'd like Meadows yet not dry - . | 


With miery lime leit on them by a Flood: 


And in the Fountain ſhall we gaze ſo long, 

Till the freſh taſte be taken from that clearneſs, 

And made a Brine-pit with our bitter Tears? of 

Or ſhall we cut away our Hands like thine ? 5 

Or ſhall we bite our Tongues, and in dumb Shows 

Paſs the remainder of our hateful Days? ; 

What ſhall we do? Let us that have our Tongnes 

Plot ſome deviſe of further miſeries 

To make ys wondred at in time to come. | 
Luc. Sweet Father, ceaſe your Tears, for at your Grief 

See how my wretched Siſter ſobs and weeps. B 10's 
Mar. Patience, dear Neice, good Titus dry thine Eyes, 
Tit. Ah Marcus, Marcus, .Brother, well I wot, » 

Thy Napkin cannot drink a tear of mine, 

For thou, poor Man, haſt drown'd it with thine own. 
Luc. Ab, my Lavinia, I will wipe thy Cheeks. - 
Tit. Mark, Marcus, mark, I underſtand her Signs, 

Had ſhe a Tongue to ſpeak, now would ſhe ſay _ 

That to her Brother which 11aid to thee. 

His Napkin with his true Tears all bewet, 

Can do no ſervice on her forrowful Cheeks, 

Oh what a ſympathy of Woe is this! 

As far from help as Limbo is from Bliſs. 

Enter Aaron alone. 
Aar. Titus Andronicus, my Lord the Emperor 


Sends thee this Word, that if thou love thy Sons, 


Let Marcus, Lucius, or thy ſelf, old Titus, 

Or any one of you chop off your Hand, 

And ſend it to the King; he for the ſame 

Will ſend thee hither both thy Sons alive, 

And that ſhall be the Ranſom for their Fault. 
Tit. Oh gracious Emperor! oh gentle Aaron! _ 

Did ever Raven ſing ſo like a Lark, 3 . 
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That gives ſweet Tydings of the Sun's upriſe? 


With all my Heart, I'll ſend the Emperor my Hand, 
+ Good Aaron wilt thou help to chop it off? 


Luc. Stay, Father, for that noble Hand of thine, 
That hath thrown down ſo many Enemies, 


Shall not be ſent; my Hand will ſerve the turn. 


My Youth can better {pare my Blood than you, 
And therefore mine ſhall fave my Brothers lives. 

Mar. Which of your Hands hath not defended Rome, 
And rear'd aloft the bloody Battel-ax, 


Writing Deſtruction on the Enemies Caſtle? 


Oh none of both but are of high deſert: 
My Hand hath been but idle, ſet it ſerve 
To ranſome my two. Nephews from their Death, 
Then have J kept it to a worthy end. 
Aar. Nay, come agree, whoſe Hand ſhall go dong 
For feat they die-before their pardon come. 
May. My Hand ſhall go. 
Luc. By Heav'n it ſhall not 
Tit. Sirs, ſtrive no more, ſac wither d Herbs: as theſe 


Are meet for plucking up, and therefore mine. 


Luc. Sweet Father, if I ſhall be thought thy Son, 
Let me-redeem my Brothers both from Death. 
Mar. And fer our Father's ſake, and Mother's care, 


Now let me ſhew a Brother's love to thee. 


Tit. Agree between you, I will ſpare my Hand. 

Luc. Then I'll go fetch an Ax. 

Mar. But I will uſe the Ax. Exeunt. 
Tit. Come bither, Aaron, I'll deceive them both; 


Lend me thy Hand, and I will give thee mine. 


Aar. If that be call'd deceit, I will be honeſt, 
And never whilſt 1 live deceive Men ſo; 


But Ill deceive you in another ſort, 


And that you'll ſay e er half an hour paſs. | [ Afede, 
[He cuts off Titus's Hand, 


Enter Lucius and Marcus again. 
Tit. Now ſtay your Strife; what ſhall be, is diſpatcht: 


Good Aaron, give his Majeſty my Hand: 
Tell him, it was a, Hand that warded him 


From 
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From thouſand Dangers, bid him bury it, 
More hath it merited: That let it have. 
As for my Sons, ſay, I account of them, 
As Jewels purchas'd at an eaſie Price. "2h 
And yet dear too, becauſe I bought mine own: - . 
Aar. I go, Andronicus, and for thy Hand 
Look by and by to have thy Sons with thee: | 
Their Heads I mean. Oh, how this Villany - [4/i@. 
Doth far me with the very thought of it. . 

Let Fools do good, and fair Men call for Grace, a 
Aaron will have his Soul black like his Face. [ Exif, 
Tit. O hear! —— I lift this one Hand up to Heav'n, 

And bow this feeble ruin to the Earth, : 
If any Power pities wretched Tears, 
To that I call: What, wilt thou kneel with me? 
Do then, dear Heart, for Heav'n ſhall hear our Prayers, 
Or with our fighs we'll breath the Welkin dim, 
And ſtain the Sun with Fogs, as ſometime Clouds, 
When they do hug him in their melting Boſorns. = 
Mar. Oh, Brother, ſpeak with Poſſibilities, 
And do not break into theſe two. Extremes. 
Tit. Is not my Sorrow deep, having no bottom 
Then be my Paſſions bottomleſs with them. | 
Mar. But yet let Reaſon govern thy Lament. 
Tit. If there were Reaſon for theſe Miſeries 
Then into limits could I bind my Woes; _ 
When Heav'n doth weep, doth not the Earth o'er-flow? 
ti If the Winds rage, doth not the Sea wax mad, 
Threatning the Welkin with his big-ſwoln Face? 
And wilt thou have a Reaſon for this Coil? 
I am the Sea, hark how her Sighs do blow: 
She is the weeping Welkin, I the Earth; _-_ 
Then muſt my Sea be moved with her Sighs, 


- 


e. Then muſt my Earth with her continual Tears 

4. Become a Deluge, over flow'd and drown'd: 
For why, my Bowels cannot hide her Woes, . 

t: But like a Drunkard muſt vomit them 


Then give, me leave, for loſers will have leave, 
To eaſe their Stomachs with their bitter Tongues. 
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Enter a Meſſenger with two Heads and a Hand, 
Meſ. Worthy Andronicus, ill art thou repay d, 
For that good Hand thou ſent'ſt the Emperor; 
Here are the Heads of thy two noble Sons, 
And here's thy Hand in ſcorn to thee ſent back; 
Thy Griefs, their Sports, thy Reſolution mockt: 
| That woe is me to think upoh thy Woes, 
More than Remembrance of my Father's Death. ¶ Exit. 
Mar. Now let hot ZEtna cool in Sicily, | 
And be my Heart an eyer-burning Hell; 
Theſe Miſeries are more than may be born. 
To weep with them that weep, doth eaſe ſome deal, 
But Sorrow flouted at is double Death. 
Luc. Ah that this fight ſhould make ſo deep a Wound, 
- And yet detefted Life not ſhrink thereat; 
That ever Death ſhould let Life bear his Name, 
Where Life hath no more Intereſt but to breathe. 
Mar. Alas, poor Heart, that Kiſs is comfortleſs, 
As frozen Water to a ſtarved Snake. 
Tit. When will this fearful lumber have an end? 
Mar. Now farewel Flattery, die Andronicus, 
Thou doſt not ſlumber, ſee thy two Sons Heads, 
Thy warlike Hand, thy mangled Daughter here; 
Thy other baniſh'd Son with this dear Sight ; 
Struck pale and bloodleſs, and thy Brother I, 
ven like a ſtony 1 , cold and numb, 
Ah now no more will 1 controul my Griefs, 5 
Rend off thy Silver Hair, thy other Hand l 
, with thy Teeth, and be this diſmal ſight 
The cloſing up of our moſt wretched Eyes; 
Nov is a time to ſtorm, why art thou ſtill? 
Tit. Ra. ba, ha. | 
Mar. Why doſt thou laugh? it fits not with this Hour. 
' Tit. Why 1 have not another Tear to ſhed; | 
* Beſides, this Sorrow is an Enemy, 
And would'uſurp upon my watry Eyes, 
And make them blind with Tfbutary Tears, 
Then which way ſhall I find Revenges Cave? 
For theſe two Heads do ſeem to ſpeak to me, 
aud threat me, I ſhall never come to Bliſs, 
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As for thee, Boy, go get thee from my fight, 
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Till all theſe Miſchiefs be return'd again. | 
Even in their Throats that have committed them. 
Come let me ſee what Task I have to do 
You heavy People circle me about. 

That I may turn mie to each one of you. 

And ſwear unto my Soul to right your Wrongs. 
The Vow is made, come Brother take a Head, 


And in this Hand the other will I bear, 1 
Lavinia, thou ſhalt be employ d in theſe things; _ 
Bear thou my Hand, ſweet Wench, between thy Teeth; 


Thou art an Exile, and thou muſt not ſtay, 

Hie to the Goths, and raiſe an Army there, 7 

And if you love me, as I think you do, ... 

Let's kiſs and part, for we have much to do. [Exer 

* Manet Lucius. 4 

Luc. Farewel Audronicus, my noble Father, F ; 

The woful'ſt Man that ever liv'd in Rome; 8 , 

Farewel, proud Rome, till Lucius come again, f | 

He lezves his Pledges dearer than his Life; | 

Farewel Lavinia, my noble Siſter, _- 

O would thou wert as thou to fore haſt been, " | 

But now, nor Lucius nor Lavinia lives bY 

But in Oblivion and hateful Griefs; . 

If Lucius live, he will requite your Wrongs, 5 

And make proud Saturninus and his Empreſs 

Beg at the Gates like Tarquin and his Queen. 

Now will I to the Goths and raiſe a Power, 4 

To be revehng'd on Rome and Saturnine. [Exit Lucius! 
A Banquet, Enter Titus, Marcus, Lavinia, and the Boy. 
Tit. So, fo, now fit, and look you eat no more | 

Than will preſerve juſt ſo much Strength in us, 

As will revenge theſe bitter Woes of ours. 

Marcus, unknit that Sorrow-wreathen knot ; 

Thy Niece and I, poor Creatures, want our Hands 

And cannot paſſionate our ten-fold Grief, 

With folded Arms, This poor Right Hand of mine 

Is left to Tyrannize upon my Breaſt, 

And when my Heart, all mad with Miſery, 

Beats in this holloyy Priſon of my Fleſh, 

0 The. 
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Then thus I thump it down, _ 

Thou Map of Wo, that thus doſt talk in Signs, 

When thy poor Heart beats with outragious batting... 

Thou canſt not ſtrike it thus to make it ſtill; 

Wound it with Singing, Girl, kill it with Groans; | 

Or get ſome little Knife between thy Teeth, 

And juſt againſt thy Heart make thou a hole, 

Thar all the Tears that thy poor Eyes let fall 

May run into that Sink, and ſoaking in, + 

Drown. the lamenting Fool in Sca-{alt Tears. 
Mar. Fie, Brother, fic, teach her not thus to lay 

Such violent Hands upon her tender Life. 


-Tit. How now! Bas Sorrow made thee doat already? | | 


Why, Marcus, no Man ſhould be mad but I; 

What violent Hands can ſhe lay on her Life? 1. 
Ah, wherefore doſt thou urge the name of Hands,— 

To bid Æneas tell the Tale twice o'er, mes 
How Troy was burnt, and he made miſerable? 

O handle not the Theam, no talk of Hands, 

Left we remember. ſtill that we have pone. 

-Fie, fie, how Frantickly 1 ſquare my Talk, 

As if we ſhould forget, we had no Hands, 

If Marcus did not name the word of Hands? 

Come, let's fall to, and gentle Girl eat this, | 
Here is no Drink: Hark, Marcus, what ſhe ſaiys, 

I can interpret all her martyr'd Signs, 
She ſays, ſhe drinks no other Drink but Tears, 
Brew d with her Sorrows, me ſh'd upon her Cheeks. 
Speechleſs complaint — O 1 will learn thy Thought. 
In thy dumb Action will I te as perfect 

As begging Hermits in their holy Prayers. | 
Thou ſhall not ſigh, nor hold thy Stumps to Heaw n, 


/ "Nor wink, nor nod, nor kneel, nor make a Sign, 


Bur I, of theſe, will wreſt an Alphabet, 1 
And by Qill Practice, learn to know thy Meaning. 
Bey. Good Grandfire leave theſe bitter deep Laments; 
Make my Aunt merr 2 with ſome pleaſing Tale. 
Mar. Alas the tender Boy, in Paſſion mov 'd, 
Doth weep to ſee his Grandſire's heavineſs. 
Tit, Peace tender Sapling, thou art made of Tears, 
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And Tears will quickly melt thy Life away. 


Marcus ſtrikes the Diſh with 4 Knife, 5 


What doſt thou ſtrike at, Marcus, with thy Knife? 
Mar. At that that T have kill'd, my Lord, a Fly. 
Tit. Out on thee, Murderer; thou kill'ſt my Heart, 
Mine Eyes are cloy'd with view of Tyranny: > 

A deed of Death.done on the Innocent 
Becomes not Titus Brother? get thee gone, 
] ſee thou art not for my Company. 

Mar. Alas, my Lord, I have but kill'd a Fly. 

Tit. But? - how if that Fly had a Father and Mother? 
Hqw would he hang his {lender gilded Wings, 

And baz lamenting doings in the Air? 
Poor harmleſs Fly, 

That with his pretty buzzing Melody, 
Came here to make us merry, 

And thou haſt kill'd him. 

Mar. Pardon me, Sir, 

It was a black ill- favour d Fly, PERS" 
Like to the Empreſs Moor, therefore I kill'd him. 

Tit. O, O, O, | 

Then pardon me for 2 thee, 

For thou haſt done a Charitable Deed ; 

Give me thy Knife, I will inſult on him, 

Flattering my ſelf, as if it were the Moor, 

Come hither purpoſely to poiſon me. 

There's for thy ſelf, and that's for Tamora: Ah Sirra ? 
Yet I think, we are not brought ſo low, | 

But that between us, we can kill a Fly, 

That comes in likeneſs of à Cole-black Moor. 

Mar. Alas poor Man, Grief has ſo wrought on him, 
He takes falſe Shadows for true Subſtances, 5 
Come, take away; Lavinia, go with me, 

Il to thy Cloſet, and go read with the 

Sad Stories, chanced in the times of old, _ 

Come, Boy, and go with me, thy Sight is young, 
And thou ſhalt read when mine begins to dazle. Exeunt. 
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Enter young Lucius and Lavinia running after him, and the 
Boy flies from her, with his Books under his Arm. Enter 
Titus and Marcus. 


B9-F] Elp, Grand-fire, help, my Aunt Lavinia 

| Follows me every where, I know not why. 
Good Uncle Marcus, ſee how ſwift the comes: 

Alas, ſweet Aunt, I know not what you mean. 

Mar. Stand by me, Lucius, do not fear thy Aunt, 
Tit. She loves thee, Boy, too well to do thee harm, 
Boy. Ay, when my Father was in Rome ſhe did, 
Mar. What means wy Neece Lax inia by theſe Signs? 

Tit. Fear thou not, Lucius, ſomewhat doth ſhe mean: 
See Lucius ſee, how much ſhe makes of thee: 
Some whither would ſhe have thee go with her, 

Ab, Boy, Cornelia never with more care 
Read to her Sons, than fhe hath read to thee, 

Sweet Poetry, and Twlly's Oratory : 

Can ſt thou not gueſs wherefore ſhe plies thee thus? 
> Boy. My Lord, T know not I, nor can I gueſs, 
Unleſs ſome Fit or Frenzie do poſſeſs her: 
For 1 have heard my Grand- ſire ſay full oft, 
Extremity of Grief would make Men mad. 

And I have read, that Hecuba of Troy 

Ran mad through Sorrow, that made me to fear; 
Although, my Lord, I know my noble Aunt 
Loves me as dear as e er my Mother did, 

And would not, but in fury, fright my Youth, 
Which made me down to throw my Books, and flie 
Cauſeleſs perhaps; but pardon me, ſweet Aunt, 
And, Madam, if my Uncle Marcus go, | 

I will moſt willingly attend your Ladyſhip, 

Mar. Lucius, I will. * EE. > 1 
| Tit. How now, Lavinia? Marcus, what means this? 
Some Book there is that ſhe defires to ſee. * 
Which is it, Girl, of theſe? Open them, Boy, 

But thou art deeper read, and better skill d, 
WI 1 1 Come 
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Come and make choice of all my Library, 
And ſo beguile thy Sorraw, till the Heay'ns 
Reveal the damn'd Contriver of this deed: 
What Book? | 
Why lifts ſhe up her Arms ia ſequence thus? : 
Mar. I think ſhe means that there was more than one 
Confederate in the Fact. Ay, more there was: 
Or elſe to Heav'n ſhe heaves them, to revenge. 
Tit. Lucius, what Book is that ſhe toſſes ſo? 
Bey. Grand · ſire. tis Quid's Metamor t hoſis, 
My Mother gave it' me. | 
Mar. For love of her that's gone, 
Perhaps ſhe cull'd it from among the reſt. 
Tit. Soft! fee how buſily ſhe turns the Leaves! 
Help her: What would ſhe find? Lavinia, ſhall I read? 
This is the tragiek Tale of Philome, 
And treats of Tereus Treaſon and his Rape; 
And Rape, I fear, was root of thine annoy. 


Mar. See, Brother, fee, note how ſhe quates the Leaves, 


Tit. Lavinia, wert thou thus ſurpriz d, ſweet Girl, 

Raviſh'd and wrong'd, as Fhilomela was, - 

Forc'd in the ruthleſs, yaſt, and gloomy Woods? 

See, ſee; Ay, ſuch a Place there is, where we did hunt, 

(O had we never never hunted there) 

Pattern'd by that the Poet here deſcribes, 

By Nature made for Murders and tor Rapes. 
Mar. © why ſhould Nature build ſo foul a Den, 

Unleſs the Gods delight in Tragedies? 


Tit. Give Signs, ſweet Girl, for here are none but Friends, 


What Roman Lord it was durſt do the Deed; 
Or ſlunk not Saturnine as Tarquin erſt, 
That left the Camp to ſin in Lucrece Bed? | 

Mar. Sit down, ſweet. Neice; Brother, fit down by we, 
Apollo, Pallas, Fove, or Mercury, | 
Inſpire me, that I may this Treaſon find. 
My Lord, look here; look here Lavinia. 
He writes his Name with his Staff, and guides it with his 

| Feet and Mouth, 


| This Candy lot is plain; guide, if thou cauſh, 
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This after me, when 1 have writ my Name, 
Without the help of any Hand at all, * 
Curſt be that Heart that forc'd us to this ſhift! 3 
Write thou, good Neice, and here diſplay at leaſt, | 
What God will have diſcover'd for Revenge; 
Heav'n guide thy Pen, to print thy Sorrows pla, 
That we may know the Traitors, and the Truth. | 
She takes the Staff in her Mouth, and guides it with her 
Stumps and Writes. 

Tit. Oh do you read, my Lord, what ſhe hath writ?, 
Stuprum, Chiron, Demetrius. | YE 

Mar. What, hat! the luſtful Sons of Tamora, .. 
Performers of this hateful bloody deed ? 5 

Tit. Magni Dominator Poli, * 
Tam lentus audis ſcelera! tam lentus vides! A 

Mar. Oh calm thee, gentle Lord; although I know 
There is encugh written upon this Earth, | | 
To ftir a Mutiny in the mildeſt Thoughts, 
And arm the minds of Infants to Exclaims. T 
My Lord, knee! down with me: Lavinia kneel, N 
And kneel, ſweet Boy, the Roman Hector's hope, 
And ſwear with me, as with the woful Peer, 
And Father of that chaſt diſhonoured Dame, 
Lord Junius Brutus ſware for Lucrece Rape, 
That we will proſecute (by good Advice) 

Mortal revenge upon theſe traiterous Goths, 
And ſee their Blood, or die with this Reproach. 1 
Tit. Tis ſure enough, and you knew how. a 

But if you hurt theſe Bear-whelps, then beware, 
The Dam will wake, and if ſhe wind you once, 
She's with the Lion deeply ſtill in League, 
And lulls him whilſt ſhe playeth on her Back, 
Ard when he ſleeps will ſhe do what ſhe lift. 
You are a young Huntſman, Marcus, let it alone; 
And come, I will go get a leaf of Braſs, 
And with a Gad of Steel will write theſe Words, a: | 
And lay it by; the angry Northern Wind 
Will blow theſe Sands like $ybils leaves abroad. | 
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And where's your Leſſon then? Boy, what fay-you! © * 
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He hath ſome Meſſage to deliver us. 
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Boy. I ſay, my Lord, that if I were a Man. 
Their Mather's Bed-chamber ſhould not be ſafe, 
For theſe bad Bond-men to the Yoak of Rome. 
Mar. Ay, that's my Boy, thy Father hath full oft 
For this ungrateful Country done the like. 

Boy, And, Uacle, fo will I, and if I live. 
. Tit, Come, go with me into mine Armory, 
Lucius I'll fit thee, and withal, my Boy 


Shall carry from me to the Empreſs Sons, 
Preſents that I intend to {end them both. 


Come, come, thou'lt do my Meſſage, wilt thou not? 
Boy. Ay, with my Dagger in their Boſom, Grandſire. 
Tit, No, Boy, not fo, I'll teach thee another Courſe. 

Lavinia, come; Marcus, look to my Houſe, | 

Lucius and I'll go brave it at the Court, | 

Ay, marry will we, Sir, and we'll be waited on, [ Exemnt. 
Mar. O Heav'ns, can you hear a good Man groan, 

And not relent, or not compaſſion him? _ | 

Marcus attend him in his Extaſie; | 

That bath more Scars of Sorrow in his Heart, 

Than Foe-mens Marks upon his batter'd Shield, 

But yet ſo juſt, that he will not revenge 

Revenge the Heay'ns for old Audrunicius. Exit. 

Enter Aaron, Chiron, and Demetrius a# ohe Dopr:: Aud at 
another Door young Lucius and another, with a bundle of 
Weapons, and.Verſes writ upon them 
Chi. Demetrius, here's the Son of Lucius, 
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Aar. Ay, ſome mad Meſſage from his mad Grandfather. 
Boy. My Lords, with all the humbleneſs 1 may, | 
I greet your Honours from Andronicus,  . _ 
And pray the Roman Gods confound you both. 
Dem. Gramercy lovely Lucius, what's the New 
Boy. For Villains mark d with Rape. May it pleaſè you, 
My Grandſire well advis'd hath ſent by me, — OX 
The goodlieſt Weapons of his Armory, 
To gratifie your honourable Youth, 
The hope of Rome, for ſo he bad me (ay: 
And ſo I do, and with his Gifts preſent 
Your Lordſhips, wheneyer you have need, 
2 9 You 
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You may be armed and appointed well. : 
And ſo I leave you both, Nike bloody Villains. [ Exit. 
Dem, What's here, a Scrole, and written roumd about? 
Let's ſee. . | 8 
Integer vitæ ſceleriſque purus, non eget Mauri jaculis nec arcu. 
Chi. O; tis a Verſe in Horace, I know it well: 
J read it in the Grammar long ago. 
Aar. Ay juſt, a Verſe in Horace----right, you have it----» 
Now what a thing it is to be an Aſs? 
Here's no ſound Jeſt, th' old Man hath feund their Guilty 
And ſends the Weapons wrap'd abqut with Lines, 
That wound, beyond their feeling, to the quick: 
But were our witty Empreſs well a- foot, 
She would applaud Andronicus conceit: 
But let her reſt, in her unreſt a while: 
And now, young Lords, was't not a happy Star 
Led us to Rome Strangers, and more than ſo, 
Captives, to be advanced to this height? 
It did me good before the Palace Gate 
To brave the Tribune in his Brother's hearing. 
Dem. But me more good, to ſee ſo great à Lord 
Baſely inſinuate, and ſer us Gifts | 
Aar. Had he not reaſon, Lord Demetrius? 
Did-you not uſe his Daughter very friendly ? 
Dem. I would we had a thouſand, Roman Dames 
At ſuch a Bay, by turn to ſerve our Luft 
Chi. A charitable wiſh, and full of Love. 
Aar. Here l:cks but your Mother for to ſay, Amen; 
Chi. And that wauld ſhe for twenty thouſand more. 
Dem. Come, let us go, and pray to all the Gods |, 
For our beloved Mother in her Pains. N 
Aar. Pray to the Devils, the Gods have given us overs 
[ Flouriſh. 
D. Why do the Emperor's Trumpets flouriſh thus? 
Chr. Belike for joy the Emperor hath a Son. 
Dem. Soft, who comes here? 
Enter Narſe with A Black-a-moor Child. 
Nur. Good morrow, Lords: 
© tell me, did you ſee Aaron the Moor ? 
Aar. Well, more or leſs, or ne er a whit at all, 
Here Aron is, and what with Aaron now? 
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Nur. O gentle Auron, we are all undone. 
Now help. or wo betide thee evermore, 

Aar. Why what a Caterwalling doſt chou keep? 
What doſt thou wrap and fumble in thine Arms? 

Nur. O that which 1 would hide from Heav'ns Eye, 
Our Empreſs ſhame, and ſtately. Roxve's diſgrace. 

She is delivered, Lords, ſhe is delivered. 

Aar. To whom? 

Nur. I mean, ſhe is brought. to Bed. 

Aar. Well, God give her good reſt. 

What hath he ſent her? | 
Nur. A Devil. | 

Aar. Why then ſhe is the Devil's Dam: a joyful Iſſue. 

Nur. A jpyleſs, diſmal, black and forrowful Iſſue, 
Here is the Babe, as loathſome as a Toad, | 
Amongſt the faireſt Breeders of our Clime, 

The Empreſs ſends it thee, thy Stamp, thy Seal, 
And bids thee Chriſten it with thy Dagger's point. 

Aar. Out, you Whore, is Black ſo baſe a hue? 
Sweet Blowſe, you are a beauteous Boſſom ſure. 

Dem. Villain, what haſt thau-done? 

Aar, That which-thou canſt not undo. 

Chi, Thou haſt undone our Mother. 

Dem. And therein, helliſn Dog, thou haſt undone —= 
Wo to her chance, and damn d her loathed Choice. 
Aecurs d the Off- ſpring of ſo foul a Fiend. 

Chi. It: ſball not live. 

Aar. It ſnall not die. 

Nur. Aaron it muſt, the Motber wills it ſos 

Aar. What, muſt it; Nurſe? Then let no Man but I 
Do Execution on my Fleſh and Blood. 

Dem. I'll broach the Tadpole-on my Rapier's point: 
Nurſe, give it me, my Sword ſhall ſoon diſpatch. it. 

Aar. Sooner this Sword ſhall plough thy Bowels up: 
Stay, murtherous Villains, 8 kill your Brother? 
Now by the burning Tapers of the Sky, | 
That ſhone ſo brightly when this Boy was got, 
He dies upon my Cymitar's ſharp point, | 
That touches this my firſt-born Son and Heir, 
I tell you, younglipgs, not Enceladus * 
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With all his threatning Band of Typhon's Brood, # 1 
Nor great Alcides, nor the God of War, D 
Shall ſeize this Prey out of his Father's Hands; 
What, what, ye ſanguine ſhallow-hearted Boys, 
Ye white-limb'd Walls, ye Alehouſe painted Signs, I 
Coal-black is better than another hue, 6 7 7 
In that it ſcorns to bear another hue: 7 
For all the Water in the Ocean B 
Cn never turn the Swan's black Legs to white, 
Although ſhe laye them hourly in the Flood, A 
Tell the Empreſs from me, I am of Age | 
To keep mine own, excuſe it how ſhe can, T 
Dem. Wilt thou betray thy noble Miſtreſs thus? G 
Aar. My Miſtreſs is my Miſtreſs; this, my ſelf; V 
The Vigour, and the Picture of my Youth: 
This, before all the World do I prefer; v 
This, maugre all the World, will I keep ſafe; 2 
Or ſome of you ſhall ſmoke for it in Rome. | St 
Dem. By this our Mother is for ever ſnamd. A 
Chi. Rome will deſpiſe her for this foul Eſcape. ** At 
Nur. The Emperor in his rage will doom her Death. N, 
Chi. 1 bluſh to think upon this Ignominy.  - © Hi 
Aar. Why there's the privilege your Beauty bears- Hi 
Fe treacherous hue, that will betray with bluſhing Gc 
The cloſe Enacts and Counſels of the Heart: * An 
Here's a young Lad fram'd of another leer, 5 An 
Look how the black Slave ſmiles upon the Father An 
As who ſhould ſay, old Lad I am thine own, | An 
He is your Brother, Lords; ſenſibly fed To 
Of that felf-blood' that firſt gave Life to you, An 
And from that Womb where you impriſoned were, Ha 
e is infranebiſed and come to light: | " aw 
Nay, he is your Brother by the ſurer fide, 4 Th. 
Although wy Seal be ſtamped in his Face. | Th. 
Nur. Aaron, what ſhall I ſay unto the Empreſs? F Bur 
Dem. Adviſe thee, Aaron, what is'to be done, Thi 
And we will all ſubſcribe to thy advice: Thi 
Save thou the Child, ſo we may all be ſafe. EIT $5” 
Aar. Then fit we down, and let us all conſult, | 1 
My Son and I will have the wind of you; I Her 


Keep 
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Keep there, now talk at pleaſure of your ſafety. '- 
| [They fit on the Ground. 
Dem. How many Women ſaw this Child of his? 
Aar. Why ſo, brave Lords, when we all join in league, 
I am a Lamb; but if you brave the Moor, "2% 
The chafed Boar, the Mountain Lioneſs, 
The Ocean ſwells not ſo as Aaron ſtorms: 
But ſay again, how many faw the Child? 
Nur. Cornelia the Midwife, and my elf, Me 
And none elſe but the delivered Empreſs. 
Aar. The Empreſs, the Midwife, and your ſelf —— 
Two may keep Counſel, when the third's away: 
Go to the Empreſs, tell her, this I faid----- [He kills her, 
Week, week, ſo cries a Pig prepar'd to th' Spit. 
Dem. What mean'ſt thou, Auron? 
Wherefore didſt thou this? 8-0 
Aar. O Lord, Sir, tis a deed of Policy: 5 
Shall ſhe live to betray this Guilt of ours? | 
A long- tongu d babling Goſſip? No, Lords, no. 
And now be it known to you my full intent: 
Not far, one Muliteus liyes, my Country- man, 
His Wife but yeſternight was brought to Bed, 
His Child is like to her, fair as you are: | 
Go pack with him, and give the Mother Gold, 
And tell them both the circumſtance of all, 
And how by this their Child ſhall be advanc'd; 
And be received for the Emperor's Heir, 
And ſubſtituced in the place of mine, 
To calm this Tempeſt whirling ia the Court; 
And let the Emperor dandle him for his own. 
Hark ye, Lords, ye ſee I have given her Phyſick, 
And you muſt needs beſtow her Funeral. 
The Fields are near, and you are Gallant Grooms: 
This done, ſee that you take no longer Days, 
Bur ſend the Midwite preſently to me, 
The Midwife and the Nurſe well made away, 
Then let the Ladies tattle what they pleaſe. | *, 
Chi. Aaron, | ſee thou wilt not truſt the Air with Secrets; 
Dem. For this care of Tamora, 4 
Her ſelf and hers are highly bound to thee, [ Exeunt. 
| Aar, 
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Aar. Now to the Goths, as ſwift as Swallow flies, 

There to diſpoſe this Treaſure in my Arms, 
And ſecretly to greet the Empreſs Friends. 

Come on, you thick-lip'd Slaye, I bear you. hence, 
For it is you that puts us to our ſhifts: 
I'll make you feed on Berries, and on Roots, 
And feed on Curds, and Whey and ſuck the Goat, 
And Cabin in a Cave, and bring you up 
To be a Warrior, and command a Camp. [Exit. 


Enter Titus, old Marcus, young Lucius, and other Gentle- 


men with Bows, and Titus bears the Arrows with Letters on 
the End of them. Z 75 
Tit, Come, Marcus, come Kinſmen, this is the way. 
Sir Boy, now let me ſee your Archery, 
Look ye draw home enough, and tis there ſtraight; 
Terras Alræa reliquit — be your remembred, Marcus. 
She's gone, ſhe's fled — Sirs, take you to your Tools, 
You, Couſins, ſhall go ſound the Ocean, | 1 
And caſt your Nets, haply you may find ber in the Sea, 
Yet there's as little Juſtice as at Land 
No Publius and Sempropius, you muſt do it. 
*Tis you muſt dig with Mattock and with Spade, 
And pierce the in moſt Center of the Earth: 
Then when you come to Pluto's Region, 
I pray you to deliver him this Petition, 
Tell him it is for juſtice, and for Aid, 
And that it comes from old Andronicus, 
Shaken with Sorrows in ungrateful Rome. 
Ah Rome! — Well, well, I made thee miſerable, 
What time I threw the Peoples Suffrages | 
On bim, that thus doth tyrannize o'er me. 
Go get you gone, and pray be careful all, 
And leave you not a Man of War unſearch'd, 
This wicked Emperor may haye ſhip'd her hence, 
And Kinſmen then we may go pipe for Juſtice, 
Mar. O, Publius, is not this a heavy. 
To — th werte Unkle thus 2 
_ Pub. Therefore, my Lord, it highly us concerns, 
By Day and Night Catrend him — 8 
And feed bis Humour kindly as we. may, BY 


* 
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Till time beget ſome careful Remedy. 
Mar. Kinimen, his Sorrows are palt remedy. 
jos with the Goths, and with revenge ful War, 
ake wreak on Rome for this Ingratitude, 
And Vengeance on the Traitor Satarnine. 
Tit. Publius, how now ? how now, my Maſters, 
What have you met with her? | 
Pub. No, my Food Lord, but Pluto ſends. you word, 
If you will have Revenge from Hell, you ſhall: 
Marry for Juſtice ſhe is ſo imploy d. 
He thinks with Joue in Heav'n, or ſome where elſe; 
So that perforce you muſt needs ſtay a tine. 
Tit. He doth me wrong to feed me with delays; 
Til dive into the burning Lake below, : 
And pull her out of Acheron by the Heels. 
Marcus, we are but Shrubs, no Cedars we, 
No big-bon'd Men, fram'd of the Cyclops ſize, 
But Metal, Marcus, Steel to the very Back, | 
Yet wrung with wrongs more than our * can bear. 
And ſith there's no Juſtice in Earth nor Hell, 
We will ſollicit Heay'n, and move the Gods, 
To ſend down Jaſtice for to wreak our wrongs: 
Come to this gear, you are a good Archer, Marcus. 
[He gives them the Arromt. 
Ad Fovem, that's for you here ad Apollinem —— 
Ag. Martem, that's for my ſelf; | 


Here Boy, to Palla: here to Mercury —— 

To Saturn and to Calus —— not to Saturnin 

You were as good to ſhoot againſt.the Wind. 

To it, Boy, Marcus —— looſe when I bid: 

Of my word, I have written to effect, 

There's not a God left unſollicited. 

- Mar. Kinſmen, ſhoot all your. Shafts into the Court, 

We will afflict the Emperor in his Pride. [They ſheot, 
Tit. Now, Maſters, draw; Oh well ſaid, Lucius: 

Good Boy in Virgo's Lap, give it Pallas. ö 
Mar. My Lord, I am a mile beyond the Moon; 

Your Letter is with Jupiter by this. 

Tie. Ha, ha Publins, Publius, what haſt thou done? 

See, ſee, thou baſt ſhot off one of Taurus Horns, * 
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Mar. This was the ſport, my Lord, when Publius ſhots | 


The Bull being gall'd, gave Aries ſuch 2 knock, 

That down fell both the Rams Horns in the Court, | 

And who ſhould find them but the Empreſs Villain: 

She laugh'd, and told the Moor he ſhould not chuſe 

But give them to his Maſter for a preſent. Shah I'M 
Tit. Why there it goes. God give your Lordfhip joy. 

Enter a Clown with a Basket and two Pigeons, © 

News, News from Heav'n; Marcus, the Polt is come. 

Sirrah, what Tydings? have'you any Letters? 

Shall T have Juſtice, what ſays Jupiter? 


Clow. Who? the Gibbet-m2ker ? he ſays hit bet OR a 


them down again, for the Man muſt 12 be hang d till 
the next Week. | 

Tit. Tut, what ſays Fupiter, I ask thee? 

Clow. Alas, Sir, ! "Lhow not Fupiter, 
I never drank with hitn in all my Life. 

Tit, Why Villain, art not thou the Carrier? 

Clow. Ay, of my Pigeons, Sir, nothing elſe. 

Tit, Why, didſt thou not come from Heav'n? 
. Clow. From Heay'n? Alas, Sir, I neyer came there. 
God forbid 1 ſhould be fo bold to prefs into Heav'n in 
my young Hays. Why I am going with my Pigeons to- 
the Tribunal Plebs, to take up a matter of brawl betyixt 
my Uncle and one-of the Emperials Men. 

Mar. Why, Sir, that is as fit as can be to ſerve for you 


Oration, and Tet him deliver the een to wn Emperor 


from you. 
Tit, Tell me, can you deliver an Oration to the Empe- 
ror with a Grace? 
Clow. Nay, truly, Sir, 1 — neyer ſay Grace i in all' 
my Life, 
Ai. Sirrah, come hither, make no more ado, 
But give your Pigeons to the Emperor. 
By me thou ſhalt have Jaſtice at his Hands. 
Hold, hold mean while here's Mony for thy Charges; 
Give me'a Pen and Ink. 
Sirrah, can you with a Grace deliver a z Supplication ? 
Clow.. Ay. Sir. ä 


Tit, 
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Tit. Then here is a Supplication for you: and when you 
come to him, at the firſt approach you muſt kneel, then kiſs 
his Foot, then deliver up your Pigeous, and then look for your 
Reward. I'll be at hand, Sir, ſee you do it bravely. . 
Clow. I warrant” you, Sir, let me alone. 
Tit. Sirrah, haſt thou a Knife? Come, let me fee it. 
Here, Marcus, fold it in the Oration, * 
For thou haſt made it like an humble Suppliant, 
And when thou haſt given it the Emperor, 6 : 
Knock at my Door, and tell me what he ſays. 
Clow. God be with you, Sir, I will. | 
Tit. Come, Marcus, let us go, Publius follow me. 
* | MEISE Os 
Enter Emperor and Empreſs, and her ta. Sons; the Empero 
N 472 LEY his Hand that Titus ſhot. 25 
Sat. Why Lords, what Wrongs are theſe? was ever ſeen 
An Emperor of Rome thus over-born, | \ 
Troubled, confronted thus, and for the extent 
Of equal Juſtice, us d in ſuch Centempt ? 
My Lords, you know, as do the might ful Gods, 
(However the diſturbers of our Peace 
Buz in the Peoples Ears) there nought hath paſt, 
But even with Liw 2gainſt the wiltul Sons 
Of old Andronicus. And what and if 
His Sorrows have ſo over-whelm'd his Wits, 
Shall we be thus afflicted in his wreaks, _- 
His fits, his frenſie, and his bitterneſ ?. 
And now he writes to Heav'n for his redreſs. 
See, here's to Fove, and this to Mercury, : 
This to Apollo, this to the God of War: 7 
Sweet Scrowls to fly about the Streets of Rome. 
What's this but Libelling againſt the Senate, : 
And blazoning our Injuſtice every where? 
A goodly bumour, is it not, my Lords? 
As who would ſay, in Rome no Juſtice were. 
But if I live, his feigned Extaſies 
Shall be no ſhelter to theſe Ovtrages: | 
But he and his ſhall know, that Juſtice lives 
In Saturninus health, whom, it ſhe ſleep, 
He'll fo awake, as ſhe in fury ſhall 
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Cut off the proudeſt Conſpirator that lives. 
Tam, My gracious Lord, my lovely Saturnin i. 

Lord of my Fife Commander of my Though: 

Calm thee, and bear the faults of Titus Age, 

Th' effects of Sorrow for his yaliant Sons, 


Whoſe loſs hath pierc'd him deep, and ſcarr d his Heart; 


And rather comfort his diſtreſſed plight, 

Than proſecute the meaneſt or the beſt, | 

For theſe Contempts. Why thus it ſhall become 

High witted Tamora, to gloſe with all: 

But Titus, I have touch'd thee to the quick, 
Thy Liſe-blood on't: If Aaron now be wiſe, | 

Then is all ſafe, the Anchor's in the Port. [Aſides 


- Enter Clown. | 
How now, good Fellow, wouldſt thou ſpeak with us? 
Gow, Yea forſooth, and your Miſterſhip be Emperial, 
am. Empreſs I am, but yonder fits the Emperor. 
Clow. Tis be: God and St. Stephen give you good. e en, 
J have brought you a Letter and a couple Pigeons here. 
| [He reads the Letter. 
Sat. Go, take him away, and hang him preſenily. 
Clow, How much Mony muſt I have? | 
Tam, Come, Sirrab, thou muſt be hang'd. | 
Cow. Hang'd! by'r Lady, then 1 have brought up 3 
Neck to a fair end. | IeExie. 
Sat Deſpightful and intolerable Wrongs, 
Shall I endure this monſtrous Villany ?- 
I know from whence this ſame Device proceeds: 
May this be born? As if his Fraiterous Sons, 
That dy'd by Law for Murther of our Brother, 
Have by my means been butcher'd: wrongfully ? 
Go, drag the Villain hither by the Hair, 
Nor Age nor Honour fhall ſhape Privilege. 
For this proud mock Ell be thy Slaughter-man; 
Sly frantick Wretch, that holp'ſt to make me great, 
In hope thy ſelf ſhould govern Rome and me, 
Enter Nuntius Æmilius. 
Sat. What News with thee, Emiliu,? 
mil. Arm, my Lords, Rome never had more cauſe; 
The Goths have gather d head, and with a Power 


/ 


Tirus ANPRONICUS. 


Of high reſolyed Men, bent to the ſpoil, 

They hither march amain, under the Conduct 

Ot Lucius, Son to old Audronicus: 

Who threats in courſe of his revenge to do 

As much as ever Coriolanus did. 

Sat. Is warlike Lucius General of the Goths? 
Theſe Tydings nip me, and I hang the Head f 
As Flowers with Froſt, or. Graſs beat down with Storms, 
Ay, now begin our Sorrows to . | 
'Tis be the Common People love ſo much, 

My ſelf hath often heard them ſay, 

(When I have walked like a private Man) 

That Lucius Baniſhment was wrongfully, 

And they have wiſh'd that Lucius were their Emperor. 
Tam. Why ſhould' you fear? Is nat our City. ſtrong? 
Sat. Ay, but the Citizens favour Lucius, 

And will revolt from me, to ſaccour him. f 
Tam. King, be thy Thoughts imperious like thy Name. 

Is the Sun dim'd, that Gnats do fly in it? 

The Eigle ſuffers little Birds to ſing, j 

And is not careful what they mean thereby, ' 

Knowing: that with the Shadow of his Wings, 

He can at pleaſure. ſtint their melody; f 

Even fo may'ſt thaw the giddy Men of Rome, 

Then cheen thy Spirit, for. know, thou Emperor, 

I will enchant the old Andronicas, 

With Words more ſweet, and yet more dangerous 

Than baits to Fiſh, or Honey- to Sheep, 

When as the one is wounded with the bait, 

The other rotted with delicious Food. 

Sat. But he will not intreat his Son for us. 

Tam. If Tamora intreat him then he will, 

For I can ſmoath, and fill his aged Ear 

With golden Promiſes, that were. his Heart 

Almoſt impregnable, his old Ears deaf, 

Yet ſhould both Ear and Heart obey my Tongue. | 

Go thou before as our Ambaſſador, [To Emilias. 

Say, that the Emperor requeſts a Parley | 

of warlike Lucius, and appoint the meeting. 
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Sat. Emilius, do this Meſſage honourably, * 50 1 
And if he ſtand on Hoſtage for his ſafet 4 * 
Bid him demand what Pledge will pleaſe him bel. Ju 


mil. Your bidding ſhall 1 do effeftually.. li 


Tam. Now will I to that old Audronicus, 
And temper him with all the Art 1 hae. 


To pluck proud Lucius from the warlike wy | 


And now, ſweet Emperor, be blith again, EP 
And bury all thy Fear in my Devices. 4 ERS 07 


Sat, Then go REP, and plead ot me. | [Exis 


* 


4 V SCENE *. 
SCENE A Camp. 


Enter 183 with Goths, with Drum and Soldiers. er 


Luc. A Pproved Warriors, and my faithful Friends, 
have received Letters Nam great Rome, 
Which ſigniſie what hate they bear their 
And how deſirous of our fight they are. 
Therefore, great Lords, be as your Titles witneſs, 
Imperious and impatient of your 'Wrongs, 
And wherein Rome hath done you any ſcathe, 
Let him make treble Satisfaction. | 
Goth. Brave Slip, ſprung from the great diy 
Whoſe Name was ance our Terror, now our Comfort, 
Whoſe high Exploits, and Honourable Deeds, 
Ingrateful Rome requites with foul Contempt, 
Be bold in us, we'll follow where thou Kalk: 
Like ſtinging Bees in hotteſt Summer's Dey, 
Led by their Maſter to the flower'd Fields, 
And be aveng'd-on curſed Tamora. 
Omn. And as he faith, ſo ſay we all with bim. 
Tuc. I humbly thank bim, and 1 thank you al.” 
But who comes here led by a lufty Gon??? 


Enter à Goth. leading Aaron with his Child in his Arms. 
Goth. Renowned Lucius, from our Troops 1 ſtraid 

To gaze upon a ruinous Monaſtery, | 

And as I earneſtly did fix mine Eye It 

- Upon the waſled Building, ſudden ß 

I heard a Child cry underneath a Wall; 

I made unto the Noiſe, when ſoon I heard, 

The crying Babe controul d with this Diſcourſe: 

Peace, Tawny Slaye, half me, and half thy Dam, 

Did not thy Hue bewray whoſe Brat thou art, 

Had Nature lent: thee; but thy Mother's Look, 

lager > thou might'ſt have been an Emperor: 

But where the Bull;and Cow are both Mk whine, | 

They never do beget.a. Cole-black:Galf ; Vw.) 

Peace, Villain, Peace, (even thus he rates the Babe) 

For I muſt bear thee to a truſty Goth, 

Who when he knows thou art the Empreſs Babe; 

Will hold thee dearly for thy Mother's fake. 

With this, my Weapon drawn I ruſh'd upon him, 

Surpriz d him ſuddenly, and brought bim hither, 

To uſe, as you think needful of the Man. 

Luc. O worthy Goth, this is the incarnate Devil, 
That robb'd Andronicus of his good Hand 
This is the Pearl that pleas'd your. Empreſs” 8 Eye, 

And here's the baſe Fruit of his, burning Luſt. 

Say, wall-ey'd Slave, whither would'ſt thou convey 
This grow! ing e of thy Fiend-like Face? 
Why doſt not ſpeak ? what deaf? no! Not'a word: x 
A Halter Soldiers hang him on this rere. G 024 
And. by bis fide his Fruit of Baſtardy. 

Aar. Touch not the Boy, he is of Royal Blood; . 

Luc, Too like the Syte for ever being gooc. 
Firſt hang the Child, that he may fee it ſprall, 
A ſight 15 vex the Father's Soul withal. | 

Aar. Get me a Ladder, Lucius, fave the Child. 

And bear it Fu Me to the Empreſz;... 14% 19 % 
If thou do this, IU ſhew thee vrondrone things; 1 hoA 
That highly may advantage thee to hear; 
It thou Wi t not, befall what may vetall, | nod: N. 


—— 
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Il ſpeak no more; but Ven nce rot you all: Al 
| — Say on, and if it Pele me, which thou pen a And 
J Thy Child ſhall lie. add 1 will Fee it Nouriſh c. Lu 
[| Aar. And if it pleaſe thee? Why affure thee, Lua, Aa 
= "Twill vex thy Soul to hear What 1 ſhall ſpeck: That 
[ For I muſt talk of Murthers. Ripes, and Maffaeres, As ſa 
| Acts of black Night, abbminabſe Detds, That 
[| Complots bf Miſchief, Treaſon, Villanies, As tru 
| Ruthful tb hear, yet piteovſly perform'd: Well, 
| And this ſhall sli be büried by my Death, I train 
| Unleſs thou fwear to me my Child ſhall "live. Where 
Luc. Tell on thy Mind, 1 fay thy Child ſhall live. I wro 
Aar. Swear that he ſhall 3nd then 1 will by | And h 
Luc. Who ſhould 1 fear by? thou belitveff no God. | ' Confe 
That gtanted, how cart thou believe an Oath ? | And v 
Aar. What if I do not, as indeed 1 do not, Where 
Yet for Fknow theu art Religious, I plaid 
| And haſt a thing within thee called Conſcience, And v 
| With twenty Popiſh Tricks and Ceremonies = And al 
| Which 1 have ſee thee careful to obſerve: : I pried 
| Therefore I urge'thy Oath, for thar I know 25.4. When 
| An Idiot holds his Bauble for a God, Beheld 
1 And keeps the Oath, which by that God he leert, | That b 
| To that II urge bim therefore thou ſhalt vow _ And v 
| By that ſame God, what God ſo e er it be | She ſw 
| That thou adoreſt and haſt in reverence, 3 And fo 
| To fave my Boy, nouriſh and brin - Jar: Er Goth 
| Or ede 1 will ſboves robe 90 the 2, 3 Aar. 
| Luc. Even by my God Fiwear to thee 1 will, | Luc. 
Aar. Firſt know thou; Aar. 
I begot him on rhe Etnpereſs. | 5 Even n 
Luc. O moſt ĩnſatiate — Woman! | Few cc 
Aar. Tut, Lucius, this was but a Deed of Charity, Wherei 
To that which thou ſhalt hear of me anon. | As kill 
»Twas her twyo 8ons that murdered Baſfanus, Fe -Raviſh | 
They cut thy Siſter's Tongue, and Raviſh'd her, Accuſle 
And cut her Hands ff, and trimm'd ber as thou ſaw'ſt. Set deac 
Luc. Oh deteſtable Vile! | Make pe 
Call'& thou that wimmingt rg 07 "2.4 INES 
i R Ar. N 
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Aur. Why ſhe was waſh'd, and cut, and trimm d; 

And 'twas trim ſport for them that had the doing of it, 
Luc. Oh barbarous beaſtly Villains like thy felt! 
Aar. Indeed, I was their Tutor to inſtruct them; 

That codding Spirit had they from their Mother, 

As ſure a Card, as ever won the Set; 

That bloody Mind I think they learn'd of me, 

As true a Dog as ever fought at Head; 

Well, let my Deeds be Witneſs of my Worth. 

I train'd thy Brethren to that guileful hole, 

Where the dead Corps of Baſſianus lay: 

I wrote the Letter that thy Father found, 

And hid the Gold within the Letter mention'd, 

' Confederate with the Queen and her two Sons. 

And what not done that thou haſt cauſe to rue, 

Wherein I had no ſtroke of Miſchief in it? 

I plaid the Cheater for thy Father's Hand, 

And when I had it, drew my ſelf apart, 

And almoſt broke my Heart with extream Laughter; 

I pried me through the Crevice of a Wall, 

When for his Hand, he had his two Sons Heads, 

Beheld his Tears, and laugh'd fo heartily, 

That beth mine Eyes were rainy like to his: 

And when I told the Empreſs of this Sport, 

She ſwooned almoſt at my pleaſing Tale, 

And for my Tidings, gave me twenty Kiſſes. | 
Goth. What can'ſt thou ſay all this, and neyer bluſh? 
Aar. Ay, like a black Dog, as the ſaying is, ; 
Luc. Art thou not ſorry for theſe hainous Deeds? 
Aar. Ay, that I had not done a thouſand more. 

Even now I curſe the Day, and yet | think _ 

Few come within the Compaſs of my Curſe, 

'Wherein I did not ſome notorious Ill, | 

As kill a Man, or elſe deviſe his Death, 

\Raviſh a Maid, or plot the way to do it, 

Accuſe ſome Innocent, and fo:{wear my felf, 

Set deadly Enmity between two Friends, 

Make poor Mens Cattle break their Necks, 

Set Fire on Barns and Hay-ſtgcks in the Night, 
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And bid the Owners quench them with their Tears; 
Oft have I digg d up dead Men from their Graves, 
And ſet them upright at their dear Friends Doors, 
Even when their Sorrow almoſt was forgot, 
And on their Skins, as on the Bark of Trees, 

Have with my Knife caryed in Reman Letters; 

Let not your Sorrow die, though I am Dead. 

Tut, 1 have done a thouſand dreadful things, 5 


As willingly as one would kill a Fly, 


And nothing grieves me heartily indeed, 


But that I cannot do'ten thouſand more. 


He craves a'Parley at your Father's Houſe, 


Luc. Bring down the Devil, for he muſt not die 
So ſweet a Death, as Hanging preſently. 
Aar. If there be Devils, would 1 were a Devil, 


To live and burn in everlaſting Fire, 


So I might have your Company in Hell, 
But to torment you with my bitter Tongue. 
Luc. Sirs, ſtop his Month, and let him ſpeak no more. 
Enter Amilins. ' 
Goth. My Lord, there is a Meſſenger from Rome 
Deſires to be admitted to your Preſence. 
Luc. Let him come near, — 
Welcome, Æmilius, what's the News from Rome? 
Emi. Lord Lucius, and you Princes of the Goths, 
The Roman Emperor greets you all by me, 
And, for he underſtands you are in Arms, - 


Willing you to demand your Hoſtages, 1 58 
And they ſhall bs immediately delivered,  - 
Goth.” What ſays our Generals? 25 
Luc. Riniliut, let the Emperor give his re 
Unto my Father, and my Uncle Marcus, 


And we will come: March away. ; [Exennt. 


SCEN E I. Titus + Palace i in Rete 


Enter Tamora; Chiron and Demetrius Diſguis d. 
Tam. Thus in theſe ſtrange and fad ig 5 
I will eee with Andronicus, "pan | 
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' Witneſs theſe Trenches, made by Grief and Care; 


| Witneſs all Sorrow, that I know thee well 


Revenge, which makes the foul Offenders quake, 
U. | 
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And ſay, I am Revenge ſent from below, 
To join with him, and right his he inous Wrongs: 
Knock at the Study, where they ſay he keeps, 
To ruminate ſtrange Plots of dire Revenge; , 
Tell him Revenge is come to join with him, 
And work Confufion on his Enemies. 
145 [They knock, and Titus appears above. 
Ni. Who doth moleſt my Contemplation? 
Is it your trick to make me ope the Door, 
That ſo my ſad Decrees may fly away, 
And all my Study be to no effect? 
You are deceiv'd, for what I mean to do, 
See here in bloody Lines I have ſet down; 
And what is written, ſhall be executed. 

Tam. Titus, I am come to talk with thee. 

Tit. No not a Word: How can I grace my Talk, 
Wanting a Hand to give it Action ? | 
Thou haſt the odds of me, therefore no more. | 8 

Tam. If thou didſt know me, thou would ſt talk with me. 

Tit. 1 am not mad, I know thee well enough, 
Witneſs this wretched Stamp, 

Witneſs the Crimſon Lines, 


Witnefs the tyring Day and heavy Night; 


For our proud Empreſs, mighty Tamora: 
Is not thy coming for my other Hand? 

Tam: Know thou, ſad Man, I am not Tamora, 
She is thy Enemy, and I thy Friend; 
I am Revenge, ſent from the infernal Kingdom, 
To eaſe the gnawing Vulture of thy Mind, 
By working wreakful Vengeance on thy Foes, 
Come down and welcome me to this World's light; 
Confer with me of Murder and of Death, $ 
There's not a hollow Cave, or lurking place, 
No vaſt Obſcurity or miſty Vale, 
Where bloody Murther or deteſted Rape, 
Can couch for fear, but I will find them out, 
And in their Ears tell them my dreadfal Name, 
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Tit. Art thou Revenge? And art thou ſent to me, 
To be a Torment to mine Enemies? | 

Tam. | am; therefore come down and welcome me, | 

Tit. Do me ſome Service, ere l come to thee: 


Lo by thy fide, where Rape and Murder ſtands, — 
| Now give ſome ſurance that thou. art Revenge, He 
| Stab them, or tear them on thy Chariot Wheels, Wh 
| And then I'll come and be thy Waggoner, . Co 
| And whirl along with thee about the Globes: F 
| Provide two proper Palfries black as Jet, — 
| To hale thy vengeful Waggon ſwift away, * 
And find out Murders in their guilty Caves. I 
| | And when thy Car is loaden with their Heads, 1 : 

I will diſmount, and by thy Waggon Wheel | th 

Trot like a ſervile Foot man all day long; ; 


Even from Hyperion's riſing in the Eaſt, | 
Until his very downfal in the Sea, | A 
And day by day I'll do this heavy Task, > 


So thou deftroy Rapine and Murder there. | A , 
Tam. Theſe are my Miniſters, and come with me. 4 
Tit. Are they thy Miniſters; what-are' they call'd? A 
Tam. Rapine and Murder, therefore called ſo, 8 

Cauſe they take Vengeance on ſuch kind of Men. Go 
Tit. Good Lord, how like the Empreſs Sons they are, oy 

And you the Empreſs: But we worldly Men, Go! 

Have miſerable mad miſtaking.Eyes: Go 

O ſweet Revenge, now do I come to thee, The 

And if one Arm's embracement will content thee, we 

I will embrace thee in it by and by. | | | For 

Exit Titus from above. I pr 
Tam. This cloſing with him fits his Lunacy, The 

What e'er I forge to feed his'brain-fick Fits, 7 

Do you uphold, and maintain in your Speech, But 

For now he firmly takes me for Revenge To 

And being credulous in this mad Thought, 5 Wh 

III make him ſend for Lucius his Son: And 

And whilſt I at a Banquet hold him ſure, Wh 

I'll find ſome cunning Practice out of Hand, I w 

To ſcatter and diſperſe the giddy Goths, The 

Or at the leaſt make them his Enemies: And 
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See here he comes, and I muſt play my Theam. 
Enter Titus. 

Tit. Long have I been forlorn, and all for thee: | 
Welcome, dread Fury, to my woful Houſe; 
Rapine and Murther, you are welcome too: 

How like the Empreſs, and her Sons you are! 

Well are you fitted, had you but a Moor; 

Could not all Hell afford you ſuch a Devil? 

For well 1 wot, the Empreſs never wags, 

But in her Company there is a Moor; 
And wonld you repreſent our Queen aright, 
It were convenient you had ſuch a Devi 
But welcome, as you are, what ſhall we do? 

Tum. What wouldſt thou have us do, Andronicus? 

Dem. Shew me a Murtherer, I'll deal with him. 

Chi. Shew me a Villain that hath done a Rape, 

And I am ſent to be reveng'd on him. 

Tam. Shew me a Thouſand that haye done thee wrong, 
And I will be revenged on them all. | h 
Nit. Look round about the wicked Streets of Rome, 
And when thou, find'ſt a Man that's hike thy ſelf, 
Good Murder ſtab him, he's a Murderer. 

Go thou with him, and when it is thy hap 

To find another that is like to thee, 

Good Rapine ſtab him, he is a Raviſher. 

Go thou with them, and in the Emperor's Court 
There is a Queen attended by a Moor; 

Well may'ſt thou know her by thy own proportion, 
For up and down ſhe doth reſemble thee; 

I pray thee do on them ſome violent Death; 

They have been violent to me and mine. 

Tam. Well haſt thou Leſſon d us; this ſhall we do. 

But would it pleaſe thee, good Andronicus, 
To ſend for Lucius thy thrice valiant Son, 
Who leads towards Rome a Band of Warlike Goths, 
And bid him come and Banquet at thy Houſe, 
When he is here, even at thy ſolemn Feaſt, 
I will bring in the Empreſs and her Sons; 
The Emperor himſelf, and all thy Foes, 
And at. thy Mercy ſhzll they ſtoop and kneel 
U. 2 f 
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And on them ſhalt thou eaſe thy angry Heart: 


What fays Andronicus to this Deviſe? 
| Enter Marcus. 


Tit. Marcus my Brother, tis ſad Titus calls; 
Go gentle Marcus to thy Nephew Lucius; 


Thou ſhalt enquire him out among the Goths : 


Bid him repair to me; and bring with him 

Some of the chiefeſt Princes of the Goths ; 

Bid him Encamp his Soldiers where they are; 

Tell him the Emperor and the Empreſs too 

Feaſt at my Houſe, and he ſhall feaſt with them; 

This do thou for my love, and ſo let him, 

As he regards his aged Father's Life. 8 
Mar. This will Ido, and ſoon return again, ¶ Exit. 
Tam. Now will J hence abqut thy Buſineſs, 

And take my Miniſters along with me. 

Tit. Nay, nay, let Rape and Murder ſtay with me, 
Or elſe I call my Brother back again, 

And cleave to no Revenge but Lucius. 

Tam, What ſay you, Boys, you will abide with him, 
Whiles I go tell my Lord, the Emperor, | 
How | have govern'd our determin'd Jeft? 

Yield to his humour, ſmooth and ſpeak him fair, 

And tarry with him till I return again. x 
Tit, I know them all, tho they ſuppoſe me mad, 

And will o'er-reach them in their own Devices, 

A pair of curſed Hell-hounds and their Dam. [A/idei 
Dem. Madam, depart at Pleaſure, leave us here, N 
Tam. Farewel, Andronicus, Revenge now goes | 

To lay a Complot to betray thy Foes. Exit Tamora; 
Tit. I know thou doſt, and ſweet Revenge farewell. 
Chi. Tell us, Old Man, how ſhall we be employ d? 
Tit. Tut, I have work enough for you to do. 

Publius, come hither, Caius and Valentine. 

| Enter Publius and Servants, 

Pub. What is your will? 

Tit. Know ye theſe two? 

Pub. The Empreſs Sons 


I take them, Chiron, Demetrius. 


Tu. Fie, Publius, fie, thou art too much deceiv'd, 1 
The 
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The one is Murder, Rape is the other's Name; 
And therefore bind them, gentle Publius, 
Caius and Valentine,” lay hands on them, 

Oft have you heard me wiſh for ſuch an hour, 


And now 1 find it. therefore bind them ſure. ¶ Exit Titus! 


Chi, Villains, forbear, we are the Empreſs Sons. 
Pub. And therefore do we what we are commanded. . 
Stop cloſe their Mouths; let them not ſpeak a Word. 


Is he ſure bound? look that ye bind them faſt. 


Euter Titus Andronicus with a * and Lavinia with a Baſon, 
Nit. Come, come, Lavinia look, thy Foes are bound; 
Sirs, ſtop their Mouths, let them not ſpeak to me, 

But let them hear what fearful Words I utter. 

Oh Villains, Chiron and Demetrius! | 

Here ftands the Spring whom you have ſtain'd with Mud, 
This goodly Summer with your. Winter mixt: 3 
Yon killd her Husband, and for that vile Fault, | 
Two of her Brothers were condemn'd to Death, 
My Hand cut off, and made a merry jeſt; | 
Both her ſweet Hands, her Tongue, and that more dear 
Than Hands or Tongue, her. ſpotleſs Chaſtity, 


Inhuman Traitors, you conſtrain'd and forc'd. 


What would you ſay if I ſhould let you ſpeak ? 
Villains !-— for ſhame you could not beg for Grace, 
Hark, Wretches, how 1 mean to Martyr you. 
This one Hand yet is left to cut your Throats, 
Whilſt that Lavinia twixt her Stumps doth hold 
The Baſon that receives your guilty Blood. . 
You know your Mother means to feaſt with me, 
And calls her ſelf Revenge, and thinks me mad 
Hark, Villains, I will grind your Bones to Duſt, 
And with your Blood and it, Pi! make a Paſte, . 
And of the Paſte a Coffin will I rear, 
And make two Paſties of your ſhameful Heads, 
And bid that Strumpet, your unhallowed Dam, 
Like to the Earth, ſwallow her own Increaſc. 
This is the Feaſt that l have bid her to, 
And this the Banquet ſhe ſhall ſurfeit on; 
For worſe than Philomel you us d my Daughter, 
And worle, than Progne, I will be reyeng'd, 
— * 
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And now prepare your Throats: Lavinia, come, 

Receive the Blood, and when that they are dead 

Let me go grind their Bones to Powder ſmall, 

And with this hateful Liquor temper it; 

And in that Paſte let their vile Heads be bak d. 

Come, come, be every one officious 

To make this Banquet, which I wiſh might prove 

More ſtern and bloody than the Centaurs Fealt, | 
Foreword le cuts their Throat. 

So, now bring them in, for Il play the Cook, | 


And fee them ready gainſt the Mo: her comes, ¶Exeunt. 


Enter Lucius, Marcus; and Goths with Aaron Priſoner. 

Luc. Uncle Marcus, fince tis my Father's ming 
That I repair to Rome, I am content. | 

Goth. And ours with thine, befal what Fortune will. 

Luc. Good Uncle, take you in this barbarous Moor, 
This ravenous Tiger, this accurſed Devil, Al 


Loet him receive no Suſtenance, fetter him, 


Till he be brought unto the Emperor's Face, 
For Teſtimony of theſe foul proceedings; 
And ſee the Ambuſh of our Friends be ſtrong, 
I fear the Emperor means no good to us. 

Aar. Some Devil whiſper Curſes in my Ear, 


And prompt me, that my Tongue may utter forth 


The venomous Malice of my ſwelling Heart. 
Luc. Away, inbuman Dog, unhallow'd Slave, | 
| [Exeunt Goths with Aaron. 


Sirs, help our Uncle, to convey him in. [ Flowriſh, 


The Trumpets ſhewthe Emperor is at hand. 


Sond Trumpets. Enter Emperor and Empreſs, with Tribunes 
aud others. 
Sat. What, hath the Firmament more Suns than one? 
Luc. What boots it thee to call thy felt a Sun? 
Mar. Rome's Emperor und Nephew break the Parley, 
Theſe Quarrels muſt be quietly Debated : 
The Fealt is ready, which the careful Titus 
Hath ordained to an honourable end, 
For Peace, for Love, for League, and good to Rome: 
Pleaſe you therefore draw nigh and take your places. 


Sat, Marcus, we. will, [ Hamboys. 
| A 
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A Table brought in. Enter Titus like a Cook, placing the Meat 
on the Table, and Lavinia with a Veil over her Face. 
Tit. Welcome, my gracious Lord, Welcome dread Queen, 
Welcome, ye Warlike Goths, welcome Lucius, 
And welcome all; although the Cheer be poor, 
Twill fill your Stomachs, pleaſe you eat of it. 
Sat. Why art thou thus attir'd, Andronicus? 
Tit. Becauſe I would be ſure to have all well, 
as To entertain your Highneſs, and your Empreſs. 1 
Tam. We are beholden to you, good Andronicus. 
. Tit. And if your Highneſs knew my Heart, you were; | 
My Lord, the Emperor, reſolve me this 
Was it well done of raſh Virginias, = 
To ſlay his Daughter with his own Right-Hand, 
Becauſe ſhe was enforc'd, ſtain'd, and deflour'd? 
Sat. It was, Andronicus, | | 
Tit, Your Reaſon, mighty Lord? DEB MI 
Sat. Becauſe the Girl ſhou!d. not ſurvive her Shame, 
And by her Preſence ſtill renew his Sorrows. 
Tit. A Reaſon mighty, ſtrong, and effectual, 
A Pattern, Preſident and lively Warrant, 
For me, moſt wretched, to perform the like: 
Die, die, Lavinia, and thy Shame with thee, | 
And with thy Shame thy Father's Sorrow die. {He kil her; 
Sat. What haſt thou done, unnatural and unkind ? 
Tit. Kill'd her for whom my Tears have made me blind, 
as? Jam as woful as Virginius was, 
ilh, And have a thouſand times more Cauſe than he. 
| Sat. What, was ſhe rayiſh'd? tell, who did the Deed? 
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nes Tit. Will't pleaſe you eat, Will't pleaſe you Highneſs feed? 
Tam. Why haſt thou flain thine only Daughter thus? 
a2 Tit. Not I, *ewas Chiron and Demetrius. 
They raviſh'd her, and cut away her Tongue, 
7. And they, twas they, that did her all this Wrong. 


Sat. Go fetch them hither to us preſently. | 
Tit. Why there they are both, baked in that Pye, 
Whereof their Mother daintily hath fed 
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| Sal. Die, frantick Wretch, for this accurſed Deed. - -- 


| [He ſtabs Titus, 
Tuc. Can the Son's Eye behold his Father bleed? _ 
There's meed for meed, Death for a deadly Deed. 


[Lucius ſtabs the Emperor. 


Mar. Yon ſad-fac'd Men, People and Sons of Rome, 
By uprore ſever'd, like a flight of Fowl, - 
Scatter d by Winds and high tempeſtuous Guſts, 

Oh let me teach you, how to knit again 
This ſeatter d Corn into one mutual Sheaf, 
Theſe braken' Limbs again into one Body. 


A\ * 


Goth. Let Rome her {elf be bane unte her ſelf. 


And ſhe whom mighty Kingdoms curtſie to, 
Like a forlorn and Sera te Caſt-away, ' 
Do ſhameful' Execution on her ſelf. 

Mar. But if my froſty ſigns and chaps of Age, | 
Graye Witneſſes of true Experience, A 
Cannot induce you to attend my Words. 
Speak, Rome's dear Friend; as erſt our Anceſtor, 


* 
* 
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When with his ſolemn Tongue he did: diſcourſe + | 
To Loye-lick*Dido's ſad attending Ear, QA 
The Story of that baleful-burning Night, 
When ſubtile Greeks ſurpriz'd King Priam's Troy: 
Tell us what Sinon hath bewitch'd our Ears, 
Or who hath brought the fatal Engine in, 
That gives our Trey, our Rome the civil wound. 
My Heart is not compact of Flint nor Steel; 
Nor can I utter all our bitter Grief, 
But floods of Tears will drown my Oratory, 
And break my very utterance; even in the time 
When it ſhould move you to attend me moſt, 
Lending your kind Hand, Commileration. 
Here is a Captain, let him tell the Tale, 
Your Hearts will throb and weep to hear him ſpeak: 

Luc. This Noble Auditory, be it known to you, 
That curſed Chiron and Demetrius, 
Were they that Murdered our Emperor's Brother; 
And they it were that raviſhed our Siſter : 

For their fell faults our Brothers were Beheaded, 
| 5 e Our 
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But ſoft, methinks I do digreſs too much, 0 
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Our Father's Tears deſpis d, and baſely cozen'd _ | 
Of that true Hand, that fought Rome's Quarrel out, 
And ſent her Enemies into the Grave. LT 
Laſtly, my ſelf unkindly. Banifhed, = 
The Gates ſhut on me, and turn'd. weeping, out, 

To beg relief among Rome's, Enemies. 
Who drown'd their enmity in my true Tears, 

And op'd their Arms to embrace me as a Friend: 


And I am turn'd forth, be it known to you, 
That have preſery'd her welfare in my Blood, 


And from her Boſem took the Enemy's point, 
Sheathing the Steel in my adventrous Body. 

Alas, you know I am no Vaunter, I, 1 

My Scars can witneſs, dumb although they are, 
That my Report is juſt, and full of Truth: 241 


Citing my worthleſs Praiſe: Oh pardon me. 
For when no Friends are by, Men praiſe themſelves. 
May. Now is my Tongue to ſpeak: Behold this Child, 
Of this was Tamora delivered, 4 
The Iſſue of an irreligious Moor, f 2 N 
Chief Architect and Plotter of theſe woes; 15 
The Villain is alive in Titus Heuſe, 


And as he is, to witneſs this is true. ; 6 
Now judge what cauſe had Titus to revenge 3 
Theſe wrongs, unſpeakable, paſt Patience, 0 
Or more than any living Man could bear. 2 
Now you have heard the truth, what ſay you Romans Þ 
Have we done ought amiſs? ſhew us wherein, +. 


And from the place where you behold us now, 
The poor remainder of Audronicus, 

We'll Hand in Hand all headlong caſt us down, 
And on the ragged Stones beat out our Brains, 
And make a mutual cloſure of our Houſe: 
Speak, Romans, ſpeak, and if you ſay we ſhall, 
Lo Hand in Hand, Lucius and I will fall. 

m. Come, come, thou Reverend Man of Rome, 
And bring our Emperor gently in thy Hand, 
Lucius our Emperor: For well I know, 

The common Voice do cry it ſhall be fo, 
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Mar. Lucius, all hail, Rome s Royal Emperor; 
Go, go into old Tituss ſorrow ful Houſe, Ph 
And hither hale that misbelieving Moor, 8 fe; 
To be adjudg'd ſome direful ſlaughtering Death; 
As puniſhment for his moſt wicked Life, ' 
Lucius all hail! Rome's gracious Governor, MH 

Luc. Thanks, gentle Romans, may I Govern ſo, 
To heal Rome's harm, and drive away her woe. 
But, gentle People, give me aim a while, m—_ 
For Nature puts me to a heavy Task: a 
Stand all aloof; but Uncle draw you near, 

To ſhed obſequious Tears upon this Trunk: 

Oh take this warm Kiſs on thy pale cold Lips, - 

Theſe ſorrowful drops upon thy Blood-ſtain'd Face; 

The laſt true Duties of thy Noble Son. a Yi 
Mar. Ay, Tear for Tear, and loving Kiſs for Kiſs; 


Thy Brother Marcus tenders on thy Lips: 


O were the ſum of theſe that I ſhould Pay, 
Countleſs and infinite, yet would I pay them. 


Luc. Come hither Boy, come, come, and learn of us 


To melt in Showers, thy Grand-fire lou'd thee well; 
Many a time he danc'd thee on his Knee; | 
Sung thee aſleep, his loving Breaſt thy Pillow: 
Many a matter hath he told to thee, di 
Meet and agreeing with thy Infancy, 

In that reſpe& then, like a loving Child, 

Shed yet ſome {mall drops from thy tender Spring, 


Becauſe kind Nature doth require it ſo; 


Friends ſhould affociate Friends, in Grief and Woe: 
Bid him farewel, commit him to the Grave, 
Do him that kindneſs, and take leave of him. | 
Boy. O Grand- ſire, Grand-fire! even with all my Heart; 
Would I were dead, ſo you did live again---- | 
O Lord, I cannot ſpeak to him for weeping 
My Tears will choak me, if I ope my Mouth, 
Enter Romans with Aaron, 
Rom. You fad Andronici, have done with Woes, - 
Give Sentence on this execrable Wretch, | 
That hath been breeder. of theſe dire Eyents. 
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Luc. Set him Breaſt· deep in Earth, and famiſh him: 
There let him ſtand, and rave and cry for Food : 
If any one relieves or pities him, 
For the Offence he dies: This is our Doom. 
Some ſtay to ſee him faſtned in the Earth 

Aar. O why ſhould Wrath be mute, and Fury dumb 
I am no Baby, I, that with baſe Prayers 
I ſhould repent the evil I have done: 
Ten thouſand worſe than eyer yet I did, 
Would I perform, if I might have my Will: 
If one good Deed in all my Life I did, 
I do repent it from my very Soul, 

Luc. Some loving Friends convey the Emperor hence; 
And give him burial in his Father's Grave. 
My Father, and Lavinia, ſhall forthwith 
Be cloſed in our Houſholds Monument: 
As for that hainous Tygreſs Tamora, 
No funeral Rites, nor Man in mournful Weeds, 


= 
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No mournful Bell ſhall ring her Burial; / 


But throw her forth to Beaſts and Birds of Prey : 

Her Life was Beaſt-like, and devoid of Pity, 

And being ſo, ſhall have like want of Pity. 

See Juſtice done on Aaron that damn'd Moor, 

From whom our heavy haps had their beginning ; 

Then afterwards, we'll order well the State, 

That like Events may ne'er it ruinate. 
| Exeunt omnes: 


The End of the Fifth Volume. 
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